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“My dear, you're so primitive —we're a/ways wait- 
ing while you put on more lipstick! Why don’t 
you use lipstick that stays on? My lipstick isn’t 
always coming off!” 


“What do you use then? I’ve always wanted to 
ask you. I think yours looks so natural.” 


“Why, Kissproof, my dear. Look at mine—I put 
it on this morning and it’s been on all day long!” 


“How /ovely! Why on earth didn’t you tell me 
before? Do let me try it!” 


“Here you are. Only just a touch now—that’s 
right. Rub it in well. Might be your own 
coloring, mightn’t it? And you'll find that you'll 
not need lipstick again today.....” 


Kissproof is the modern waterproof lipstick that 
is everywhere revolutionizing women’s use of 
cosmetics. No longer is it necessary to be 
bothered with constant retouching —to be 
embarrassed with ordinary lipstick that stains 
handkerchiefs, teacups and cigarettes. 


Kissproof is such full, natural color that just 
a touch on the lips rubbed in with the finger 
tip is all that’s needed. And you have the 
peace of mind of £nowing that your rich, red 
youthful coloring is as natural as your very 
own—and as permanent as the day is long! 


We urge you to find out for yourself how 
Kissproof stays on—what natural coloring it 
gives. Available in a number of attractive 
cases, including a darling red and gold swivel. 


Lovelier eyes — quick as a wink! 


Don’t overlook the hidden beauty that lies 
in your eyes. Delica-Brow, the harmless lash 
and brow dressing, instantly frames the eyes 
in long, sweeping lashes—making them ap- 
pear brighter, more alluring than ever before. 
Waterproof—never runs or smears. Will not 
burn the eyes. Black or Brown. Liquid or 
Cake. 


Kissproof lipstick, face powder, rouge and 
Delica-Brow are on sale at your favorite toilet 
counter. Or, as a Special Introductory Offer, 
send convenient coupon for complete Kiss- 
proof Make-up Kic. 


Kiss proof 


WATERPROOF ...... It stays on! 


*Send for 
Complete Kissproof Make-Up Kit 


So that you may know the thrill and joy of 
using these “worryproof” cosmetics, we will 
send you a Kissproof Make-up Kit as illus- 
trated, containing every essential for the 
perfect make-up — 


1. Kissproof lipstick (brass case). 

2. Kissproof compact rouge (with mirror 
and puff). 

3. Kissproof face powder (large box). 

4. Kissproof cream rouge 


5. Delica-Brow lash dressing (with camel’s 
hair brush). 


6. 16 page Make-up Booklet (‘‘Clever 

Make-Up—nine tenths of Beauty’’). 
All for coupon below and only 30 cents (to 
partly cover mailing cost and postage). Not 
stingy samples—enough powder for six weeks, 
for instance. All in artistic case —ideal for 
week ends or your dressing table. The full 
size packages would cost over $3.00. 


This is a Special Limited Offer. Please act 
promptly—send coupon before you forget. 
Only one Make-up Kit per person. 


*SPECIAL OFFER COUPON! 


Kissproof, 2-TS 


538 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago 
For 30 cents enclosed (stamps, coins or mone 


order) send me complete Make-Up Kit as describ: 
and pictured above. I use Flesh O Brunette O 


Ivory 0. White O Face Powder. 
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AMAZING PROOF 
THAT MODESS 
IS BETTER 


For six months we have been publishing this 
offer to millions of women: “‘Try one box of 
Modess. If you do not decide that it is finer in 
every way than the kind you have been using, 
we will refund purchase price.’’ During those 
months thousands of boxes of Modess have been 
purchased, but as we write this only two women 
have asked us to return their money. 


The remarkable qualities which cause women 
to prefer Modess were developed by a unique 
method. Trained nurses were employed to inter- 
view women ard learn what they really wanted. 


They wanted softness. So an entirely new sub- 
stance was invented for the disposable filler. It is 
as soft and downy as the finest cotton, yet has 
great absorbency and is truly disposable. 

They complained of square, chafing edges and 
stiffness. The sides of Modess are smoothly 
rounded, and it has a yielding pliancy which 
assures greater comfort and the inconspicuousness 
sO necessary with 


— 


modern gowns. 


Thena fluffy film 
of absorbent cotton 


was meshed with 


the gauze, impart- 
ing a velvety sur- 
face. The ends of Modess are rounded to conform. 

We know that you will prefer Modess to any- 
thing else you have used. This is our offer: Buy 
one box. Unless you are convinced that Modess 
is better, tear off front of box, write on it your 
name, address and the price, and mail to us. We 
will refund the amount you paid. 


( NEW BRUNSWICK, N. J..U. S.A. 


World’s largest makers of surgical dressings, 
bandages, Red Cross absorbent cotton, etc. 
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lf your tooth paste oe : 
doesnt guard your gums 


_..switch to one that does / 


HERE'S been a lot of sound prog- 

tess made in tooth paste in the 
last few years. Old ideas, old methods 
and many of the old formulae are giving 
way to a potent new technique in 
dental care. 


For the lesson of the gums has been 
learned. No matter how white, how 
perfect your teeth may be, they are faced 
with danger if your gums become 
tender, soft and weak. Today, a tooth 
paste that cares for the gums is a vital 
necessity. And Ipana is the newer type 
of dentifrice that meets this demand. 


‘Pink tooth brush” is the 
warning — watch for it! 


Gum troubles arise from soft foods and 
subnormal chewing. Circulation lags 


within the gums and weak spots develop 
in their walls. ‘Pink tooth brush” tells 
the tale of more serious troubles on 
the way. 


But with Ipana and a light finger or 
brush massage, it’s simple to restore to 
your gums the needed stimulation. You 
revive the flagging circulation, you tone 
and strengthen the depleted tissues, you 
build resistance to the possible attack of 
gingivitis, Vincent’s disease or even the 
more infrequent pyorrhea. 


For Ipana has the power to tone and 
invigorate the gums while it cleans the 
teeth. It contains ziratol, a stimulating 
hemostatic and antiseptic long used by 
the profession. 


Don’t let a few cents’ difference in the 


cost of a tube lure you to the use of a 
tooth paste that gives you less than Ipana’s 
benefits. Remember, a good tooth paste, 
like a good dentist, is never a luxury. 


The large-size tube is a better 

test of Ipana’s many virtues 
So if you do not know Ipana, go to your 
drug store. Get the full-size tube. It will 
last you more than a month, and will 
acquaint you with the benefits of this 
modernand delicious-tasting tooth paste. 

7 LA =: v 


BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. V 20 
73 West Street, New York, N. Y. 


Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH 
PASTE. Enclosed is a two-cent stamp to cover partly 
the cost of packing and mailing. 


ranger than—tichion 


The most poignant drama can often be told in a few words. It is the 

editors’ object to give in this department brief sketches from life which 

Shall be intensely interesting and call forth the same emotions as 
those stories written in greater detail 


Fate’s Hardest Blow 


old people’s home, an object of charity. 

Fifty years ago I was a country schoolteacher in the 
northern part of Illinois. I became acquainted with a 
girl—the girl for me. Her name was Annie, and she used 
to accompany her little sister and brother to and from 
the school. 

Friendship, love and marriage followed, all in one short 
term of the school year. The little school did not pay 
enough to support a family, so I began to farm. Since the 
school was in session for only six months of each year, I 
continued to teach for several years until my acreage 
became large enough to require all my time. 

There were eighteen years of almost unrelenting toil, 
but they were happy years. Our reward was a comfortable 
home, two children, George, seventeen years old, and 
Minnie, fifteen, and a fertile farm of two hundred acres, 
free from encumbrance. 

But my wife, poor girl, had worked hard—too hard. 
She began to lose weight and developed a cough. The 
doctor said that the long, severe winters on the prairie 
had been too much for her. He advised her to go to a 
warm, sunny climate and suggested Southern California. 
He made arrangements for her to enter a large sanitarium 
there, conducted by a friend of his. 

But I decided that if Annie had to go, we would all go. 

So we made our plans together as we had always done. 
What would I not do for her? Had she not stood uncom- 
plainingly by my side for eighteen long years? The farm 
was to be sold, and our little family would move to balmy 
California. We had high hopes that rest, sunlight, fresh 
air and freedom from care would restore Annie’s health, 


I AM an old man—broken and silent—an inmate of an 


WAS offered and accepted thirty thousand dollars 

for my well-tilled acres. Our plans were all made and 
on the day that the deal was completed, I drew the thirty 
thousand dollars in currency from the bank, packed it all 
into a small, black tin box and started for home. The 
methods of transporting money nowadays by bank drafts 
and travelers’ checks were not so well known at that time. 
. It was a long drive across the prairie to my home. 
Bandits, however, were unknown in those days in that 
peaceful section. I drove along in a happy and somewhat 
triumphant frame of mind. Thirty thousand dollars was 
a fortune. I had made a good bargain. 

It was long after dark when I reached home. Annie 
and the children were waiting for me rather anxiously. 
The house was almost bare of furniture; we had sold some 
of it and given most of the remainder away. Our personal 
belongings were packed in three large trunks. Early the 
next morning the new owner was to take possession 


4 


of everything. A neighbor had agreed to drive us into 
town the next day to catch the train. 

It was a cold night in February. A high wind was 
sweeping across the prairies. We gathered around the 
large fireplace in which my son George had built a roaring 
fire. - 
“Well, little girl,” I said, as I placed the tin box con- 
taining the money on a table in front of the fire, “this 
is our last night at the old homestead. We have done well. 
There is thirty thousand dollars in that box. The future 
is bright and hopeful. Maybe we’ll buy a small fruit 
farm and take life easy for the rest of our days. We'll get 
you away from this miserable northern weather. Out 
there in the land of sunshine and roses you’ll grow strong 
and plump again.” 

“But, John,” said my wife, ‘were you not afraid to bring 
all that money home? Why didn’t you leave it in the 
bank until we get to town tomorrow?” 


ee H, there’s nothing to be afraid of,” I assured her. 

‘Why, I know everybody in this county. Besides, 
tomorrow is a holiday, Washington’s birthday, and the 
bank will be closed.” 

“Oh, Dad,’ said Minnie who had been tinkering with 
the box, ‘‘open it and let us see the money.” 

“Are you sure it’s all there?” asked my wife. 

“Certainly,” I replied. ‘‘I counted carefully with the 
teller and again before leaving the bank.” 

I unlocked the box and all gathered around the table. 
The money was in bills of large denomination, neatly ar- 
ranged in several packets. 

“Let us count it, Dad,” urged George. 

“All right,’ I agreed good-humoredly. ‘I want to 
separate it anyway. I intend to put enough in my-bill- 
fold for tickets and other traveling expenses. The rest 
I shall put in my handbag and, believe me, that bag is not 
going to leave my hand.” 

I watched Minnie and George as they pulled the rubber 
bands from the packets of bills and began to count them 
out on the table. 

In the midst of their activities, above the howling of 
the wind, came the sound of voices without, followed by 
vigorous pounding on the door. We were in our living 
room which opened directly on to the front porch. We 
waited silently, in order to hear the voices better. No 
one may expect to gain admittance to an isolated farm 
house at night without making himself known. 

“Hello! Hello!’ cried a man’s voice that sounded 
familiar. ‘‘Open the door! This is Tom and Lil. We 
just came by to tell you good-by.”’ 


Tom was my wife’s brother, (Continued on page 6) 
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You Want Quick Success 


Don't delay an- 
other day. Clip 
the coupon be- 
fore you turn 
this page. Take 
the first step to 
a big-pay auto 
job Now. 


~~: 


Get YOUR share of the $7,000,000,000 spent every year on auto upkeep. 
Just think of it— more than 25,000,000 autos in the U.S. No wonder there 
are so many big pay jobs! Get into this fascinating game, now. Don’t put 
it off another day. Get the facts. Mail coupon for big, FREE auto book. 
Learn of the countless opportunities in the World’s Biggest Business where 
real jobs and big pay come quick. See how $50—$75—$100 a week is pos- 
sible for you now. Learn how ‘‘Job-Way”’ Training has brought big money 


—promotion—shops of their own to scores of men. Find out about my Em- 
ployment Department—how it helps you get a good job in the auto business. 


and Big Pay in AUTOS 


‘‘Job-Way”’ Training is the short cut to Auto Success. 
No need to quit your present job—no need to leave home 
—just use your spare time to prepare for a brilliant 


S\\\ future—a real job paying up to $100 a week. All you 


MOTOR INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, Dept. 3552 


Motor Institute Building, Evanston, Illinois 


Send me your free auto book. I want to succeed in the auto business. Tell me 
. about Job-Way”’ Training—about your Employment Department, extra Avi- 
; ation Course, and your 3 testing and repair outfits offer. No obligation on my 


part 


Name 


whatever. 


ee eee eee eee ee ee 


need is common schooling. I don’t care if you never 
touched an auto before, I can train you at home. 
You should be able to make extra money quick — 
a few weeks after starting. Men from all walks 
\ of life who worked long, hard hours for low pay 
are becoming garage owners, foremen and 
superintendents. If you like autos—if 
2 

> B.W. COOKE, Directing Engineer j 


When Morriston of Parkers- 
burg, West Virginia, wrote { 
| for my auto book he was ; 
working in a steel mill for | 
low pay. Insixshort months | 
he doubled his earnings and 


got into business for himself | 
—even before he finished his ‘‘Job- 
Way” Training. You can have the 
| same book that started Morriston 
on the road to success. Clip the 
coupon—and mail it today. 


AVIATION COURSE 


Working Outfits 
also includedFREE of 


&3 


extra charge if you Act Quick! 


you’re between 15 and 55 — get the facts now. 
““Job-Way’’ Training covers everything about 
autos—Mechanical and Electrical Work, Starting, 
Lighting, Ignition, Welding, Vulcanizing, ete. — 
Everything you need to get in line for a big money 
job as an Electrical and Mechanical Auto Expert. 

It’s the trained man who gets the good jobs and 
‘‘Job-Way”’ Training is COMPLETE yet so sim- 
ple, so easy that you get it quick. 


Free Send COUPON for 


AUTO BOOK 


Get my FREE Auto Book. Learn how “Job-Way” Training 
has brought success to hundreds. See what it can do for you. 
Find out how my Employment Department helps you get agood 
job—about the three big outfits you get. Read my money-back 
agreement, my aviation course offer and many other features, 


B. W. COOKE, Directing Engineer 


MOTOR INSTITUTE of AMERICA 


Motor Institute Building 
Dept. 3552 EVANSTON, ILLINOIS 
{CHICAGO’S LARGEST SUBURB} 


the little fellow whom she had brought to 
my school long years before; Lil was his 
wife. The children and I ran to the door 
to let them in. 

I threw the bolt back and flung the 
door wide open. A strong gust of wind 
almost blew them through the doorway. 
And then an agonizing cry rang from my 
wife. 

I turned. She had thrown herself 
almost into the fireplace and was grasping 
wildly at the blazing logs. My first im- 
pression was that she had gone suddenly 
insane. J sprang forward and pulled 
her away from the fire. She struggled 
and shrieked incoherently. 

Then, in a flash, I saw the reason for 
it all. The table was bare. The sudden 
gust of wind that had rushed in when I 
opened the door had blown our paper 
fortune into the greedy flames. We all 
flung ourselves at the devouring flames; 
we grabbed at bits of flaming ‘‘green- 
backs,’ we pulled at the logs; we beat 
out the flames and for our frantic efforts 
all we had left was a pittance, burned 
fingers, ashes and poverty. 


HAT was all. We moved to the home 

of Tom and Lil. The blow was too much 
for my wife. She died in the spring. I 
tried to teach school again, but I had no 
heart for that or any other kind of work. 
Often I found myself staring vacantly at 
my class while the children tittered be- 
hind their hands. My son George soon 
left that part of the country for a job in 
the nearest town. Minnie followed him. 

Neither could I ,remain long in that 
community. There were too many poign- 
ant memories. I left and wandered 
about, trying many things, succeeding 
at nothing. 

The past is not dead. 

If the past had been really dead I 
could have carried on. But it is with 
me always—haunting memories of farm 
and home, a happy circle all blown away 
in the twinkling of an eye. I live them 
over and over, those eighteen happy 
years. All other time is nothing but the 
night. You see, Heaven never gives us 
happiness, but merely lends it to us for 
a little while. 


Water 


Tt was a few days after the start of 
the Argonne drive. The American forces 
were pushing rapidly behind a terrific 
artillery attack, driving the Germans 
before them. 

One of our advance dressing stations 
had been established in a shattered town 
just east of Montfaucgon. Here, under 
constant shelline, the medical detach- 
‘ment labored night and dav, taking care 
of the endless line of wounded. I was a 
chaplain and worked part of the time 
assisting the medical men. At other 
times 1 scouted the surrounding terrain 
for those killed in action. These were 
brought in by stretcher men and were 
buried in a temporary cemetery which 
I established in the shelter of the shat- 
tered walls of the village church. 

While on one of these patrols at some 
distance from the village I heard a faint 


cry. 
“Water! Water!’’ came the feeble call. 
It was in German. 
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(Continued from page 4) 

With some difficulty I tracked down the 
sound. In a deep shell hole 1 saw a gray- 
green uniform. 

I slid into the shell hole. Loosening 
my canteen from my belt I leaned over 
the prostrate figure. His blouse was 
sodden with the blood from a wound in 
his shoulder. His face was as white as 
a sheet of paper. I had seen many like 
him pass through the dressing station. 
I knew that without attention, he soon 
would be dead. 

Again his lips moved as his eyes opened, 
and he gazed at me as though seeing with 
difficulty. A few faint words fell on my 
ears. I know very little of the language, 
so I did not try to converse in it. 

“Here soldier, take a pull at this,’ I 
a as I held the canteen to his blanched 

ips. 

He drank feverishly. 


PLAGIARISM 
IS LITERARY 
OR ARTISTIC THEFT 


So widespread has this evil be- 
come that the publishers of TRUE 
. Srory Magazine take this means of 
announcing that it will prosecute to 
the limit of the law any person or 
persons found guilty of this offense. 
Stories submitted to this magazine 
come through the United States 
Mail. Before acceptance the author 
sends through the mail an affidavit 
sworn and attesting to the fact that 
the story is an original literary com- 


position. 
The check, in payment for an 
accepted story, also transmitted 


through the mail, when endorsed by 
the author contains a similar warranty 
as to authorship and originality. 

Despite these safeguards, there are 
some people bold enough deliberately 
to copy stories from other publica- 
tions, and submit them as their own. 

Those who have been or will be 
guilty of such practice will be prose- 
cuted to the hilt. Any co-operation 
from our readers is invited. 


The publishers of True Story 
Magazine will not permit you to be 
cheated 


“Thanks!” he said in good English. 
“T was out with a patrol last night. 
Chunk of shell got me. I’ve been here 
since.” 

The speech was an effort. His voice 
grew thinner. I cut away the blood- 
soaked blouse and put a first aid bandage 
on his wound. Then I climbed to the 
edge of the shell hole and signaled a 
stretcher detail that was working nearby. 
A few minutes later he was being borne 
back to the dressing station. 

I went on with my task. There were 
many of the enemy soldiers taken care of 
in our stations. There was nothing un- 
usual about it. Few, however, spoke 
English. But in the hectic work at the 
front, the incident soon passed from my 
mind. 

Months later I was in Germany with 
the Army of Occupation. The Armistice 
had been signed. Hostilities had ceased. 
Men were glad to forget the harrowing 
scenes at the front. 


Among various means of amusement 
available, were trips on the beautiful 
river. The old university town of Bonn 
was down the Rhine a short distance, and 
many visited it. 

It was on one of these trips that I had 
a strange experience. 

The steamer had returned to Coblenz 
where I was stationed. As I left the boat 
I turned to say good-by to a British 
officer who was returning to his post at 
Cologne. 

In turning, I slipped and fell between 
the vessel and the jetty. As I plunged 
downward, my head struck the side of 
the steamer and I was stunned. The 
next moment the swift river current had 
whipped me away. 

Dazed from the blow, I weakly fought 
the suck of the water. My efforts were 
ineffective. I went under. Again I 
struggled madly in the swirling stream. 

Then I was conscious that some one 
had come to my aid. A hand firmly 
clutched the shoulder-strap of my Sam 
Browne belt. Through the water ringing 
in my ears I heard a voice: 

“Take it easy! Don’t fight!’ 

I heeded the words, helping my rescuer 
as best I could. Slowly we drew toward 
the river bank, some distance down- 
stream. 

When I had rid my lungs of most of 
the water I had taken into them, I faced 
the man who had saved me. I saw that 
he was one of the crew of the river 
steamer. 

“Thanks!” I said. ‘‘That crack on the 
head had me groggy. If you hadn’t come 
in after me, I’d probably gone to the 
bottom and stayed there.” 

‘‘That makes us even,” he said with a 
slight smile. Then, as he saw the per- 
plexity in my eyes, he went on: 

“Remember a German soldier you 
gave a drink to in a shell hole in the 
Argonne, then sent to a dressing station?” 

Memory flashed back to that day on 
the shell-riddled battlefield near Mont- 
faugon. He saw I EepeERerEr. 


ai ie the soldier,” he said. “I would have 

bled to death if you hadn’t taken 
care of me. I’ve often wondered what 
became of you. 

“When you came on the steamer at 
Bonn I thought I had seen you before. 
But it was when you said good-by to 
that Englishman that I placed you. I 
remembered your voice.” 

“Where did you get that American 
accent?” I asked him. 

“Hoboken,” he grinned. ‘“I worked 
on the docks there for years; for one of 
the German steamship lines. 

“T was in the old country, though, when 
the war broke out. They put me in the 
army. Being-a sailor, they would! I’ve 
heard that your government had the 
same queer way of assigning men to the 
service.” 

Together we walked slowly back to 
the jetty. He went aboard his steamer 
which was about to pull out. Several 
times after that we met. 

In a strange way water had brought 
us together. It had been the means of 
saving his life, with my help. With 
me, it would have caused the loss of 
my life, without his aid. 

(Continued on page 8) 
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Have you sent a name? If not do so at once. 


No matter how simple you think your suggestion is you cannot afford 
to neglect sending it at once. Any name may win. 


Just write or print the name on any kind of paper—Neatness does 
not count. 


Win this $1,000.00 cash prize by a few moments’ thought. How can 
you earn this amount of money easier or more quickly? Remember, 
there is no obligation! The person submitting the winning name will 
have nothing else to do to win the $1,000.00 and the extra $100.00, if 
prompt. In choosing a name bear in mind this shampoo is marvelous 
for cleansing the hair and scalp. It is designed to bring out the beauty, 
lustre and natural gloss of the hair. Remember too, how handy the 
new sanitary tube is for traveling, no bottle to leak or spill, no cake 
of soap to lie around and collect germs. The only thing necessary to 
win is to send the name we choose as the best and most suitable for 
this shampoo. Only one name will be accepted from each contestant. 
This unusual offer is only one of a number of offers embraced in our 
novel distribution plan of ultra toilet goods, whereby those taking part 
may win any one of a hundred other prizes, the highest of which is $8,000.00 
cash. 


By participating in our distribution plan the winner of the $1,100.00 
cash prize may win an additional $8,000.00, making a total of $9,100.00. 
Everyone sending a name regardless of whether it wins or not, will be 
given the same opportunity to win the $8,000.00 or one of the other 
cash prizes. Get busy with your suggestion at once—do not delay! 


You May Win Thousands Like 
These Folks Did 


Think of the joy and happiness it would mean to 
you to receive our check for $1,000.00, or if you are 
prompt $1,100.00 in all. Better still, you may win the 
$1,100.00 and by participating in our other prize 
offers you may win an additional $8,000.00, making 
a total of $9,100.00 cash in all. The two persons whose 
pictures we have reproduced, Mrs. 
Iola E. Isley, and Mr. A. B. Mor- 
ren, tied for first prize in our last 
contest, and received  cashier’s 
checks dated, August 13, 1929. 


$3,425.00 Paid to Each 


Mrs. Isley is a young married woman, residing with 
her husband in Virginia. She has a young son and 
her household duties to look after, but devoted some 
of her spare time to our contest, and won this hand- 
some prize, which will enable her to purchase many 
things to add to her comfort and happiness. 


Mr. Morren is a native of Holland, and has only been in this country 
a few years. He is employed by an oil company in Pennsylvania, and 
has a wife and young daughter to share the pleasure and happiness this 
prize money will bring. 


Are you ambitious? Are you willing to devote some of your spare time 
to winning a handsome prize? If so, you may be even more successful 
than these two people have been. Do not delay! It may cost you 
thousands of dollars. Send us your suggestion for a name for this shampoo 
today! And be in time for the promptness prize. You will want to win 
it also. It means an extra $100.00. 


PARIS AMERICAN PHARMACAL CO. 
1205 McCune Building DES MOINES, IOWA 


We Want AName 
fr tus er SHAMPOO “| 8 


This Offer Open To Every Reader Of This Announcement 


It makes no difference who you are 
or where you live we want you to send us a name for this new and unusual sham- 
poo. Whoever sends the most suitable name will win $1000—nothing else to do. 


Nothing to Buy— 
Nothing to Sell 


You can use a coined word made by combin- 

ing two or more words, such as “Sungleam,” 
“Youthglow,” etc., or any other name you think 
would fit the high quality of this shampoo. Or your 

name might suggest the handy new container, our latest sanitary tube 
from which the shampoo is simply squeezed out, thus eliminating the 
waste and trouble caused by the old-fashioned liquid soap in bottles. 
There is nothing to buy or sell—simply the person sending the best and 
most suitable suggestion for a name will receive the $1,000.00 cash prize, 
or if prompt, $1,100.00 in all. 


$100.00 Extra for Promptness 


To get quick action we are going to pay the winner 
$100.00 for promptness, 
AT ONCE! 


4 an extra 
or $1,100 in all—so send your suggestion 


Contest Rules 


This contest is open to everyone except members of 
this firm, its employees and relatives. 

Each contestant may send only one name. Send- 
ing two or more names will cause all names 
submitted by that person to be thrown out. 


Contest closes April 30, 1930. Dupli- 
cate prizes will be given in case of 
ties. 


To win the promptness prize 
of $100.00 extra, the win- 
ning name suggested must 
be mailed within three 

days after our an- 
nouncement is 

read. 


SO ohh 
SAGEM or poh" 


Frequent Colds, Sinus Trouble 
are 


CATARRH 


The cause of catarrh is now well known to done! Hall’s Catarrh Medicine is doing it 
medical science. It isan inflamed condition for thousands. 


of this ee ¥ ae lala ie delicate Because it acts through the blood, Hall’s 
tissue which lines the nose, throat, sinus Catarrh Medicine reaches the inflamed 
cavities, and ear passages. parts no matter where located (as no oint- 


When these areas become inflamed, ment, spray,or wash can)—carries away the 
swollen, irritated, you have irritating poisons; puts new 
symptoms known as Catarrh vitality into the tissues. Jt is 


—a “stuffed up” head, drop- The only the most efficient tonic for the 

ping of mucus in the throat; | 9.357 Treatment | ™ucous membrane thatis known 

or splitting sinus headaches, ONES Shah tank to Science. 

catarrhal bad breath, catarrhal er ten geting Don’t be a victim of catarrh. 

deafness. mucous membrane. Get rid of it at once. Go to 
To get rid of catarrh you OINTMENT that your druggist and get the 

have only to reduce the inflam- soothes the air passages. combined treatment, Tonic and 


mation. And that is so easily Ointment. Price 85c 


New Radio Log Book free—with valuable information about catarrh. 
Address Dept. 12, F. J. Cheney & Company, Toledo, Ohio. 


Hall’s Catarrh Medicine 


WITCH'S | DREAM BOO K 


Women _prefer_ this smart 
line of, Dress Go ‘i 
Draperies and Wash Fab- | tine cards: dice and domsnoce 
rics, also hosiery under- Tells you in simple language how to 
wear and fancy goods. Big | know the disposition and temper of 
Repeat Sales. Liberal com- | your friends and other absorbing 
mission and bonuses. Men pabjeete smapoeeible a List here: Greatest wale 
ike it to cheer 
and women, full se eae up a party. A real tonic for your relaxation and 
time. 1001, Samples fur- | amusement. A rare Chinese coin is given gratis 
nished. Write Quickly. with every book. xiao d Me s 
THE NATIONAL IMPORTING Co" ) + Varic! ta. 9, 
Depta-ss,s73breadway Nyc, | D ORO CO., NewYork, Dene’: S-2. 


Ne / 8 
D 3 SALES IN EVERY HOME 


, Iriple Your Profits 


cecal J ust out—latest thingin home 
furnishings—handsome, colorful 
{Rubber Art Rugs. All the rage! 
ade in blues, taupe grays, ma- 
‘cons, with borders of Contrasting 
Very attractive. One out- 


@ Dn Sell Us Your Odd Hours 


In agood Paying Business 


‘eo, We start you in the shoe and 
e hosiery business. Inexperienced 
workers earn Big Money yearly. 


Direct-to-Wearer plan. Just show 


Tanners Famous Line of Footwear. 
We tell how and where to sell. Perfect 
fit through Patented System. Collect your 
pay daily, We furnish $40.00 Sample Out- 
fit of actual shoes and hosiery. 83 styles. 
Send for free book “Getting Ahead” 
and full particulars. No obligation. 
TANNERS SHOE CO. 
102C Street, Boston, Mass. 


ears three ordinary rugs. Never 
ooks shabby. Lies fiat, will not curl 

Clings to floor—never slips. Soft 
nd easy on the feet. No laundering 


A Simply show one and take 
ers. Pocket big profits. No e: 


FREE OUTFIT 


ator Catalog of this and 

A\ ria pea Quality Rubber Products. 

Ny Direct from Rabber ay, Free Outfit to hustlers. 
te ‘or all particulars 

WKRISTEE MFG. CO., 342 BarSt., AKRON, OHIO, 
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(Continued from page 6) 
A Voice from the Great 
Beyond 


My mother claimed to be psychic, 
while I bitterly scoffed at such a thing. 
She firmly believed that it was one of 
God’s ways to guide us into the right 
path, while I argued that if such a thing 
were possible, it was the workings of the 
devil. 

“My son,” mother often said, “I can 
just feel whenever things are right or 
wrong!”’ 

“Bah! Conscience! Every one feels 
that way!” 

“No,’’ and she would shake her head 
in defense, “I always have a presenti- 
ment—a mysterious warning that sweeps 
over my whole being. I feel as though a 
mighty presence is hovering near, prompt- 
ing me.” 

Our arguments grew stronger after I 
started chumming with Mark Long. 

The first time I took Mark home with 
me I noticed at once that mother greeted 
him less cordially than was her usual way 
in greeting my friends. After he de- 
parted, she said to me; “Jack, Mark 
Long isn’t the right sort of fellow for you 
to be chumming with, I’d slide way from 
him!”’ 

“Good heavens,” I blurted, ‘‘another 
one of your hunches, mother! Mark is 
a prince; he’s from a fine family, and 
wealthy.” 

“Who is his family?’’ she asked. 


” 


ELL—well—I don’t know,” I re- 

Juctantly answered. “But you can 
tell by his manner and the clothes he 
wears that he’s no common chap.” 

“One cannot always judge from out- 
side appearances,’ was mother’s sage 
remark. 

Angry again, I flung myself out of the 
house, rebellious at what I supposed was 
another one of mother’s presentiments. 

That was the first of many warnings 
with regard to Mark Long that I heed- 
lessly disregarded. Mark was a good 
sport; a liberal spender. I saw nothing 
in his actions that would warrant the 
least suspicion. Occasionally, he would 
go for a trip back home. 

At the time, we never thought there 
was anything shady about the huge 
sums of money and an added diamond 
which he invariably brought back with 
him. Fer he had often told us, in a 
roundabout way, that his ‘“‘old man’”’ was 
rolling in wealth. 

Meanwhile, I lost my mother. Her 
death was a great shock; I didn’t feel like 
joining the crowd as usual. 

Mark came often to see me, and even 
offered financial aid. At the time, I 
thought of poor little mother, and how 
wrong she had been in her judgment of 
Mark. 

Shortly afterward, Mark told me he 
was going back home as the “old man” 
wanted him to take charge of a special 
piece of business. Then, seemingly, on 
second thought, Mark exclaimed: “Jack, 
old fellow, come with me! I'll take you 
in on this, as he needs two responsible 
men.” 

Naturally I was overwhelmed with 
the idea of filling a responsible position. 
And, too, I was curious as to its nature. 

(Continued on page 10) 
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Only $1 Down: nothing more to 
pay for two whole months—the World’s 
Lowest and Longest Terms bring you 
this beautiful new 3-piece Overstuffed 
Bed-Davenport Suite at the Big Bargain 
price of only $59.95. Never before, to our 
knowledge, has a suite of equal quality 
been offered under $100. Never before, WE 
KNOW, has a suite like this been offered 
on TERMS SO EASY. Only Spear Credit 
Leadership makes possible such a Bargain, 
such gigantic value. 30 Days FREE trial. 
Over a year to pay. At this low price, on 
these new terms, we will sell thousands. 
Brocaded Jacquard Velour— 
Don’t confuse this fine suite with other 
suites which look similar—but which 
are actually covered with inferior print 
Velour. This suite is covered in rich 
blueand taupeGenuine Brocaded Jacquard 
Velour. handsome, soft,velvety,long wearing. 


PAY NOTHING DOWN 
UP TO $30 

On Anything in My 

New Catalog 


More CREDIT, easier 
CREDIT, longer CRED- 
IT—in this new free book! 


3-PIECE SUITE 


Spear Credit Leadership now 
brings you the World’s Lowest 
and Longest Terms. 


Full Size 


Bed. 


Davenport 
opens with | ™ 
one easy motion. 


An attractive floral design covers both 
seats and backs. Then, for contrast, the inside 
arms, front panels and lower border are covered 
with the same quality velour in a handsome diamond 
pattern. The covering is tailored snugly and smoothly 
in comfortable, overstuffed style. The sturdy, attractive 
hardwood frames are warm Brown Mahogany finish, 


This is a marvelous suite for the Money— 
one that you will be proud to own—one that will 
bring you years of undreamed enjoyment. The inner 
construction guaranteescomfortand serviceability. There 
are 18 coil springs in the Davenport seat—5 in the seat 
of each chair. All are overlaid with sanitary interior 
upholstering materials, giving full 
resilience and restful comfort. Backs, 
arms and seats are very well padded. 
_———_—— 


Mail Your Order today. Sendonly 
$1—pay nothing more for two months. 
Use it on trial for 80 days FREE—if you 
are not completely satisfied, return it 
and we will refund your first payment 
and transportation charges both ways. 
Order No. G A 4246, 3-piece Bed- 
Davenport Suite. Sale Priceonly 
$59.95. Terms: $1 with order— 
$4.75 Monthly. 


MeL mAh acs 
»Spearé&Co« 


Dept. M 801 Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Home Furnishers to the People 
of America for 37 Years 


© 1930 
Spear & Co. 


Extra comfortable Bed- 
Davenport is 62 inches wide overall and 50 inches 
between the arms. Seat is 20 inches deep. Back, 17 inches 
above seat, You do not sleep on the upholstery. No, indeed! 
The bed section has its own comfortable link fabric spring. 
With one easy motion you transform the davenport into a 
double bed, 72 x 48 inches. Gives you service night and day. 


The Fireside Chair (seldom included in low priced 
suites) has padded side wings, making a cozy head rest. 
The back is 22% inches high above seat, which measures 
21 x 19 inches, Club Rocker has seat 20 x 19 inches, with club 
style back 19 inches high. Both chairs are 33/4 inches wide. 


‘MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 


SPEAR & CO., Dept. M 801, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Send meat once the 3-Piece Bed-Davenport Suite as described 
above. Enclosed is $1 first payment. It is understood that I am to 
have 30 days FREE trial and, if satisfied, I will pay $4.75 Monthly 
beginning 2 months from date of order. Order No. G A 4246, 
Price $59.95. Title remains with you until paid in full. 
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If you want our FREE catalog only, 
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raveling Man's 


Cash Prize 


A Dream That 
Came True Be- 
cause of a Devoted 


Wife’s Vision. 


NE evening, before starting on 
O another selling trip, Mr. Webb 
was gloomy and discouraged. 
“It’s the same old grind that gets 
you nowhere,” he murmured. “For 
years we've been wanting a home of 
our own but we’re no nearer it now 
than ever.” 

“If I could only do something,” his 
wife said earnestly. 

“There’s nothing you can do, 
honey,” he replied sadly. “It’s up to 
me to make enough money for a 
down payment. The money we pay 
for rent would take care of the bal- 
ance.” 

“Nothing you can do”... the 
words rang in her ears during the 
days he was on the road. How they 
humiliated her, made her feel use- 
less and futile! 


One morning she read an advertisement in 
a magazine telling of a Cash Distribution 
Plan by which hundreds of men and women, 
boys and girls, were receiving up to $2,800.00 
in cash. The plan seemed too good to be 
true. Those who took advantage of this plan 
did not have to spend a cent. 

At first she was skeptical. It did not seem 
possible that she could share in the awards 
to be distributed, but the thought of the dif- 
ference that $2,800.00 in cash could make 
dulled her disbelief. Had she not acted de- 
spite her doubts and sent for information, 
she would never have had the happy surprise 
that was hers when she received a telegram 
announcing she had been awarded $3,620.00. 
Her surprise was all the greater because her 
cash award was larger than she expected be- 
cause of her promptness. 

For a few days she went around in a daze 
until the certified check for $3,620.00 actually 
arrived. Almost on the heels of the postman 
came her husband, returning from a selling 


Wm. J. Brandt’s 
Liquid 


(formerly Eau de Henna) 


was gray. It is liquid. 
pack. No mess. 


You get a natural color. 


uniform color. 


It will not rub off. It stays on several months. 


takes at the roots. 


You can put it on just where needed. 
where powdered hennas have been used. 


r 


will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it ever 
One application with a toothbrush does it. No 


No one will suspect your hair has been dyed. 
Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots—just a 


ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON 


Shampooing, sea bathing, 
sun, permanent waving, curling or straightening iron—nothing takes it ott. 
You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn or how caused. 


Wonderful For Touching Up 


Can be used over other dyes or 
Does not break the hair. 


Does Not Interfere With Permanent Waving 

Full directions in each box in English and Spanish. 

Brown, Drab, Blond, Auburn (in ordering please state color desired). 
through your department store, druggist or Beauty Parlor or from us. 

HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. 753-B, 112 East 23rd St., New York 


Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage. 
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trip. It was all she could do to keep from 
shouting the wonderful news before he took 
off his hat and coat. Afraid of his gibes, she 
had not told him of her hopes. 

“Let’s not live in this old apartment any 
longer,’ she cried, seating herself on the 
arm of his chair. “Let’s have a home of our 
own.” 

“But, darling,” he protested sadly, “you 
know we haven’t even the money for a down 
payment.”’ 

“We have—we have,” she cried, showing 
him the certified check for $3,620.00. “We 
can have that home of which we have always 
dreamed. 

* * * 

There were others who read the advertise- 
ment Mrs. Webb read, others who wanted a 
home, but while they merely wished, she 
acted. Mrs. Webb has been but one of the 
many to benefit from the famous Cash Dis- 
tribution Plans conducted in the past. Mr. I. 
A. Nystrom won $3,375.00, Miss Anna Linke 
won $3,135.00, Mrs. Fannie Kelley won 
$2,320.00, Mrs. Robt. Ellington won $1,750.00 
and Mr. E. N. Garrett won $2,320.00. 

Another of these plans is on now. By it, 
hundreds of cash awards ranging up to 
$3,500.00 in cash will be distributed. If you 
want to share in the cash to be distributed, 
fill out and mail in the coupon below. 
gee ee eee eee ee ee ee 

Mr. L. E. Wilferd, 

Dept. 4262, 315 S. Peoria St., 

Chicago, Ill 

I wish to share in your present Cash Dis- 
tribution Plan without any cost or obliza- 
tion to me now or later, 


NANO ois. b: 9:8 oubeoresssdseidoaisi Suaveibvese este ae ee eteaS oe 
ACALESS s « disveiters Sd reseey spare tow Secare te W ieereionee ave 
OU s seen eas cian ei teter was State....... cuse 


GRAY HAIRS need worry you no more 
EAU DENNA | 


Hair 
Dye 


It also 


Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium Brown, Light 
Order 


Price $2.50, C.O.D. $2.77. 
Give full local address. 
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I asked, “What is it?” 

He then showed me a letter written in 
code, supposed to have been received 
from his father. After I had sworn 
secrecy, Mark explained that valuable 
bonds and an amount of currency were 
to be transferred from Chicago to New 
York City. As it was necessary for a 
second person to go as bodyguard, it 
occurred to him that I was the one. 
Two days later, I was in Chicago with 
Mark. 

He took me to a wonderfully furnished 
apartment, where he introduced two 
women to me, as his mother and sister. 
Directly, a middle-aged, business like 
man entered the room and was introduced 
as Mark’s father. 

The surroundings and the polish of 
these people’s manner denoted wealth and 
culture. I had no reason to suspect fraud, 
but again I thought of mother’s warnings 
and how mistaken she had been in her 
judgment cf Mark. 

After dinner, the two women excused 
themselves, and we men were left alone. 
We smoked and talked of the contem- 
plated trip to New York. The father 
cautioned Mark and me as to secrecy, 
and outlined my duties. But 1, instead 
of being the bodyguard, was directed to 
take care of the “‘bag’”’ and Mark was to 
take my supposed part. 


WE were to travel as strangers. On 
arrival in New York, I was to take 
the bag to a certain address while Mark 
went directly to another. I was then 
to wait, until Mark and a prominent 
Wall street broker, whom they named, 
came, when I was to turn the ‘“‘bag”’ over 
to them. 

My duties ended there. I was to re- 
ceive a generous sum for my services, 
which more than encouraged me. 1 had 
perfect confidence in Mark and his father. 
1 never detected a questionable move 
from either of the two. 

As it was growing late, Mr. Long de- 
cided it was best for us to retire and get 
a good night’s sleep. 

“IT want you boys to have steady 
nerves tomorrow, when you start out on 
your trip,” he said, as any level-headed 
business man would advise in a case where 
two lives and a huge sum of money were 
at stake. 

After I had been shown to my room, 
I pondered sometime over my sudden 
luck, as I sat before a cheery fire in an 


| open grate. 


“Risky, yes,’’ I said to myself. But I 
felt confident that thugs would never 
wrest that precious bag from me. I’d 
guard it religiously. I’d prove worthy of 
my trust. 

The room was delightful but with my 
mind filled with the thrill of the trip and 
my heart full of gratitude toward Mark 
and his father for the confidence they 
had in me, sleep was far in the distance. 

I was so wrapped up in my thoughts 
that I can’t say just when I felt the 
change, but slowly, mysteriously, a chill 
crept over me. The fire still burned 
brightly, but I was cold. I couldn’t 
account for the sudden change. Then 
followed a slight annoyance, as though 
a presence, other than myself, was in 
the room. 

(Continued on page 12) 
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The Hand that knocked 


150,000 Doors 


Szgns a Guarantee. 
that 1s bringing 


‘15 a DAY 
to Vans happy partners 


What other man could have 
dared to make such an out- 
standing written Guarantee 
as C. W. Van De Mark 
now offers to every hon- 

est man or woman? He 
can do it only because 


I don’t want you to risk a penny. 
T'll take the chances—I’ll furnish 
everything; I'll set you up in a po- 
sition of your own and show you 
how to make others earn money for 
you. My instructions will show you 
how to be free from money worries 
for life. 
NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED 


Simply distribute teas, coffees, ex- 
tracts, foods, things people need, to 
an established list of my customers. 
I want you to look after my busi- 
ness in your locality. No experience 
needed—I show you exactly what to 
do—guide you and help you every 
step of the way. 


I FURNISH CHRYSLER COACH 
I offer a new Chrysler coach to 
every one of my partners. I give it 
absolutely free to producers to use 


of the amazing principles 
which he discoverd in his 
active 
years, 
knocked at 150,000 doors! 


experience of 33 
“Van” himself has 


And the secret he learned 


Which he now gives 


you — makes 
$15.00 a day 
easy for 
hundreds 
who follow 
his instruc- 
tions. 


Pll Make You 
MY PARTNER 


In My Established Business and Give 
You Half of Every Dollar We Take In! 


This is my solemn promise to you (and I am 
known to 20,000 partners as the man who always 
keeps his promises). Send the coupon today—let 
me show you how I set you up in a permanent 
dignified business of your 
locality and show you how to make an income 
of $15 a day. 


PLL TAKE ALL THE 


own in your own 


CHANCES 


in our business. No strings at- 
tached—it’s yours to keep as soon 
as you qualify. 

SPARE TIME OR FULL TIME 
Thousands now free from all money 
worries through my new, easy way 
of making money in their spare time 
or full time. Easy to make $3 an 
hour for spare time work by simply 
following my easy plan. Hundreds 
have quit hard, low-pay jobs to 
make from $45 to $150 a week easy 
with me. Mail the coupon now! 


YOU CAN HAVE MONEY 
IN YOUR POCKET 

Send coupon at once and I will 
prove my honest promises by mak- 
ing it possible for YOU to have 
EXTRA CASH within a week 
from tonight!! Someone else in 
your locality may be reading this 
same offer this minute—so rush the 
coupon to me at once and have a 
steady income for life. 

C. W. Van De Mark, President 


Health-O Quality Products Co. 


224-BB Health-O Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio 
©1929 by C.W.V.D.M. 
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The Calloused Hand That 
Has Earned Your Frees 
dom from Money Worries 


The calloused knuckles 
of Van’s hand are mute 
evidence of his going 
from door to door, from 
coast to coast; selling 
thousands upon thou- 
sands. He _ discovered 
the secrets that are now 
bringing such big money 
to his partners every- 
where. By working the | 
hard way, he discovered 
the easy way for you 
to be free for life from 
all money worries, 


the Mortgage 
on My Home 


Says Rev. C. V. McMur phy of 
Alabama. McMurphy got “Van's” of- 
fer. The first afternoon he made $30, 
He writes, “The notes on the house 
have been burned—we have a new car 
—I no longer fear financial problems.” 

He has made as high as $300 in a C.V.McMurphy 


week, 

Mother Makes $2,000 Big Money in Spare 
Spare Time Time 

Mrs. |S. M. Jones of — ; 

Georgia, mother of four, C. C. Miner, Towa, 


made $74 his first four 
days—part time. His 
first 15 days (part time) 
he made $200! He writes, 


says “First hour and 
half made $36.47.” She 
could) only work on 
Mondays and Saturday 


afternoon. But with this “van, I thank God 
cass ORK gRE RAAMET® —for the day. T. signed 


short months. up with you.” 
ILL KEEP MY PROMISE 


TO YOU AS I HAVE 
FOR THESE PEOPLE 


MAIL TODAY 


C. W. Van De Mark, President, 
Health-O Quality Products Co., 
224-BB Health-O Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Mr, Van:—Without cost_or obligation to me rush me 
your amazing pertfolio, GUARANTEE and_FREE food 
products and FREE CHRYSLER offers, Prove to me 
that I can have $50 cash in my pocket within a week. 


Name.. 
Address......+ asain ais a sto elas is ee ersea Gare dip Wie aieveners sigiaiSiaisigl aiseis 
CHY vecccninenavieins de hamnaaendebacaedans State.... 
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6 Large Rooms 
And Porch 


COMPLETE 


Ca 


Buy At Wholesale 


yeu can get all materials direct from mill “Saved $800 to $1,200 
and make 4 big savings on your home! 


PRICE INCLUDES 


‘ 79 : F 

Owners tell of $300 to $1,000 actual savings on on Lumber all highest quality, lum- 
single homes, _Mill-cut lumber saves you _ says O. R. Fickling, “and windows, Sataii Stigh 
40% labor. Not portable. Sturdy, sub- oe mateiial was wonder- grade interior | wood- 
ste iz oy . > : a ful.""... ‘‘Believe av work, lath, shingles, 
stantial, permanent homes. Guaranteed ma $500 by ihe aed poke hardware, glass, paints. 
terials delivered to your station freight paid. pe ee you, nails, etc., complete. 


Most remarkable money-saving prices ever fo = Ne tae 
=a 8 I } Ska. ... - De 
offered and 3 years to pay if you wish. Amaz- saved “between $1,000 
ing new plan—examine materials on your own and $1,500"’ on his home. 
lot for 5 days before you pay. . + + J. J. Spellman says: 
“T saved $500 by buying 
FRE HANDSOME BIG BOOK OF from you.” You can do 

HOMES-FULL COLOR- WRITE as well, Every home 
Get beautiful big book of newest homes. Page after owner who built a Liberty 
page of homes in full color. Amazing values from saved money. Write for 
$392 to $1558. 35 home plans—wonderful 4 to 7-room complete information and 
bungalows, 114 to 2-story homes. American, Dutch- Free Book : 
Colonial, English designs. Practical—beautiful. Book . 
shows table of construction time for each home. 
Also garages, letters from home owners, actual 
practical facts and figures to save you money. 
34 years of, square dealing behind our guar- 
antee. Write or send coupon for free book 
today. You'llsave yourself a substantial sum. 
Address 


LIBERTY HOMES 


Lewis Manufacturing Co. 
Dept. 41-B, Bay City, Mich. 


Working plans, instruc- 
tions, FREE. 3 years 
to pay. 

Time payments may 
be arranged if desired. 
All materials fully guar- 
anteed. Freight paid 
east of Mississippi 
River and north of 
Mason-Dixon line, also 
to Minnesota, Iowa, 
Missouii. 


SEND FOR BOOK 


lLewismra.co, SW 


LEWIS MFG. Co. 
] Devt. 41-B, Bay City, Mich. ; ] 


Please send me FREE, your 1930 Book 
of Liberty Homes illustrated in color and 
details of your 3 year payment plan. 


Pee Vy 
Rae \ rane Sheet emmieseiweteeen = | 
ies ? \ eae a 
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and You Can Earn $30 to $50 Every Week 


Yes, three beautiful dresses for only style shops of finest quality materials,with 
$5.50. This amazing offer is just one of best workmanship. Offered direct at low 
the remarkable Fashion Frocks values factory prices, far below stores. Wom-en 
that are helping hundreds of women éarn order as soon as they see styles. You col- 
$30, $40, and $50 a week. besides getting lect big commissions daily. We deliver 
ehetr own dresses evo paying one for you and guarantee satisfaction. 
cent. € need more home service 
representatives at once. Maiiname and FREE OUTFIT 
address for FREE starting outfit. and FREE SAMPLE DRESSES 
A . ail name and address at once for 
Beautiful Dresses Factory Prices style book, samples, and amazing offer 
You take orders from your friends and whereby you not only earn big money 


neighbors for stunning Paris, London, and at once, all or part time, but also® 
New York frocks including new silhou- chance to get your own 
ettes. Every dress made in our own big dresses Free. 


Women! Extra Money Quick“. 


wy 
Oe, ) 
. . b} 
In Your Own Home? Begin Right. Away? 2 , 
igs ‘e_send 35 - } 
SRed ak PNG caneane: PLETE GENEROUS Rip 7A 
ing no Soliciting. No Thousands of women, many 
ro tediosetcdrece ff BREUER Aan” 
ed. o tedious study nor in this delightful pastime — § 
memorizing. Decorate making from hundreds to 
spe lovely giftwares in your Hioussnds) of oo ysee=s 
spare moments. WH bring in money of !FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES, 
SHOW YOU HOw. your own. Nointer- MDept, 5-6, Adrian, Mich. 
With Monsieur Petit’s ferenco with ether Beong me ree Book. Wits: Aabee 


Secret of Three Simple work or duties, = Boe put me under any obligation. 
Steps you can start at TH 
once, for fine cash in- FREE 7 
come, We guarantee Beautiful Fireside g 


uccess, We want ‘i i 
Given You To Yomen in every com-fuileoigrg Explains every- Bl 
Decorate! munity. Be the first! pon Noobligation. Act now! WAddress . 


Name occceccccceccescccccccccce 


(Continued from page 10) 

In fact, I glanced over my shoulder 
nervously a number of times, for I could 
have sworn some one was standing di- 
rectly behind me. There was an uncanny 
feeling which chased considerable of my 
self-confidence away, and it was a relief 
to know that the “bag” was still in Mr. 
Long’s keeping. 

I got up from my chair, paced the floor 
as I smoked numerous cigarettes, yet [ 
still had the feeling that something 
followed me. 

I laughed at myself—called it nerves. 

Mother’s words flashed vividly through 
my mind, ‘Son, I can always feel when 
things are wrong or right. I always have 
a presentiment, a mysterious warning, 
that sweeps over my whole being. I feel 
as though a mighty presence is hovering 
near, prompting me!” 

Still I stubbornly refused to heed the 
presentiment. 

Throwing myself down before the fire 
again, I tried to reason that it was pure 
imagination; that the strange surround- 
ings, the trip ahead and the easy money 
awaiting me, might have ruffled my 
nerves somewhat. 

Although I cannot give you authentic 
proof, I can truthfully swear that I never 
fell asleep, but suddenly sank into 
oblivion. 


FELT my body being suspended in 

space, there was a sound in my ears like 
turbulent waters. I tried with all my 
strength to move, to arouse myself, to 
call out, but to no avail. 

Then, after what seemed an_inter- 
minable time, I felt my wrist grasped in 
a firm hand. Through a mist I was then 
drawn helplessly along. Meanwhile, I 
could hear incoherent murmurings, just 
like a voice trying to force its way through. 
I fought and struggled to break away, 
but could gain no control of my earthly 
body. I was being led farther and deeper 
into that terrifying mist. My strength 
had almost deserted me. I felt myself 
sinking lower and lower. Then, vaguely 
at first, I heard my mother’s voice, 
“Turn back! Turn back!” 

Her voice, though faint, seemed to 
renew the strength that had almost de- 
serted me, but still not enough for me to 
break away from the spell that possessed 
me. 

Again her voice came, clearer, a little 
louder, “Turn back! turn back!” 

For the first time, I looked down to see 
who or what was holding me, as I had 
been until then unable to see, or move a 
muscle. 

It would be useless for me to try and 
describe the utter fear that gripped me 
when I saw Mark’s grotesque, grinning 
features. I followed his gaze as he looked 
straight ahead, and could see, hazily, 
through the mist that still enveloped us, 
that we were near the brink of a mighty 
precipice, where water flowed, down and 
down, into a turmoil of seething hell. 

Mark held me with an iron hand as I 
struggled to pull back! Then as we stood 
on the very edge of that yawning inferno, 
mother’s voice rang with such appeal, 
that with one great effort, I summoned 
the strength of a Hercules, and broke the 
vise-like grip. 

Mark vanished completely, but his 

(Continued on page 14) 
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300% Increase 


“My salary since 
I enrolled with the 
N.S. T. A. has in= 
creased over 300% 
and I do not in- 
tend to stop at 
that. I was for- 
‘ merly employed in 
a Creame doing 
poorly-paid un- 
healthy work. Now 
I have charge of 
14 men, covering 
4 states. Anyone 
wanting to become 
a leader should 
take the N.S. T. A, 
e) course.’’—A. Fy, 
Thompson, Sioux 
City, Ia: 


From $8 to 
$125 a Week. 
“I came to this 
country in 1919, 
being for some 
time unable to 
speak or read the 
nglish language. 
I worked as a dish 
washer at $8.00 a 
week. My first 
selling job, ob 
tained through N, 
S. T. A., paid me 
$50 a week. Now 
Tang 


Ba San 
Francisco, Calif. 


A Book! Just seven ounces of 
paper and printer’s ink—but it 
contains a most vivid and in- 
spiring message that every am- 
bitious man should read! It 
reveals facts and secrets that have 
led hundreds of men from every 
walk of life into success beyond 
their fondest expectations! So 
powerful and far-reaching has 
been the influence of this little volume that it is no 
wonder a famous business genius has called it ‘““The 
Most Amazing Book Ever Printed!’ 


This vital book, ‘‘The Key To Master Salesman- 
ship,” contains hundreds of surprising and little 
known facts about the highest paid profession in 
the world. It reveals the truth about the art of 
selling. It blasts dozens of old theories, and tells 
exactly how the great sales records of nationally- 
known star salesmen are achieved. And not only 
that—it outlines a simple plan that will enable 
almost any man to master scientific salesmanship 
without spending years on the road—without 
losing a day or a dollar from his present position! 


What This Astonishing 
Book Has Done! 


The men who have increased their earning 
capacities as a direct result of ““The Key To Master 
Salesmanship” are numbered in the thousands. 
For example, there is J. M. Huppert, Grand Rapids, 
Mich., a $23 a week plumber’s apprentice, found 
selling furs easier and far more profitable than 
fixing leaks, after N. S. T. A. training. In three 
months he made more money than in two years at 
his old job. 


And then there is J. A. Ferland, a former railroad 
man, who had very little education in English. 
But he found the answer within the pages of this 
book—it wiped away this and all other barriers. 
He now earns over $5,000 a year and is on his way 
to make more. 


Chas. H. Barth of Philadelphia, Penna., went 
from a life of want at $600 a year to a life of plenty 
at $6,000, through N. S. T. A. training. C. E. 
Sterling, of Leesburg, Florida, writes that he 
wouldn’t take $5,000 for what this course has done 
for him. He says, “Your training actually in- 
creased my income over 900%.’ Shortly after 
enrolling, he led the sales force of his company. 


Yours May Be Next! 
Read ‘‘The Key To Master Salesmanship’’ Without Fail! 
Your Eyes To Opportunities You Probably Never Dreamed Of! Ge 


Now—for a Limited Time Only—This Remarkable, Man-Building, Salary- 
Raising Volume is Offered FREE to Every Ambitious Man! 
Has Proved To Be The Turning Point In Hundreds of Successful Lives— 
If You Ever Aspire To Earn $10,00U A Year Or More, 
It Will Open 


Your Free Copy Now! 


700% Increase 

“Before taking this course of training several 
years ago my earnings were approximately 
$15.00 per week doing photographic work. 
Through this training I was enabled to increase 
my earnings more than seven times in other lines 
of selling. It makes the hard ones easier to land 
and had I not already taken the course I would 
certainly enroll at once.’’—A. A. Fidler, Mont- 
gomery, Ala. 


Twice the Income—One 
Quarter the Work 


“There is practically no limit to what I could 
make through my acquired selling knowledge, if 
only I went after it, but as I am getting old and 


not compelled to work all the time I am satisfied 
to make less and have the selection of what I am 


todo. Yet I make more than twice the amount 
I did before graduation with only about one 
quarter the effort.".—R. L. Horton, Grand 
Rapids, Mich. 


From $50 a Week to $900 
a Month 


“Before I enrolled I thought $50.00 per week 
was big money, but since I have had a thorough 
training as I needed, I have enjoyed an income 
of better than $900.00 a month. Also when 
employing salesmen I always give N. S. T. A. 
men the preference over other salesmen as I 
know they are always trained up to the minute.’’ 
—L. Van Houten, Grand Rapids, Mich. 


A Few Weeks—Then 
Bigger Pay 


“There was nothing ‘‘different’”’ about these men 
when they started. Any man with average intelli- 
gence can duplicate the success they have achieved. 
For their experience proves that salesmen are 
made—not ‘‘born’’ as some people have foolishly 
believed. 

Salesmanship is just like any other profession. 
It has certain fundamental rules and laws—laws 
that you can master as easily as you learned the 
alphabet. And through the National Demonstra- 
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$7200 a Year 

“At the time I 
started N.S. T. A. 
‘Training | my —in- 
come was less than 
$150 per month. 
Now it is four 
times that. I feel 
that my increase 
from $1800 to over 
$7200 per year is 
mostly due to your 
excelient training 
methods. I also 
feel that your Em- 
ployment Service 
is of great value to 
every (student,”— 


L._D. Mather, 
Richmond, Va. 


600% Increase 
“Six years ago 1 
was a stenographer. 
Now I am in the 
advertising —_ busi- 
ness for myself, 
and my earnings 
have increased 
600%. The sales 
training and co- 
operation I 
ceived from 
N. S. T. A. de- § 
veloped the self- 
confidence and 
ability that I 
needed to make 
good.’'—L, . 
Lundstedt, 
Chicago, Ill, 


tion Method—an exclusive feature 
ofthe N.S. T. A. system of sales- 
manship training—you can acquire 
the equivalent of actual experience 
while studying. Hundreds of men 
who never had a day’s selling ex- 
perience before acquiring this re- 
markable training, have been 
extraordinarily successful, often 
beating the records of men with 
*vears of experience from the very first day. 


This Book 


Free to Every Man 


If we were asking several dollars a copy for 
“The Key To Master Salesmanship’’ you might 
hesitate. Learn the real facts |about the selling 
profession, and about the tremendous demand 
for trained salesmen in every line to fill city and 
traveling positions paying up to $5,000 and $10,000 
a year. Last year this association received calls for 
over 50,000 N.S. T. A. members from Wholesalers, 
Manufacturers and Jobbers, ample proof of what the 
N.S. T. A. can do for its members—of what it 
stands ready and willing to do for you. ‘‘The Key 
To Master Salesmanship” tells the complete story 
in a vivid, inspiring way. A copy is yours for the 
asking, and your request entails no _ obligation. 
Simply fill out and mail the coupon. Do it now! 


NATIONAL SALESMEN’S 
TRAINING ASSOCIATION 


Dept. B-62 
N.S. T. A Bldg. Chicago, Illinois 


[cecal rupee: 


ational Salesmen’s Training Assn., 


| Dept. B-62, N. S. T. A. Bldg., Chicago, III. 


Without obligating me in any way, send a copy of 
] your Free Book, ‘‘The Key To Master Salesman- 
ship,” and details of your System of Training and 

l Free Employment Service. 


] Name. 
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x” — 
If you'd like to earn more money—if you realize it takes 
training to do it—but if you've been holding back because 


you are afraid you haven’t education or ability enough to 


ie 


learn better-paid work—then here’s good news! 


Starts at $40 a Week 
“Thanks for helping 
me get a Drafting po- 
sition with Slyker Co. 
starting at $40 a 
week.’ 

Oskar R. Lupwie 


Mr. Oskar Ludwig 
has been in our em- 
ploy as Draftsman for 
about three months 
and to date we haye 
found his work eatis- 
factory. 

SurEer, Inc. 
Gary, Inds 


“T have landed a, job 
with the Pacific Tel. 
and Tel. Co. in Seat- 
tle, and I must say 
that I am greatly in- 
debted to the Ameri- 
can Schoolfor my suc- 
cess. You have done 
all that, you promised 
in helping me obtain 
employment.’’ 
T.C. Wairs 


BS 
HOME american Corr. Schoo! of Law, 3602 


I want to tell you about DRAFTING 
—how interesting and well-paid it is— 
how easily you can learn it—what won- 
derful opportunities are open to you 
where you can read blue-prints and 


draw plans, 


Then I want to set before you a plan 
we have worked out with the co-opera- 
tion of some of the biggest employers of 
Draftsmen in America—where we pre- 
pare you at home in your spare time— 


and when you're only half way 
thru the course, we help you get 
a good Drafting Job. 


During the past few months we 
have placed hundreds of former 
mechanics, clerks, salesmen, build- 
ing-trades, workers and even be- 
ginners in well paid Drafting posi- 
tions—men no smarter than you, 
and with no better education. If 
you'll get in touch with me, I’ll be 
glad to do the same for you. 


Wonderful Opportunity 
Open To DRAFTSMEN 


I haven’t room here to tell you all about 
DRAFTING—how it has become the most 
important, branch of all manufacturing and 
building lines—what a fine bunch of fel- 
lows Draftsmen are—the big salaries paid 
—the thousands of good positions open. 
So send for my 36-page Drafting book— 
free and without obligation. See how 
Drafting requires no “‘‘artistic talent’’—get 
full details of our remarkable employment 
agreement. Coupon brings everything— 
mail it today. 


THE AMERICAN SCHOOL 


Dept. D-263 Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago 


Lincoln did it! Also thousands of other 
great lowyers, politicians and business 
men. YOU, too, can become a lawyer or 
law trained business man through home 
atudy guided by the successful practicing 
lawyers of our faculty. Write today for 
free book. 


Michigan Ave., Dept. 1542, Chicago 
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36-Page Drafting Book FREE 
Tells how interesting, how easy to learn 
Drafting is—how it opens the doors of suc- 
cess in Building, Contracting, Manufacturing 
Automotive, Architectural and Mechanical 
lines—explains our offer of training plus 


AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. D-263 
Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago, Ill. 


Please send me, without cost, or obliga- 
tion 36 page Drafting Book and tell me 
about your training and employment 
service in line marked X below. 


C1] DRAFTING 


O Architecture Accounting 

UO Building UO Mechanical 

CJ Structural Steel Engineering 

(Civil Engineer- (Shop Superin- 

ing tendent 

O Auto Engineers (© Foremanship 

i High School in 
2 years 


io 


ing 
Electrical Engi 
neering 
0D Business Management 


—~OccupationI_ 


“Tell Fortunes’’ at parties, bazaars, or at home for your 
own ausement. Send $1 check, stamps or M. O. or pay 
$1.15 on delivery. 


Fortune Telling Cards 

The world-famous fortune teller Madame LeNor- 
mand’s own secret system and deck of cards in colors. 
Anyone knowing the key may read them at a glance. 


19 Park Row, New York, Dept. C-81 


(Continued from page 12) 


arm, in that sudden stroke turned into a 
squirming, writhing snake, and I watched 
with a cold, unnameable terror as it 
crawled out of sight. 

Instantly my vision was perfectly clear 
of the room. But for several seconds, I 
was unable to move, from a weakness 
that overwhelmed my whole body! A 
cold, clammy sweat stood out all over me. 
The room impressed me as a tomb; it had 
lost its former delightfulness. 

Although I wouldn’t admit it was a 
presentiment, to disregard my mother’s 
warning wasn’t any easy matter, by any 
means. 

It was also a pretty hard thing to think 
ill of Mark. But, just the same, I com- 
menced to feel that something was de- 
cidedly wrong; that maybe I should 
“turn back.” 


EEDLESS to say mother’s voice from 

the Great Beyond had shaken me 
severely. I reasoned it was a foolhardy 
move; the whole thing was, without 
doubt, a miserable nightmare. Just the 
same, I subconsciously repacked my 
overnight bag, the while forming an 
apology to leave for Mark and his father, 
making a dozen lame excuses. 

I crept out into the dimly lighted hall 
and stealthily opened the door. I can 
truthfully say that a ton of weight lifted 
off me as I walked hastily down the street 
in search of another room. 

I engaged one in a hotel, but was unable 
to sleep. I felt as if I was about as yellow 
as they make them—as a dog might feel 
if he bit the hand of his master. But 
added to that feeling of unrest, was a 
sense of security that had forsaken me 
within the four walls of the room I had 
left. 

It was shortly after midnight when I 
entered the hotel, but sleep failed to 
overtake me until almost daylight. Then 
it was a-restless sleep; yet I felt much 
surer of myself when I awoke. 

Encouraged by the light of dawn, I 
studied the matter over and came to the 

(Continued on page 16) 


WANT A STEADY JOB? 
$1900 to $2700 a Year 


Mail Coupon Before You Lose It 


Travel On 
»."Uncle Sams 
PayRoll - 


Criticism 
Winners Box 


Winners for October, 1929 
TRUE SToRY Criticism 
Contest 


a ae ee Hs SS 
LFRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept., E-229 
Rochester, N,Y, 
I Sirs: Rush to me without charge copy of 32- 
7 page book, “How to Get U. S. Government 
l Jobs,”’ with list of positions obtainable, and full 
» particulars telling how to get them. 


Steady Work—No Layoffs—Paid Vacations 
Many U. $. Government Jobs Open to Men, Women, 18 to 50 


J 
: Naii@s cacsvcscececcctes cu dadssscescsecesocecs 
a Address 


ist Prize—$50.00 


Hilda Burling 
Oakland, California 


LOFTis 


BROS.& CO. fa8 


2nd Prize—$25.00 


Miss Emma E. Hughes 
Normal, Illinois 


! Send for FREE Catalog! 


Send first pay- 
ment—state article desired—name_ of 
employer—kind of work you do—how 
long in position—age—married—where 
live—how long ___ there. STRICTLY 
CONFIDENTIAL. 

CREDIT TERMS: Payone-tenth down; balance 
weekly, Semi-monthly, or monthly at your conven- 
tence. All goods delivered on first payment. 

Fiery Blue White Diamonds; Dept. K-183, 108 N. State Street, Chicago, Il. patie Goude eat fon waue tee 
Solid 18-K White Gold Rings examination on request. 


Stores in Leading Cities; 


3rd Prize—$15.00 

Mrs. R. W. Brown 
Marion, Ohio 

4th Prize—$10.00 


Marie Ownby 
Tulsa, Oklahoma 


/ HOW TO ORDER: 


No. 927—Elgin “‘Legionnaire”” 
for Men, $19; $1.90 down; $1.90 
amonth 


—— 


No. 924— Woman’s Elgin 
bracelet watch, $29.50; $2.95 
down; §2.95 a month 
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‘Be A RADIO Expert 


Seldom Under $100 a 


Week 


“My earnings in Radio are many times 
greater than I ever anticipated they would 
seldom fall 
for the 
$577, $645, $465. 
If your course cost 4 or 5 times more I would 
You give 
aman more for his money than anybody else.” 


be when I enrolled. They 
under $100 a week. My profits 
past three months were 
still consider it a good investment. 


E. E. WINBORNE, 


1414 W. 48th St., Norfolk, Va. 
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Making $400 a Month . 


“I really believe that every man should take 
your course in Radio. If he has anything in 
him at all there is every chance for him to get 
some place. The field hasn’t been scratched 
and it is getting bigger and better every day. 
Aman just can’t go wrong. I was making good 
money but I could see the opportunities in 
Radio. Believe me, I am not sorry, as I have 
made more money than ever before. I have 
made more than $400 each month.” 
J. G. DAHLSTEAD, 
1484 S. 15th St., Salt Lake City, Utah 


make $50 to $200 a week 


IGIVE YOU 8 OUTFITS 
OF RADIO PARTS FORA 


HOME EXPERIMENTAL 
LABORATORY 


My course is not just theory. You learn by 
tackling real Radio problems—work out with 
your hands, using my eight outfits, the prin- 
ciples, diagrams and circuits covered in my 
lesson books. You can build over 100 circuits 
with my outfits. These include circuits designed 
for all types of vacuum tubes in all stages, 
screen grid tubes for battery and A. C. cur- 
rent. operation. You experiment with and 
build circuits used in Crosley, Atwater-Kent, 
Eveready, Majestic, Kolster, Radiola, Stew- 
art-Warner, Zenith, Philco, Edison, Stromberg- 
Carlson and many other sets on the market 
today. You learn how these sets work, why 
they work, how they should work, how to make 
them work when they are out of order. This 
50-50 method of home training makes learn- 
ing easy, fascinating, interesting. You get as 
much practical experience under this unique 
plan, in a few months, as the average fellow 
who hasn’t had this training, gets in two to four 
years in the field. When you finish my course 
you won’t need to start in any old job “just 
to get experience”—you will be trained and ex- 
perienced ready for a good job from the start. 
Training like this makes your knowledge com- 
plete. You have confidence in yourself and 
in your ability to tackle most any job. That’s 
why men trained by N. R. I. make good money. 
My book gives you complete information about 
this practical system of home training which 
N.R.I. pioneered. Be sure to get it at once. 


giving me the knowledge every man should 
have to succeed in Radio.” 

J. A. VAUGHN, 

4202 Arsenal St., St. Louis, Mo. 


a week in a no future job. You’re foolish to be 

satisfied with less than $50, $60 or $75 a week for 
more than the short time it takes to get ready for 
Radio. That is what the good Radio jobs pay. And 
$50 to $75 a week is only the beginning. . Many 
quickly lead to as high as $150 to $250 a week. 


Big Growth making Hundreds 
of fine jobs yearly 


Div slave your life away for $25, $35 and $40 


Your Money back 
if not Satisfied 


My training is right up-to-the-minute with 


300,000 jobs I , F eo Radio’s latest developments. _ Television, 
eee sea jaipeerion d — mines iy Radio's Talking Movies, Radio in Aviation, Screen 
: t gee Sue eet Grid Tubes, A. C. Sets are included. It fits 


fast. This big growth can put you ahead fast. I have 
doubled and tripled salaries. I have shown hundreds 
how to make much more money in Radio than they 
were making in other fields. Let me show you what 
I can do for you. 


Many make §5 to $25 Extra 
a week almost at once 


The day you start I will show you how to do 10 Radio 
jobs most common in every neighborhood so you can 
begin making extra money. Frank Golden, 328 Walnut 
Street, Newark, N. J., says: “‘I_ made over $900 in my 
spare time in about 10 months.’’ My course 
is world-famous as the one that pays 

for itself. 


you for Radio factories, broadcasting stations, a 
spare-time or full-time business of your own, 
operating on board ship which gives you world- 
wide travel without expense, commercial land 
stations, research laboratories and many 
more branches. Every penny will be returned 
if after completion you are not satisfied with 
the lessons and instruction service. 


Free book tells what 


Radio Offers You 


“Rich Rewards in Radio” 
gives you the facts about Radio, 
what your prospects are for the 
future, how you can get in 
without delay, what you 
can make. It explains our 
lifetime Employment Ser- 
vice after graduation and 
many other fine features. 
Get a copy AT ONCE. 


J. E. Smith, Pres., 
National Radio 
Institute, 


Washington, 
D. Cc. 


' Mail this Coupon atQnee 


J.E. Smith, President, 
National Radio Institute, Dept. OBV, 
Washington, D. C. 


Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send “Rich Rewards in 
Radio,” your book on Radio’s opportunities for big success. 


I will train you at_ <4 ben 
home in your : 
spare time 


Hold your job. My 50-50 
method of training—one- 
half from lesson books and 
one-half from practical ex- 
periments using Eight Outfits 
of Parts given without extra 
charge, makes learning at home 
easy, fascinating. It is unequaled. 
It gives you practical Radio ex- 
perience while learning. You don’t 
have to be a high school or college 
graduate. Many of my most suc- 
cessful graduates didn’t finish the grades. 


A 
oy 


Jumps from $35 to 
$100 a Week 

“Tt is certainly great sport 
to do Radio work and a 
profitable one too. I had 
the pleasure of reaching 
$110 last week servicing 
and selling sets. I have 
made as high as $241 in 

; two weeks. Before I en- 
tered Radio ‘I was making $35 a week. 
You started me off on the right foot by 


ICK at heart the 
trembling girl shud- § 
dered at the words that 
delivered her to this terri- 
ple fate of the East. How 


could she escape from this 
Oriental monster into whose % 
hands she had been given— 
this strange man whose face none had seen? 

Here is an extraordinary situation. What 
was to be the fate of this beautiful girl? Who 
was this mysterious emissary? 


To know the answer to this and the most 
exciting Oriental tales ever told, read these 


MASTERPIECES OF 
ORIENTAL MYSTERY 


11 Superb Volumes 
by SAX ROHMER 


HESE are no ordinary detective 

stories. The hidden secrets, myster- 
jes and intrigues of the Orient fairly leap 
from the pages. Before your very eyes 
spreads a swiftly moving panorama that 
takes you breathless from the 
high places of society—from 
homes of luxury, to sinister un- 
derworlds of London and the Far 
East—from Piccadilly to incred- 
ible scenes behind idol temples 
in far off China—from hidden 
cities in Malay to the very seat 
of Hindu sorcery. 


11 Thrilling Volumes 


Be the first in your community 
to own these, the most wonderful 
Oriental mystery stories ever 
published—books that have sold 
by thehundred thousand at much 
higher prices— books you will enjoy 
reading over and over again. 

Handsomely bound in sub- 
stantial cloth covers, a proud 
adornment for your table or 
shelf. A constant source of pleas- 
ure at less cost than any other 
form of entertainment. . 

These are the sort of stories 
that President Wilson, Roosevelt 
and other great men read to help 
them relax—to forget their bur- 
dens. They cast your worries 
into oblivion, increasing your 
efficiency many times over. 


Special Bargain Offer 


Send the bargain coupon today! 
Free on Approval 


Just mail the free examination coupon 
today sure and receive the entire 11 
volumes. Read them Ten Days 
Free. If not delighted, send 

\ them back. Act today! 


rare 
PREMIUM 


YOURS 


j for promptness! 
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TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


(Continued from page 14) 


conclusion that a salad I had eaten for 
dinner had played a leading part in the 
incident of the night before. 

Glancing at my watch, I saw it was 
only a few minutes to six, and decided 
I’d make a try at re-entering the room 
in Mark’s apartment before my absence 
was discovered. 

Hustling into my clothes, I grabbed my 
bag, hurried to the desk, paid my bill and 
called a taxi. I hadn’t the time to walk 
the distance intervening. Mark was to 
call me at six-thirty, and our train left 
shortly before eight. 

As I stood waiting, a newsboy thrust 
an early morning paper before me which 
I purchased. 

For the fraction of a second, I was like 
one stunned. I hazily remember dis- 
missing the taxi after it drove up beside 
me; of re-entering the hotel, where I 
sat in a secluded corner and read over and 
over the glaring headlines of the paper. 


Ramp MADE oN FASHIONABLE APART- 
MEN? HouSE SHORTLY AFTER MiDNIGHT. 
STOLEN Bonps, CURRENCY RUNNING 
Into LarcEe Sums Founp 1n Rooms Oc- 
CUPIED By FAmMouS CROOKS. 


Although the names given, of the two 
crooks and the two women accomplices, 
were strange to me, I knew them to be 
Mark, his supposed father, mother and 
sister. 

So Mark, hiding away in the city where 
I lived, had found me an easy one to trust 
and be made the goat, if trouble should 
arise. 

I firmly believe now, that my mother 
was right; that there is a hidden mysteri- 
ous force which guides us if we will only 
heed. But it is too deep for most of us 
to understand. 


My Experience with a 
Crazy Woman 


LTHOUGH the adventure which I 

‘am going to tell you about took 
place nearly fifteen years ago, it is still 
just as clear to my mind as if it had hap- 
pened yesterday. Any one who has been 
face to face with death knows it is some- 
thing one doesn’t forget in a lifetime. 

My young sister, June, my four small 
children and I had journeyed South in 
December, on the advice of my- doctor. 
We lived in a cold climate which, to- 
gether with my run-down condition, en- 
dangered my health. 

There were many quaint customs in 
this Southern town which was a winter 
resort for Northerners part of the year, 
and a summer resort for inland South- 
erners the rest of the year. One of these 
customs was, I thought, a bit unsanitary. 
The bakery delivered bread some time 
in the night, leaving an unwrapped loaf 
on your doorstep! 

“June,” I said one morning as I 
brought in my loaf of bread, ‘I don’t like 
my bread left like a morning paper, all 
exposed. How do I know some hungry 
dog hasn’t already sampled the goodness 
of its savory crust?” 

“Tl tell you what,” said June, “‘let’s 
ask Mrs. Sadler if there isn’t some other 
place to buy good bread.”’ (Mrs. Sadler 
was our landlady, and lived next door to 
our little cottage.) 


“Why, yes,” that good lady informed 
me, when I had explained my perplexity. 

“T know a woman who sells home-made 
bread, and she lives only a few blocks 
away. Your little boy could get it on his 
way home from school. It is delicious 
bread, and I’m sure Mrs. Bronson would 
be only too glad to sell it to you. The 
poor woman has lost her husband, and 
must earn her living some way.” 

“That will be fine,” [ replied, “for we 
will enjoy not only the home-made bread, 
but also the feeling that we are helping 
some one. This very day, we will start 
buying our bread from Mrs. Bronson.” 

Accordingly I hurried home and in- 
structed my eight-year-old Ted to bring 
home the coveted loaf that day, and to be 
sure that Mrs. Bronson wrapped it well. 
I suppose I should have gone myself the 
first day and made the. arrangements, 
but Ted was a businesslike little chap, so 
I left it to him. And, sure enough, soon 
after time for school to be dismissed, Ted 
came dancing in carrying a loaf of Mrs. 
Bronson’s wonderful home-made bread. 

“And will you notice the wrapping!” 
exulted June. 

So Mrs. Bronson’s bread became a 
habit at our house, little Ted stopping for 
it faithfully each day, on his way home 
from school. But, of course, eventually 
there came a day when little Ted forgot 
his regular after-school errand. An 
organ-grinder, if I remember rightly, was 
to blame. 

“Never mind, dear,” I told him after 
hearing all about the excitement, what- 
ever it was. ‘Mother needs a walk any- 
way. I'll go for the bread this time.” 

“Better leave baby home with me,” 
advised June. ‘Then you can just take 
your time and enjoy yourself, with noth- 
ing to worry about.” 


M* How glad I was, afterward, I took 

her advice and left the baby, instead 
of taking him along in his little cart, as I 
usually did when I went for my walks. 

I. found Mrs. Bronson at home, all 
right, and wondering what had ‘‘become 
of the boy.” By the time I had explained 
to her about the attraction which had 
led my little lad’s thoughts—and feet— 
astray, we had begun to feel acquainted, 
and she invited me to come up on the 
veranda and sit and rest awhile. The 
fragrance of newly baked bread was in 
the air, making the place seem homelike 
and inviting. I sank gratefully into the 
proffered rocker. . 

Mrs. Bronson also sat down, and we 
visited about commonplaces for several 
minutes. She asked pleasantly about 
the -children; how we liked the South. 
And was my husband with us or had he 
remained in the North? 

‘My husband could not leave his busi- 
ness,’ I answered. ‘But he will come to 
see us for a few days, sometime before 
the winter is over.” 

“My poor husband will never come to 
see me, in this world,” sighed Mrs. 
Bronson, quite naturally wiping a tear 
from her eye with the corner of her apron. 
Then she proceeded to tell me of her 
husband’s illness and death, dwelling at 
length on his intense suffering. How 
she had cared for him, day and night, 
throughout his lingering illness. ... 

(Continued on page 34) 


Amazingly 


* 


sy Way 


to get into ELECTRICITY 


Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises ina dull, hopeless job. Now... 
and forever... say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let me show you how 
to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, $60 and up, a week, in Electricity 


—NOT b 


y correspondence, 


but by an amazing way to teach, RIGHT HERE 


IN THE GREAT COYNE SHOPS. You become a practical expert in 90 days! 
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine! 


Learn Without Lessons ix 90» 


By Actual Work —i 


Lack of experience—age, or ad- 
vanced education bars no one. 
I don’t careif you don’t know 


an armature from an air 
brake—I don’t expect you 
to! I don’t care if you’re 
16 yearsold or 48—it makes 
nodifference! Don’tletlack 
of money stop you. Mostof 
the men at Coyne have no 
more money than youhave,. 


Railroad Fare 
Allowed 


I will allow your railroad 
“fare to Chicago, and if you 
shouldneed part-time work 
I’ll assist youtoit. Then, 
in 12 brief weeks, in the 
great roaring shops of 
Coyne, I train you as you 
never dreamed you could 
be trained ... on a gi- 
gantic outlay of electrical 
apparatus costing 


hundreds of thousands of dollars 
. real dynamos, engines, power 
plants, autos, switchboards, trans- 


* 


Sa 


Prepare for Jobs 
Like These 


Here are a few of hundreds of 
positions open to Coyne-trained 
men. Our free employment 
bureau gives you lifetime em- 
ployment service. 
ArmatureExpert, to $100 a Wk. 
Substation Operator 
$60 a Week und up 
Auto Electrician $110 a Week 
Inventor Unlimited 
Maintenance Engineer 
: up to $150 a Week 
Service Station Owner 
up to $200a Week 
Radio Expert up to $100 a Week 


Now in Our 
New Home 


This is our new, 


mitting stations everythin: tine proohUineders 
from doorbells to farm power and installed | thousands 
4 * j ; fo) lollars’ worth o! 
fehune =. sdull-sized:\) ..5 Nae ee eee et ae 


operation every day! 


NoBooks-NoPrinted Lessons 


No books, no baffling charts . 1 
. . right here in 
the great Coyneschool.. . building 


COYNE 


500 S. Paulina Street « 


real actual work . 


modern Electrical 
Equipment of all 
kinds. Every com- 
fort an'id con- 
venience has been 
arranged to make 
you happy and con- 
tented during your 
training. 


stead | 


ELECTRICAL 


H. C. LEWIS, Pres. 
Dept. 20-62 ba 


real batteries . . . winding real 
armatures, operating real mo- 
tors, dynamos and generators, 


wiring houses, etc., ete. 
That’s a glimpse of how 
wemakeyou amaster prac- 
tical electrician in 90 days, 
teaching youfar more than 
the average ordinary elec- 
trician ever knows and fit- 
ting you to step into jobs 
leading to big pay immedi- 
ately after graduation. 
Here, in this world-famous 
Parent school—and no- 
where else in the world— 
can you get this training! 


Jobs-Pay-Future 


Don’t worry about a job, 
Coyne training settles the 
job question for life. De- 
mand for Coyne men often 
exceeds the supply. Our 


\ 


bg . 
SCHOOL | 
Established 1899 

Chicago, Illinois | 


| FREE Book 


the Great Shops of Coyne 


employment bureau gives you a lifetime 
service. Two weeks after graduation, 
Clyde F. Hart got a position as electrician 
for the Great Western Railroad at over $100 
a week. That’s not unusual. We can point 
to Coyne men making up to $600 a month. 
$60 a weekis only the beginning of your op- 
portunity. You can go into radio, battery, 
or automotive electrical business for your- 
self and make up to $15,000 a year. 


GET THE FACTS 


Coyne is your one great chance to get into 
electricity. Every obstacle is removed. 
This school is 30 years old—Coyne train-- 
ing is tested— proven beyond alldoubt—en- 
dorsed by many large electrical concerns. 
You can find out everything absolutely 
free. Simply mail the coupon and let me 
send you the big, free Coyne book of 150 
photographs... facts...jobs... salaries 
... opportunities. Tells you how 
many earn expenses while train- 
ing and how we assist our grad- 
uates in the field. This does not 
obligate you. So act at once, 
Just mail coupon, 


Get This 


Mr. H. C. LEWIS, President 

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 20-62 
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago, II. 

Dear Mr. Lewis: 

Without obligationsend meyour big free catalog and 
all details of Railroad Fare to Chicago, Free Employ- 
ment Service, Radio, Aviation Electricity, and Auto- 
motive Courses, and how I can “earn while learning.”” 


NOMe: ness pees bese a ces ee eke e soc c eee ee tees ease 
Address........- Sees ceecceeee het ec eescs et eee ee. 
LOD eA peeeee eee eeec esac ea Slale oes 


Flow My Wife 

earned to Play 

the Piano in 
9O Days 


A husband’s story of the fulfillment 
of a life-long wish—by a new, easy, 
spare-time method which has brought 
the joy of music into thousands of 


silent homes. 


I had a home of my own there would 

be music in it. No wife for me unless 
she could play some instrument, and play 
it well. My new home must have no dull, 
bored evenings, no monotonous Sunday 
afternoons. I wanted the gaiety, the men- 
tal and physical stimulus, the whole- 
hearted, genuine joy of music. No girl 
could capture me without the lure of musical 
skill. 

But one day Beth came along, knowing 
not one note from another, yet with a 
merry humming tune forever on her lips, 
and a song in her heart for me. And Beth 
is Mrs. Taylor today. A piano graced our 
new home, but somehow the old vow was 
forgotten, and_ stayed forgotten until 
Jimmy, Jr., and Beth No. 2 were quite 
some youngsters. 


Then along about the time the novelty 
of parenthood began to wear off a bit, the 
old vow came back. And one evening I 
spoke out with a suddenness that surprised 
me, ‘Beth, I’d give a hundred dollars if 
you could play something—a piano, violin, 
banjo, ukulele—something, anything.” Beth 
looked so hurt I was immediately ashamed 
of myself, so I said no more, and the 
matter dropped, as J thought regretfully, 
forever. 


About three months later I got home 
early one night, and I heard the old dead 
piano come to life—sounded good, too, 
first a little jazzy piece, then a sweet 
plantation melody. “Company to supper; 
I wonder who?” I thought; and I crept 
to the parlor door to see. There at the 
piano was Beth playing, and the two kid- 
dies beating time. She saw me, and 
stopped, “Oh,” she cried, “I’m so sorry!” 
“Believe me, I’m not,” I shouted, and I 
grabbed the whole family up in my arms. 


“But, Jim, I wanted to wait and sur- 
prise you when I could really play. I’m 
learning fast, but it’s only three months 
since I found out”—‘'Found out what’ I 
said. Beth began to cry. “I know!” 
Jimmy, Jr. pipped up, ‘‘Mother, found out 
the way to learn music just like I am 
learning to read in  school—only lots 
easier.” 

Well, that little musical party lasted all 
the evening. It was a howling success. 
When the kiddies had gone singing to 
bed, my wife showed me the marvelous 
new method by which she had learned to 
play in three months’ spare time. 

Jimmy Jr. had told the truth—the 
method was so simple and easy that any- 
one could learn by it. By this method the 


Pits: boyhood, I vowed that if ever 


U. S. School of 
Music, the largest 
in the world, has 
already trained 
over half a million 
people, teaching the 
playing of any 
musical instrument 
almost in the same 
way a school-child 
learns to read. But 
very much faster because older children 
and grown people have better trained 
minds and know how to study and tbink. 


When first learning to read you look at 
every letter separately, and spell out every 
word, c-a-t, m-a-n. Later you do not see 
the letters; you see the words as units, 
“cat,’”’ “man.” By ana by longer words 
become units to you, and you find that 
whole expressions, like ‘‘up the steps,” ‘‘on 
the train,’’ no longer are seen as separate 
words, but immediately, at one instant, 
without spelling, without thinking words, 
you see each expression in the unit 
form. 


This skill in seeing units develops until 
you see and know as units hundreds of 
long familiar phrases. and it is even en- 
tirely possible, if you wish. to easily in- 
crease your reading speed four or five 
times the average, grasping paragraph 
thoughts complete, sensing a whole page in 
stantly, recognizing every part, registering 
and remembering all, with your pleasure 
exactly the same as the slower reader. 


The same easy understanding and com- 
plete enjoyment is similarly a part of the 
new way. The alphabet of music follows 
the alphabet of language. Each note is a 
letter, and playing is practically spelling 
the notes together correctly. The first 
note on the staff above is F. Whether you 
sing or play, it is always F. The four 
notes shown above are F-A-C-E, easy to 
remember because thev spell “‘face.’’ Cer- 
tain strings on mandolin, certain keys on 
piano, certain parts of all instruments, are 
these same notes. Once you learn them, 
playing melodies is a matter of acting 
what you see. 

And here is where ‘familiar phrases’ 
come in—the “‘big secret.”” It is so simple 
you probably have already guessed it. The 
“familiar phrases’ of music are its har- 
monies. Just as you instantly recognize 
the countless phrases of speech, so the 
relatively few of music are quickly a 
habit with you. You play almost before 
you realize it—and every step is real fun, 
fascinating, simple, interesting, almost too 


SUCCESS 


“I am getting on extra 
well with your method of 
teaching—it is as simple as 
your ads in the various 
magazines say, ‘Easy as 
-B-C’. I don’t see 
how anyone could go 
wrong with it.’"-—J. W., 
Asheville, N. C. 
“I have found the lessons 
very interesting and ex- 
ceedingly easy. They could 
not be made any clearer 
in the English language. I 
will always give the U 
S. School of Music iny 
best approval.”—A. F. 
B., Clinton, N. C. 


Pick Your Course 


Piano Violin 
Organ, pamnet 
ulele ute 
good to be true. Cornet Saxophone 
Remember, Trombone Harp 
neither my wife Piccolo Mandolin 


Guitar ’Cello 
Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
Sight Singing 
Piano Accordion 


nor most of the 
other half a million 
musicians trained by 


this method knew ftalien and Gornsan 

anything about Accordion 

music. Beth learned Voice and Speech 

to play the piano; Culture 

she could have learn- Harmony and 
om position 


ed any other instru- Drums and Traps 


ment. Jimmy, Jr., Automatic Finger 
is now taking up Control 

violin, and my daugh- Banjo (Plectrum, 5- 
ter is learning sing- String or Tenor) 


ing. Right at home, 
no costly teacher, 
no classes at inconvenient hours, no useless study 
No numbers, no tricks, no make- 
shifts. But instead a_sound musical education 
learning by notes. The intricacies of music 
reduced to a most amazing simplicity able to 
develop the inborn talent which is a part of every 
person on this earth. 

When I told Beth I was writing this out to 
put in a magazine, she told me to be sure and 
say that the school will gladly send a free book 
explaining everything, called ‘‘Music Lessons 
in Your Own Home.” The book is free, asking 
for it obligates you not at all—but you should 
send for it right away before all copies may be 


and practice. 


gone. - 
JAMES W. TAYLOR. 

Mr. Taylor is enthusiastic. He has a right 
to be. Yet when you read the facts in our book 


you will appreciate that his opinion is conservative. 
The booklet not only gives you full information 
about the U. S. School method, but also tells you 
all about the amazing new Automatic Finger Con- 
trol. You, too, can learn your favorite instrument 
or to sing. 

Mail the coupon below to the U._S. School 
of Music, 4392 Brunswick Building, New York 
City. Or send a postcard. But act at once. Do 
not delay. 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 
4392 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

Please send me your free book, ‘‘Music Lessons 
in Your Own Home,” with introduction by Dr. 
Frank Crane, Free Demonstration Lesson, and 
particulars of your easy payment plan. I am inter- 
ested in the following course: 


Have you 
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TRUE 


ONC 


STORY’S 


INTIMATE 


I oblems OFUMN 


The New Problem to Be Solved 


T VHIS month a mother and son appeal to you for a settlement of their problem. 
the mother, and her husband are giving their sixteen-year-old son every advantage. 


By working hard, Emma, 
In return they expect 


him to show a sense of responsibility. Earl, however, won’t try to get work during vacation from high school. He 
refuses even to do chores about the house. He feels that he didn’t ask to be born, and he’s going to be young only 


once and, anyway, his parents demand too much of him. 


Do you think Earl has any right on his side? Is his mother privileged to make the demands she does? Thousands 
of mothers are confronted with this problem. Thousands have already solved it. Can you mothers help Emma? 
I imagine the sons will have something to say, too, both to Earl and his mother. You will find their letters on page 30. 


The Decision in the Case of Dora and Ben 


answer to the problem of Dora and Ben that I 
puzzled long and arduously before I was able to 

pick the best. They all looked “best” to me at first and, 
in giving their opinions on this case, TRUE Srory readers 
showed themselves to be both intelligent and deeply 
sympathetic. The decision is hopelessly against Dora, 
despite all the understanding expressed for her difficulty. 
Dora and Ben were married many years before a child 


S: many interesting, vital, concise letters came in 


What if the baby does cry? Is it going through life with- 
out shedding a tear? What if she should miss her mother? 
Wouldn’t she appreciate mother more when she got back? 

As for the woman hired for the evening—who raised 
this woman’s children? If she had sense enough to 
mother her own, wouldn’t she have sense enough to act 
in any possible emergency, or comfort the child if it 
awakened or cried? 

Dora simply isn’t normal. Unless she discovers and 


came to them, and Dora can never 
have another. Dora is so absorbed 
by the child that she never has a 
meal cookedon time, or a button re- 
placed when one is missing. Ben 
isn’t jealous of his own child, but he 
feels he is entitled to some consider- 
ation after the years of companion- 
ship between him and Dora, and 
after his hours of hard work in a 
printing shop. Dora feels that a 
child is so helpless that she must 
give her complete attention to the 
baby. 


First Prize Letter 


Drar Mrs. WILLMAN: 

About Dora and Ben. 

No wonder husbands leave 
home! 

Dora is just a plain fool. She 
has a baby complex. She has a 
good mind, but it isn’t working. 
The thing which is going to happen 
to Ben and Dora is what would 
happen to two express trains if 
they started toward each other 
at full speed on a single track. 
They’re going to smash—and all 
because Dora has a_ one-track 


Have You a Problem? 


OMETIMES there is nothing 

better than being given an 

opportunity to tell some 
one else the things that are 
weighing on your mind. 


If you are confronted by a 
problem that you do not seem 
to be. able to solve, why not 
write to Mrs. Helen Willman, 
who is conducting TRUE STORY'S 
Intimate Home Problems 
Forum, and let our readers tell 
you what they think? 


So sit down today and tell us 
about your problem, and here 
on this page, under Mrs. Will- 
man’s sympathetic guidance, 
let us talk it over together. 


Every month TRUE STORY of- 
fers three prizes, of $15, 8108, and 
85, for the three best letters of 
advice to those whose problems 
are presented in these pages. 


straightens out this mental twist, 
she’s going to lose Ben. And if 
she does, it will serve her right! 
She can blame nobody but herself. 


HERE are a few things Dora 

will have to learn if she and 
Ben are going to be happy, and the 
child isn’t to be utterly ruined and 
seriously handicapped for a life 
where self-reliance and independ- 
ence are necessary to happiness— 
even to health—since a great deal 
of physical health depends upon 
the mental attitude. 

She has to recover from the 
idea that she is the only woman 
in the world who knows how to 
bring up or care for a baby. (Her 
very attitude of worshipful slavery 
toward the child automatically 
counts her out of the class of in- 
telligent mothers!) She must 
leave something to God. This 
sounds flippant, but it is meant 
seriously. 

She must realize that human 
life thrives best on struggle; is 
happiest when helping _ itself. 
Naturally,a nine-months-old infant 
can’t do much for itself, but a child 


mind, closed even to the idea of a switch which she could 
run her idea off on, and save disaster. ; 

Of course she loves her baby. She should. Of course 
she wants to be a model mother and leave nothing undone 
for her baby’s welfare, but in her well-meant intentions 
she is taking upon herself almost the duties of the Al- 
mighty. Millions of women have had babies, reared 
them to become healthy, happy, self-reliant human 
beings, and done a great many things besides. 


of even that age—or younger—does begin to form mental 
habits. How can it ever become anything but a poor, 
weak object needing a crutch to lean on every step of its 
way, if it is never put on its own? 

Of course, Dora will cry and say she is only giving her 
life and Ben’s happiness and Ben’s rightful share of love 
and attention to the child while it is helpless. But listen, 
Dora. At exactly what period of the baby’s life are you 
going to begin to take the prop of (Continued on page 20) 
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TUNE IN! 


MON PHYSICAL & 
CULTURE p. M. | Columbia] Every week Macfad- 
| Stations | den Publications pre- 
sents this list of broad- 
WABC | casts for the enter- 
TUES TRUE 8:30 & tainment of the 
ROMANCES ‘i Columbia American radio aud- 
eaves Stations | i@ce: Tune in and 
hear delightful stories 
WEAE |of actual life thrill- 
WED PHYSICAL 1 1:30 & te vokcaeinti 
ear unsurpasse 

MORNING CULTURE A. M. Kee Diet music—both vocal and 
7 —_ Weatlke instrumental. Hear 
WABC | inspiring, personally 
WED RED SEAL 9 & helpful health infor- 
PERIOD Sstenbie mation from the lips 
EVENING P. M. of noted authorities. 
Stations | Hear the detective side 
of famous crimes ac- 
TRUE 9 — curately and realis- 
THUR DETECTIVE _ | tically relived. Hear 
MYSTERIES P. M. Columbia] creepy, spooky ghost 
Stations | stories. No matter 
what your choice of 
WABC | radio entertainment 
FRI TRUE STORY 9 & there is a Macfadden 
HOUR Po MM. Columbia! program that supplies 

Stations | it, superlatively. 


KEEP THESE RADIO TREATS IN MIND/ 


Boys! Boys! BOYS! 


__ THROW YOUR VOICE: 


nto a trunk, under 

\ {5 ‘bn’ the bed or any- 

Wi where, Lots of fun 

L fooling the teach- 

e+ er, policeman or 
ms friends. 


6 for Bird Calls, ete. Any- 
one can use it. Never Fails. A 16 page 
course on Ventriloquism, the Ventrilo 
and 600 p. novelty cataloz. ALL FOR 10c, 
JOHNSON SMITH &CO. Dep. 377, Racine.Wis. 


Keep Your Beauly 


With This New Magic 
MAGNETIC BEAUTIFIER 


UST massage your face with this marvelous 

Magnetic Beautifier a few minutes each night. 
Keeps your skin soft as satin, glowingly health- 
ful and firm. Reduces pores, removes wrinkles, 
prevents crows-feet, brings out the true pink 
of health and gives the skin a soft, smooth tex- 
ture. Used with face creams, it quickly cleanses 


and vitalizes the tissues. 


Satisfaction Guaranteed 


Soothing to the nerves. Builds up the face 
muscles. Relieves tired headaches. This 
marvelous invention endorsed by beauty experts 
as the greatest beautifier known, for use right 
in your own home. Directions inclosed. Sent 
to any address for only $1.00 postpaid. Money 
returned if it is not the most amazing skin beau- 
tifier you ever saw. Send money order, check or 
dollar bill to 


BATE BEAUTIFIER CO. 
Dept. A, Newton Falls, Ohio 


Learn to Dance 


This N Vew Eas Ap ha 


You can lea: all the ad dances— 


Send No abe 


send your name and address. We'll 


Spat the complete course—323 pages, 49 il- 
Yuyirations—without one cent in advance. 
package arrives, hand postman on! 
i. oe Bius delivery 7 charess, sod this qrons 
erful course, is 


World's Greatest Utility Light 


300 CANDLE POWER—withd 
new built-in Utility Pump. Handi- 
est, most practical li ight invented. 
Storm- prot, rain-proof,bug-proof.Ideal 
for city, town, country—indoors, out- 
doors—anywhere. Bright, white light—20 
times bri; ypter than wick fanternson Pr 
thecost. Burns96 percent air—4percent % 
fuel, gasoline orkero- § 
sene. Lights with 
match, - Clean, odor-_©& 
lesa.safe. Grose é 
FREE TRIAL OFFER 
Try 30 cae at ourrisk. Send for 
special money-saving offer and catalog. 
giving all details FREE. Writenow. 
THE AKRON LAMP Co. 
282 Lamp Bldg., Akron, Ohio 


Big 
Money. No Ex- 


free outfit offer. 


yourself away? You think you will do 
it at a certain suitable time—vague in 
your mind—but that time will never 
come. Your adoration, your senseless 
devotion, will be an ingrowing affair. 
It will get worse and worse for, as the 
child grows, its needs multiply rather than 
diminish and it will sap your very life 
unless you call a halt sometime—and 
that time soon. 

You must realize, Dora, first, that 
your peculiar form of maternal instinct 
isn’t quite normal; that vou can be both 
a good mother and a companionable wife. 
And second, that by acting as you do, 
giving a]l your thought to a baby, and 
none to vour husband and his very real 
and most important needs, you are con- 
victing yourself of incompetence. You 
are revealing your own stupidity. A 
well-balanced woman can do_ both 
creditably. Organize your life so that 
the baby will receive the necessary atten- 
tion from you—and no more, and see 
that vou do not drive Ben away from you. 

Men are not as fiercely paternal as 
women are maternal—as a rule. They 
have more of a sense of proportion in 
matters of the heart. Ben doesn’t let a 
very important job take every thought 
from you. Because he is a father is no 
reason why he should be a father and 
nothing more. He can be a father—as 
you can be a mother—plus. 


HAT if—even with yourdevotionand 

the best of care—your baby died? And 
they do, you know! Then, without your 
husband’s love and companionship, where 
would you be? You still have it; keep it. 
Ben is the right sort. He loves the baby. 
It isn’t jealousy so much as it is an out- 
raged sense of justice. He is hurt because 
you have lost your sense of proportion. 
You have placed the baby—his baby— 
on a pedestal and pushed him into outer 
darkness. Wake up. If you continue in 
this way, the next step for Ben will be to 
hate his own child and then you. 

No mother could possibly read your 
letter and not understand your feeling 
about your baby, and understand your 
viewpoint. Every right-thinking man 
or woman appreciates a good woman’s 
love for her child and her self-sacrificing 
ministrations. But you are leaning back- 
ward in your endeavors and, as a conse- 
quence, you are losing your balance. 

Go out one or two evenings a week with 
your husband if he is willing to pay a 
competent woman to stay with the child. 
Don’t tolerate the tendency of your love 
nature to become warped. If you saw 


your back getting crooked, you'd 
straighten it. Do the same with your 
mind. 


And another thing: This for your 
comfort. After you have left the baby 
a few times, vou will not suffer acutely 
as you will at first. You will go home, 
find the baby calmly sleeping and per- 
fectly safe, and the plunge into icy water 
will have been made—and survived. 

And if upon your return, you should 
find that the baby has wept, kicked, had 
colic, ear-ache, cut a tooth, or anything 
of a similar nature which babies in every 
well regulated household have a habit of 
doing—remember that the same thing 
would have happened if you had been 
home, and that the child didn’t die of it! 

(Continued on page 22) 
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IVORY 
Semi-Porcela 


Bee we pay all poe 
and parcel post charges 
on shipments every- %eBOO Monthly 


where except to Rocky 
Mountain and Pacific 


$s Boo Deposit 
brings it on 2o@ Days Trial 


Think of it—only $16.85, freight prepaid—and on_easy 
monthly payments. Let us send you this 100 piece Ivory 
Semi-Porcelain Dinner Set on 30 days trial at our risk. Only 
$1.00 deposit with the coupon below brings it—and we pay 
the freight anywhere east of the Rocky Mountains. Please 
accept this offer without any feeling of obligation. We want 
to show you at our risk what a stupendous value this is; how 
much you can save by dealing with Straus & Schram on 
credit compared to what you pay locally for spot cash. After 
30 days, if you’re not delighted, send the set back at our 
expense and we’ll refund your dollar. 


Coast States, 
Free Bargain 
Catalogs ; 
Home furnishings of all 
kinds; also women’s, 
men’s, and children’s 
wearing apparel. Cata- 
logs free —sent with or 


But if you see what a beauti- 
ful_and serviceable set this is 
and what a big saving you 
have made, keep it and start 
paying only $2.00 a month 
until you have paid the rock- 
bottom sale price—only$16.85. 
This offer is for introductory 
purposes, so please act quick- 
ly. Don’t miss this wonder- 
ful bargain opportunity. 


without order. See 
coupon. 


Send Coupon 


Straus & Schram, Dept. 9262, Chicago, Ill. § 


Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised 100 pe. Ivory §j 
Dinnerware set, freight prepaid except to Rocky Mt. and r] 
Pacific Coast States. I am to have 30 days free trial. If I I 
keep the Set I will pay you $2.00 monthly. If not satisfied, 


Street, R.F.D. 
OF Bow No wosesseswesccsucessascsesdcussoscs cs sceesee 


Post Office scsccssessssseccssscsccce StetGewaccsssecues ' 


Married 
Or Single? ccccensnnwsseasseescs OF COR s owes nsmecans 


Nationality 


If you want ONLY our Free Catalogs, check here 
Home Women’s, Men’s, Children’s 


I 

| 

| 

Occupation .---------------------------------------- 1 
I 

I i] 

Wearing Apparel 1] 


Furnishings 


Pieces: 


Complete Service 
for 12 People 


This 100 pe. dinnerware set—A com- 
plete service for 12 people—is a rich 
creamy ivory color. Each piece is of 
a distinctive design and shape, 
gorgeously decorated with artistic 
flower clusters of pink Azalia, blue 
Forget-me-nots with green foliage 
and brown stems forming a beauti- 
ful contrast in the field of creamy 
semi-porcelain ware. Each piece is 
triple baked by the tunnel kiln bak- 
ing process producing a_ perfect 
glaze and color which will be re- 
tained under hardest wear. No 
erazing or checking. Set consists of 
12 dinner plates, 9 in. diameter; 12 
breakfast plates, 7 in.; 12 oatmeal 
dishes 64 in.; 12 fruit saucers, 514 
in.; 12 cups; 12 saucers; 12 bread 
and butter plates, 6 in.; one 9 in. 
oval vegetable dish; one 84 in. 
round vegetable dish; one 7% in. 
round vegetable dish;1 sugar bow] 
and cover (2 pieces); 1 cream 
pitcher; one 10% in. platter; one 13 
in. platter; 1 large covered vege- 
table dish (2 pieces); 1 gravy boat; 
1 gravy boat stand; 1 open bowl, 1 
pt. 1 pickle dish; one 8% in. butter 
dish; one 10 in. bread plate. 


Order byNo. G6810A. $1.00 
with coupon. $2.00 a month. 
Total Bargain price only 
$16.85. Freight Prepaid 
except to Rocky Mt. and 
Pacific Coast States. 


Straus & Schram, 


Freight 
Prepaid S 


655 


$290Monthly 


pt. 9262 
Chicago, Ill. 
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(Continued from page 20) 
A word to Ben, the long-suffering. 


REFRESHING—ANTISEPTIC—-DEODORANT Don’t stand too much of Dora’s maternal 


nonsense! 
C. U. W. 


As a deodorant, 
it prevents embarrassment. 


Second Prize Letter 


My DEAR Mrs. WILLMAN: 

Did you ever see such a supreme 
egotist as Dora? She does not want an 
answer as to whether she is right or 
wrong. She writes, “I am sure I am 
right. Help me convince my husband I 
am right.” 

Now, here is a normal, intelligent, 
business man making a good living; he 
has done everything in his power to make 
life easy and happy for his wife. She 
admits she is.a good housekeeper, and 
was a good companion and wife to her 
husband till the advent of this baby. 
She claims the happy vears in the past 
are nothing; and from now on her husband 
does not count for anything but to bring 
in money. They both wanted children 
and now that the wish has been granted, 
she wants to sit down, be a slacker, a 
narrow egotist, a stumbling block.to her 
child and husband. She wants to be the 
ruination of a child. In a few years, 
when Gladys starts to school, she will 
have a bitter lesson to learn; either the 


Lydia F.. PDinkham’s child may turn completely against her 


mother, or will lose confidence in the 


Women who work come in 
close contact with many peo- 
ple. They should avoid all 
chance of embarrassment by 
keeping scrupulously clean. 

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Sana- 
tive Wash is cleansing, refresh- 
ing, antiseptic. As a deodor- 
ant, it prevents embarrass- 
ment. 


Buy a bottle from your drug- 
gist today. 


e person that should be her best friend. 
Sanative W ash A child should be a bond between 
husband and wife. Why does Dora make 
for feminine hygiene it a stumbling block or wall? There is 


no use or need in putting either one first. 
I thought the idea of being a slave to 
one’s children had gone out with long 


Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co. 


Lynn, Massachusetts hair and long skirts. 
Two things every man is entitled to 
HOSPITAL TESTED AND COMMENDED when he does the best he can for his wife, 


are regular meals prepared by his wife, 
or some one besides himself, and to have 
his clothes kept in wearable condition. 

Dora does not want him to have any 
friends or go anywhere; just stick around 
the house and twiddle his thumbs, or 
| watch her make a fool of herself. Even 
| if Ben stays home, Dora insists he must 
| not use the radio, piano, or phonograph; 
he must sit and listen for the baby to cry. 
What a life for an intelligent human 
being! Just think of all the past happi- 
ness lost on account of a healthy little 
animal not big enough to appreciate 
what is being done for it. 

If Dora spends her energy now, while 
Giadys is small, she will be unfit to be a 
| mother to Gladys later on when the child 
needs the counsel of an intelligent, open- 
minded, reasonable, and competent 
mother. 

The only thing that can be done, Ben, 
to my notion, is to jar Dora out of her 
present state. You may not like to do 
it, but you should forget Dora’s existence 
when it comes to the little things you do 
to show that you still care. 

When you bring Gladys a toy, tell 
Dora you think it best to save the money 
you generally spend on her, for the baby’s 
future. 

Take the baby out, leave Dora at 
home; saying vou feel the burden of its 
care is too much for her, and that it is 
your duty to give her a rest so she can 
mend your clothes. If you can get your 


(Continued on page 24) 


Why Wear Glasses? 


Thousands Can Throw 
Them Away 


Upon startling, revolutionary facts has 
been based a remarkable new scientific sys- 
tem of eye-training, which quickly enables 
you to train the muscles of the eye so you 
can make them work properly at all times, 
and without effort or strain. This new sys- 
tem has been prepared by Bernarr Macfadden, 
in collaboration with the eminent ophthal- 
mologist who discovered the real truth about 
eyes. 

Remarkable tests were made in the N. Y. 
City Public Schools from 1903 to 1911. 2,000 
children who had _ defective eyesight were 
instructed in a few of the simple exercises and 
in a short time their vision was radically im- 
proved. In one school, several children who 
had been compelled to wear glasses were 
enabled to discard them altogether. 


No claim is made that this course is a cure- 
all. .In many cases glasses are essential. But 
if you are wearing glasses because of faulty 
refraction—far or near sightedness—astigma- 
tism—cross eyes—squint eyes—weak, watering 
eyes—eye headaches or strain—you owe it to 
yourself to try this course without delay. 

Your own trouble is clearly illustrated. With 
this knowledge in mind, it becomes easy for you 
to correct your defective muscles and gain strong 
sight. 

We are willing to send the entire course on ap- 
proval giving you the privilege of returning it 
within five days after receipt if not satisfactory, and 
your money will be refunded. The price of the 
course is only $3.00, plus delivery charges. 


MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 


Desk T.S.-2, Macfadden Building 
1926 Broadway, New York City 


Turn Your Kitchen 
into a Candy Shop 


Make big money from the very beginning. Candy 
costs 15c lb. to make—sells for 60c: E. R. Foxton 
sells 200 Ibs. weekly—Mrs. J. A. Wilcoxson sells 
almost 1,100 chocolate bars each week at 5 & 10c-—— 
YOU CAN DO AS WELL! _ Successful manu- 
facturer teaches secrets of candy making in your 
spare time and shows how to quickly sell your 
candy at a big profit! Practically no capital re- 
quired. We furnish tools. Write for fascinating 
FREE book. 


Capitol Camdy School 


Dept. AZ-2627 WASHINGTON, D.c, 


BUNIONS 


Relieved-FREE TEST 


Pain stops almost Instantly! THEN PERMANENT 
RELIEF. Amazing Fairyfoot gradually reduces_ painful, 
ugly bunions. Quickly enables you to wear smaller shoes. 
No messy salves. No cumbersome appliances. This mar- 
velous discovery entirely different! Used successfully on 
500,000 feet. Write today for trial treatment absolutely 
free. (Nothing to pay—no C.O.D.—no obligation. 
FAIRYFOOT PRODUCTS CO. . 
1223 S, Wabash Ave. Dept. 14 Chicago. Hlinols 
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Sell Records a QueerWay 


ON TRIAL, entirely at my risk. Choose any records you want. 
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So people tell me, because I will gladly send to any person who sends me his name and address, a selection of ten records absolutely 


Furthermore, I positively insist that you return the records to me at once, if they are in any way inferior to records that sell for three 


or four times as much. Don’t be “sorry’’ for me, but shoot the records back, and let me stand the postage expense both ways, unless the 
records are better, clearer and richer in tone than any records you have ever before had, at any price. 

I have built a million-dollar business in records on just these ‘queer’ methods, trusting absolutely in the honesty of my customers 
and making them the sole judge of whether or not the records 


will cost them even one cent. 

I’ve built these records to give you pleasure, enjoyment 
and some real honest good times for months and years to come. 
I’ve tried to study the wishes and tastes of the great music- 
loving public and I’ve collected in this list below, the very 
CREAM of my entire catalog. All the records are electrically 


I’m A Stern Old Bachelor 
Singin’ In The Rain 
Sleepy Valley 


recorded—and nearly all of them have been done within the 
last few months, and are in the very latest and best style of the 
They are all in the standard ten-inch size with 
music on both sides and play on any phonograph, just like 
They include the most recent hits, as well as 
famous old favorites, and I’m willing to stake my last dollar 


present day. 


75-cent records. 


that 


Choose any ten records you want and simply write their 
catalog number on coupon below. 
terms on coupon and see how fully I protect you in every 


way 


2511 


2508 


2485 


4262 


4264 


4263 
4261 
4131 
4172 


4268 


2323 


4143 


4258 


4174 


2496 
2491 
2486 


4119 


4086 


4038 


Special List of BEST Sellers 


Tip Toe Thru The Tulips 
When the Work’s All Done This Fall 
I Get the Blues When It Rains 


Moanin’ Low 


they are GOOD. 


Two Little Girls In Blue 


Pagan Love Song 
Huggable Kissable You 
’Leven Cent Cotton 


Send no money. See 


Popular and Standard Songs 
POPULAR SONGS 


Tip Toe Thru The Tulips 
With Me i 
That Territic Gal of Mine 


If I Had A Talking Picture 
Of You 
I’m On My Way Back Home 


I Get the Blues When It 
Rains . 

I Hope You're Satisfied 

I’m A Stern Old Bachelor 

Please Go ‘Way and Let 
Me Sleep 

When the Work's All Done 
This Fall 

Allie Darling 


Two Little Girls in Blue 
Convict and the Bird 


Frankie and Johnnie 

Man in Flying Trapeze 
Wreck of the Old 97 

Wreck of the Titanic 
Wreck of the Number Nine 
Freight Wreck at Altoona 


In the Baggage Coach 
Ahead 
Picture No. 84 


Get Away Old Man 
Well I Swan 


Girl I Loved 
Tennessee 
I Wanna Fall In Love Again 


I pote Let You Insult 


In Sunny 


er 
Don't Say I Did It Jack 


Casey Jones 

Waltz Me Around Again 
Willie 

Little Pal 

Wonderful One 


Song of the Nile 
Some One 


Pagan Love Song 
I Know Better Now 


Hand Me Down My Walk- 
ing Cane 
Captain Jinks 


Floyd Collins’ Fate 
Pickwick Club Tragedy 


Sleep Baby Sleep, (Yodel) 
Roll On Silvery Moon, 
(Yodel) 


4093 Little Brown Jug 
You Can't Tell Any More 


4267 Just Tell Them That You 
Saw Me 
My Mother Was A Lady 
4259 Somebody’s Grandpa 
Little Lost Child 


4118 May I Sleep In Your Barn 
Tonight? 
When I Saw 


Home 


I Wish I Was Single Again 
If You Want to Find Love 


Sweet Nellie 
4141 


4173 Boston Burglar 


Cowboy’s Lament 
After the Ball Was Over _ 
Do They Ever Think of Me? 


My Old New 
Home 
Ida Sweet As Apple Cider 


4151 


4198 Hampshire 


Break the News to_ Mother 
Bird In A Gilded Cage 


The Vacant Chair 
Mother’s Old Red Shawl 


Rovin'’ Gambler 
Little Log Cabin in the 
Lane 


4178 
4205 


4135 


Dream of Miner's Child 
She Was Bred In Old Ken- 
tucky 
Halleluiah 
Dying Hobo 


4148 


4228 I'm A Bum 


Rock Candy Mountain 
Bill You Done Me Wrong 


4225 


4281 My Oklahoma Home 


Show Boat Blues 


I Left My Gal 
Mountains 
Railroad Boomer 


4275 In The 


"Leven Cent Cotton 
Little Empty Cradle 


4276 


SACRED (Vocal) 


4215 When They Ring the Golden 
Bells 
Is My Name Written There 


4241 ee We'll Never Grow 


Id 
Shall We Gather At the 
River 
4240 De Gospel Train Am Comin’ 
Jordan Am A Hard Road to 
Trabbel 


4146 


4245 


4069 


4091 


4075 


Silent Night 
Christmas Chimes 


Picture From Life’s Other 
Side 
Sweet Hour of Prayer 


When the Roll Is Called 
Up Yonder 
Throw Out the Life Line 


Old Rugged Cross 
Beyond the Clouds 


Church In the Wildwood 
Voice of the Chimes 


POPULAR DANCES 


1785 


1763 


1738 


1769 


1735 


1737 


1741 


7023 


7029 


7028 


4282 


4009 


If I Had A Talking Picture 
Of You 
Dreaming of You 


Moanin’ Low 
That’s What We're Learn- 
ing at College 


Singin’ In The Rain 
Sleepin’ Birds 


Tip Toe Thru The Tulips 
With Me 
A Little Lady 


Huggable Kissable You 
I Wonder Why 


Pagan Love Song 
In My Heart 


Sleepy Valley 
Good Girl 


BLUES 


John Henry Blues 
St. Louis Blues 


Mississippi Mud Blues 
I'm A One Man Gal 


Varsity Drag 
Sure Enough Blues 


SACRED 
(Pipe Organ) 


Silent Night | 
Adeste Fidelis 


HAWAIIAN 


Palkiho Blues 
One Two Three Four 


Any 10 if ke 
ecords 


ST) 


4278 Moana March 
A Night In Old Hawaii With 
You 


4279 Singin’ In The Rain 
Lane of Dreams 


COMEDY 


Preacher and the Bear 
Sting of the Bumble Bee 


4167 


4160 Sweet Hawaiian Kisses 


Blue Hawaiian Moon f002 


Flenagan’s Second Hand 


ar 
Hy and Si at the Line 
Fence 


INSTRUMENTAL 


4068 Arkansas Traveler 
Turkey In the Straw 


4232 Button Buster (Laughing 
Record) 


Common Bill 


4158 Old Time Jigs and Reels 40904 Flanagan In Restaurant 
Favorite Barn Dances Flanagan’s Married Life 
4061 Pisted Xo the Mocking Bird 4256 Trial of Josiah Brown 
Rufus Green At The School- 
4217 Irish Washerwoman house 
Miss. McLeod's Reel 
sibs ‘ : 4231 Flanagan at Doctor's 
4161 Dixie Favorites (Banjo) Casey and Reilly Meet on 


Medley Southern Airs 


(Banjo) 


the Street 
4255 


Rufus Green Takes a Trip 


Poet and Peasant Overture : i u 
Greetings in Bingsville 


Raymond Overture 


TEAR OUT COUPON AND MAIL 


] MUTUAL MUSIC CLUB, 
TS 62, 135 Dorchester Ave., Boston, Mass. 


4221 


You may send me on 10 days’ approval 10 records listed 
below by catalog numbers. When the 10 records arrive, I 
will pay postman a deposit of only $1.98 (plus postage from 
Boston) in full payment. I will then try the records 10 days 
in my own home, and if I am disappointed in them or find 
them in any way unsatisfactory, I will return them, and you 
agree to refund at once, all that I have paid, including my 
postage expense for returning the records. 


Write three substitutes 


; eee oy ee = below to be shipped only 
> mS 
c = if, other records are out 
Deore ecendeee QU locssenswisuccsse @ of stock 
s Pp 
Bice anecasseese O Be cecewactsccue oO De sctedenwerecsnccerss 
3 2 
Suaseeeaaee 1 O wacceseeesestn HE 2occeshiseeresesenccens 
> 
5 = pce elOsseeeeess Se eee 23 socscidecdesnescesess 


Place cross mark in square at left if 
you wish three 10-cent packages of 
steel needles included in your order; 
recommended for these records. 


IMPORTANT 


= 


Name -. 


Address ....<..-- 26-2. .-ssssnenssnsseesietecsscesecessecces 


Oe ee 
- 


City.- 
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New Investors 
ATTENTION!! 


If you purchased your first stocks 
during the recent low prices, we 
have a message for you! 


Te handling of securities is no job for an amateur. 


Too many things are happening every day to change 
the value of securities. Don’t depend on your own judg- 
ment or good luck when you are investing your life’s 
savings. No one person devoting his whole time to study 
can begin to know all that is going on in security markets. 


The New York Daily Investment News spends thousands 
of dollars every day to bring together investor’s informa- 
tion from many sources all of which is available to you for 
ten cents. It tells you every day in plain, simple language 


what is payee 


invested your dollars. 


in the companies in which you have 
It is written by market experts in 


language that everyone can understand. 


Subscribe to it—read it— profit by it! 
New York Daily 


linvestinuent News 


67 Wall Street, New York City. 


Send me one months subscription for $2.50 


.. Mail this coupon today ..... 


0 Six months $13.00. 


BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB 


is soothing to your stump—strong, cool, 
neat, light. Easy pay- 
« ments. Send for cata- 


610 3rd Ave. So. 
Minneapolis,Minn. 


| ARTISTIC 
PORTRAIT 
ENLARGEMENTS 


OS. 


FROM ANV PHOTO 
or SNAP-SHOT~ 
SIZE 16 x 20 INCH 


i (or smaller if desired) 
The usual price of this work 
. is $5.00 but by taking advan- 
tage of this Special 
Offer youcan _ beautiful life-like enlarge- 
ment of that favorite picture of mothers dad, 
. Sweetheart, baby or any friend for only 98 cents. 


SEND NO MONEY—Just mail us the photo—any size (Full 
figure, bust or group) and in about a week you will have your 
enlargement guaranteed never to fade. It comes to you 
C.0.D. On arrival bay postman 98c plus a few cents postage, 
or send one dollar cash with order and we pay postage. Money 
back if not delighted. You can send us your most treasured 
photograph, it will be returned to you unharmed. 
GIVEN In order to advertise this remarkable offer we send with 
“ every enlargement ordered, a Highly-Glazed Hand 
Painted miniature reproduction of the photo sent. These miniatures 
alone are worth, the jitiole: price charged for, the qonlermement ‘i an 
advantage of his really and s¢ y ° 
DO iT Now. Aciamiaed 


Fibre arms 
Braces for all deformities 


et a. 


' — T Checn Size 4 
| ALTON ART STUDIO, Dept. 10 Wanted~ 1 
5654 West Lake St., Chicago, ll. C1 16x20 in. I 
[Please enlarge artistically the enclosed photo 1 20x 16 in. i] 
Return enlargement and Hand Painted minia- | [] 11x14 in. | 
ture, C. . D. 98c plus postage. (If $1.00 is 8x 10 In, 1 
enclosed you are to send postage paid.) O 8x . i 
Picea | 
J Address i 


State 


| Town 


. Three months $6.75. 
One year $20.00 (4. 


\ Print Your Own 


Cards, Stationery, Circulars, Advertising, etc. 
g Save money. Print for others, big profit. Junior 
Press, $5.90. Job press$11 up, Rotary $149. asy 
rules sent. Send for catalog presses, type paper 
ete. THE KELSEY CO., S-80C, Meriden, Conn. 


(Aish School 
Course in 
2 Years 


This simplified, complete High School 

Course—specially prepared for home study 
by leading professors—meets ali require- 
ments for entrance tocollege, business, and 


20 Oth er leading professions. 

Over 200 noted Engineers, Bus 

u rses iness Men, and Educators helped 

0 repare the special instruction 

which you nec forsuccess, No matter what 

\ your inclinations may be, you can’thope 
to succeed without specialized training: Let 

us give you the practical training you need. 


American School 
Drexel Ave. & S8th Street 
Dept. H-263, Chicago 


Money Back When You Finish If Not Satisfied 


AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. H-263 
Drexel Avenue and 58th St., Chicago 

Send me full Information on the subject checked and 
how you will help me win success in that line. 
.Architect ....-Electrical Engineer 
-Building Contractor =---General Education 
-Automobile Engineer ...-Lawy 
“Givi Engineer S ....Mach. Shop Practice 
..--Structural Engineer .---Mechanical Engineer 
....Business Manacer .Steam Engineer 
....C. P. A. & Aucitor _... Draftsman & Desianer 
. --Bookkeepcr .... High Schoo! Graduate 


(Continued from page 22) 


employer to let you go home early, tell 
Dora you will look after the baby while 
she gets your meals ready. 

In the evenings have your music from 
your radio, piano, or phonograph, and in- 
sist that it is an absolute necessity to 
instill good music in the unconscious 
mind, and if Gladvs woke up she would 
not be so likely to cry with fright. 

Everything you do, you must insist 
is for Gladys and that vou, being her 
father, must share the duties of making 
her happy. 

Dora insists she is willing to give up 
everything for Gladys and it is up to you 
to see that she does. Tell her every little 
luxury must be cut out to save for Gladys’ 
future. Ask her if she can find some way 
to cut out extra expenses about the house, 
so that you can save for Gladys. Tell 
her that you worry, and the extra time 
you take to help care for Gladys is telling 
on your work; that if things keep on vou 
are afraid of Josing vour job. Tell Dora 
you are worried about something happen- 
ing to you. Ask what she would do in 
case you suddenly died,’or became unable 
to work, and they would be left with no 
one to support them. 

Show her how important your peace 
of mind is, and the necessity of your 
having good health. Pound it in daily 
that she would be helpless if your income 
stopped; for that reason she must find 
time to get your meals ready. The most 
important thing is to keep you well, or 
Gladys will suffer most if anything hap- 
pened to you. Insist she is wearing her- 
self out for Gladys; not that you care 
especially, but if she is not careful, she is 
likely to be the one to die. Tell her 
competent women are easy to get, in that 
case, who would take good care of Gladys 
and of your household. 


DO not know if there is any argument 

that could be used to convince her you 
have any right. You say she is open- 
minded, but from her letter I would sav 
that Dora is such an egotist that any one 
differing from her is wrong. 

If Dora is as open-minded as you think, 
it will not take long for you to break her 
successfully of absorbing the baby. It 
may mean a few quarrels, but you can 
insist upon your rights without being 
quarrelsome. There is no need in getting 
hateful in asserting vour rights, although 
I should not blame you if vou did. 

The two important duties of a wife— 
I have lived up to them for twenty-three 
years—are to feed the wage earner 
properly and see that his clothes are kept 
in repair. In all my married life, if I am 
at home, my husband has always had his 
meals regularly and on time, regardless 
of how I felt or what I was doing. 

In the years after our only child died, 
while I worked in an office, all my house 
work was performed with my own two 
hands. Fatigue from the routine of the 
daily grind did not keep me from getting 
the meals on time and regularly. 

You have a problem before you that 
vill easily ruin your lives, one that sets 
many men adrift while the wife thinks 
she is abused. The problem is not easilv 
solved except by the two most concerned. 

If Dora is a normal, intelligent person, 
she will see that it is not necessary to put 

(Continued on page 26) 
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Y ONLY $1 DOWN 


NOTHING MORE FOR TWO MONTHS 


(ar 


Music—glorious, joyous music 
flooding your home with happiness. 
Music—clear, pure, golden toned 
music from thenewest ClaroPhonie 
phonograph—stars of the stage, 
world famous orchestras, great artists... 
all can be yours to enjoy for only $1 Down 
and not one cent more to pay for 2 months. 


Yes, Spear terms— the world’s lowest 
and longest — bring the world’s best 
music to you in this ClaroPhonic Console 
Phonograph. And what a bargain!—only 
$37.95. Others ask $65 and more. And 
what’s more—we GIVE YOU without 
extra charge 10 fine selections (5 double 
face records). Don’t miss this big bargain! 


PAY NOTHING DOWN 
UP TO $30 

On Anything in My 

New Catalog 


© 1980 
Spear & Co, 


Console PHONOGRAPH 


Piay this Phonograph in your home for 
30 Days FREE. No interruptions—no long-winded 
announcements, no buzzing ... just a golden flood 
of melody played as often as you desire. Take 
over a Year to Pay. Never wasthereagreatervalue 
inamusical instrument—never terms sogenerous. 


This beautiful Console Cabinet may be had 
in Mahogany or Walnut finish, whichever you 
prefer. Top and doors are 5-ply Genuine Walnut 
or Mahogany Veneers. The balance of the case is 
built of 3-ply Hardwood richly finished in Walnut 
or Mahogany. On each door there is a large 
overlay of handsome design—genuine Birds’-eye 
Maple, contrasting beautifully with the 
sheen of the Walnut or Mahogany finish. 
aa 
Order No. GA33, Walnut or 
Mahogany Finish Phonograph 
and § double face Records 
FREE. Sale Price, $37.95. Terms: 
$1 with order—pay nothing 
more until two months from 
date you order. Then start easy 
payments of $3.25 monthly. 


| MAHOGANY &F 


or WALNUT 


-4 FREE 
+) Trial 


The artistic cabinet is 34 inches high, 
26% inches wide and 184 inches deep. 
The grill front tone chamber occupies half of 
the cabinet with roomy record compartments 
on each side. The perfected noiseless motor plays six 
records on one winding. It will play any dise record 
made. Needles and traysare included. Ready to Play. 
You will love the rich beauty of this 
cabinet with its shapely outline, turned 
legs and symmetrical stretchers. The beveled 
lid locks securely in place when raised. Never 
before has Spear or anyone else given such 
wonderful value in a phonograph. Order it on FREE 
home trial. If youare not entirely pleased after30 days 
sendit back. We willrefund your $land transportation 
charges both ways. The trial will cost you nothing. 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 


"§ SPEAR & CO., Dept. M802, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Send me at once the New ClaroPhonie Console Phonograph and 5 
@ Records (10 selections) FREE, as described above. Enclosed is $2 
first payment. It is understood that I am to have 30 days FREE 
I trial and, if satisfied, 1 will pay $8.25 Monthly beginning 2mouths 
from date of order. Order No. G A 33. Price $37.95. Title remains 
@ with you until paid in full. 


Lief An 
President = © ' Nain eccc ccncccecccdececceseceececescenceetnecessecsteccec 
>Spear&Cox< |:7- 
e B Box No: Of Pesessocsstevecesucsave sec csccebacccceccessesees 
Dept. M 802 Pittsburgh, Pa. ‘ St. and No. 
Homes Fi urnishers io.the People of 4 Post Office........------------------------ Statesenascce say, 
merica for ‘ears t If you want our FREE catalog only, send 
5 Free Catalog {neimmeiey sca an xmhageraces mes L_] 
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I'll 
tom, wholesale prices and a chance to pocket 


Yes, give you groceries 


$10 to $15 in a day. Van 


profits of more than $100 a week. 


Karnath, $20.35 the first 5 
B. F. Bagmell, $10 to $15 a 
time. 
proposition. 


Make Big Profits Quickly 


I am President of a million-dollar Com- 


pany. I distribute high-quality Groceries 
and other Household Neaeseltiés direct ee ne Bars Gs On 
from factory to user through Authorized have everything to gain. 
Local Representa- 
tives. Last year my 


FREE! 
New Ford Tudor Sedan 


NOT a contest. I offer a 
brand-new car free to pro- 
ducers as 
an extra 
reward or 


invite 


bonus— 
in addi- 
tion to 
their large 
cash profits, 
Mailcoupon p 
for partic- 
ulars. 


And right now I offer you the same 


Representatives 
made nearly two mil- 
lion dollars! 


«and Make 


at rock-bot- 
Allen reports You don't need 
Gustav 
hours. Mrs. 


i to stores. 
day in spare 
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Get Groceries 
at Wholesale 


Day 


Besides! 


No Capital or Experience Needed 


capital or experience. All you do 


is call on your friends and my established cus- 
tomers and take care of their orders. 


I never sell 


You alone get the profit on all orders 
from your territory. 
start in spare time if you want to. 


Keep your present job and 
Oscar Stuart 


reports $18 profit in 214 hours’ spare time. 


If you want to 


Now I 
you to share 
in these 
profits, 
besides. 


] wholesale and 


opportunity you've long been waiting for. 


Also explain your new Ford Offer. 


SEND NO MONEY 


get groceries at our rock-bottom, 


wholesale prices—and $10 to $15 ina day besides— 


I'll give you the big 
You 
Mail the coupon TODA Y! 


Albert Mills, Pres., American Products Co., I 
5454 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. | 


Send me, without cost or obligation, all the facts | 
about your new proposition that offers Groceries at 


a chance to make $10 to $15 in a day | 


leading educators. 


you this bargain in brain 


Lincoln Secured His Education Chiefly by Home Study—So Can YOU! 


HIGH SCHOOL EDUCATION sone 


Every high school subject covered by fascinating Question and Answer method. 
A few cents a day (very easy monthly payments) brin 


3 
CERTIFICATE of graduation awarded ! 
It’s fun to learn this easy inexpensive 
way, so find out how YOU, too, may 
Send this ad with name and 


power. Endorsed by 


Send for FREE Boo 


uickly prepare for bigger pay and social culture. 
5 “What a High School Education Can Do For Me.”’ No obligation. 


21 Union Square, Dept.4262 New York, N. ¥. 


address for FREE booklet, 


High School Home Study Bureau, 


DIA 


jewelers. 


prices you can try to match at full 60% more. Every liberal privilege.—Examination free—No obligation to buy. 


Free List of Unpaid Loan Diamond Bargains 


for any quality, any size. Written guaranteed amounts you can borrow (like Insurance 
loan guarantee). Get full details of free examination offers. I peni 
Pgh., Union Trust Co., 8rd Nat’] Bank). Lists limited—send now. 
For free list write today to Jos. DeRoy & Sons, Opp. P.O. 9189 DeRoy Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa. 


old house (references: Bank of 


MONDS. 


(Sent Free Examination ) 


here 60% of Market Prices’ 


10large loan tirms combined (world’s oldest, largest association of its kind—-rated over $1,000,000.00), 
loans money on diamonds. A few such loans not repaid. Diamonds originally sold by outstandin 
Of course we can loan but a fraction of real values. You get the advantage in Unpaid Loans at casi 


Every diamond accurately de- 
scribed. Radically Jow prices 


You don’t risk a penny. 


Nihal, 


, 


olicy 
&% century 


Make Big Money! Finest Work 
pants, breeches, coveralls; 1 for $1.95, 
3 for $5.50; you make $1.00. Sales out- 
fit Free. Write today, Dept. P2, Long- 
wear, 489 Broome St., New York City. 
Federal Distributors Get Big 
Money! No Capital or experience 
needed. Write Federal Pure Food Co., 
W2311 Archer, Chicago. nr) 

A Paying Position Open to Repr. of 
character. Take orders Shoes-Hosiery 
direct to wearer. Good Income. Perma- 
nent. Book ‘‘Getting Ahead”’ Free. Tan- 
ners Shoe Mfg. Co., 2142 C St., Boston. 
Opportunity to Make $100. Weekly 
selling all-wool, union made-to-meas- 
ure suits and topcoats at $23.50 and up. 
Build big repeat business. Big pay 
daily; mthly bonus extra. Large swatch 
samples Free. W. Z. Gibson, Inc., 500 
8. Thr St.,, Dept. P-672, Chicago. 
Agent 


r Ten Cents. 


Spreads on with knife, like butter. 
Waterproof, pliable, and wears like 
leather. Write for proposition and Free 
sample, Universal Laboratories, Inc., 
Dept. 504, Des Moines, Iowa, 


Sell Union-Made-to-measure, Alle 
wool suits and overcoats at $25-$30- 
$35. Make $95 weekly. Biggest coms. 
paid daily. Extra bonus. Write for de- 
tails. Nearly 200 pure-wool fabrics sent 
Free. Pioneer Tailoring Co., Congress 
& Throop Sts., Dept. P-1272, Chicago. 
Do You Need $500? I'll show you 
a new, easy way to make it. No ex- 
perience or capital required. Immedi. 
ate profits. Albert Mills, 5015 Mo: 
mouth, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

$5.00 Every Time ‘You Sell My 
Tailored-to-Order $35.00 value all- 
wool suit for $23.50. If you want to 
try, write! Everything furnished free. 
P.A. Bobb, 2256 8. LaSalle, Chicago, 
Big Money Daily. Sell Shirts, Pant: 
Overalls, Sweaters, LeatherCoats, Lu 
berjacks, Underwear, Hosiery, Play- 
suits. Outfit Free. Nimrod Co., Dept. 
85, 4922-28 Lincoln Ave., Chicago. 
Agts. earn big money taking orders 
beautiful. Dress Goods, Silks,« Wash 


Fabrics, Hosiery, Fancy Goods. 1000 
samples furnished. National Importing 
Co., Dept, A-89, 573 Broadway, N. Y. 


Make Big Money with our All-wool 
Tailored-to-measure Suits, $23.50- 
$29.50. Commissions $4-$5. Outfit 
free! General_ Tailoring Co.} Dept. 
PC-2, 618 E. Jackson, Chicago. 
Ladies! Big Money. Show complete 
wardrobe boys, girls. Also women’s 
house dresses, 3 for $4.95. Satisfaction 
guar. Style book Free. Write Dep: 
Bobby & Jane, 303 Fourth Ave 


Sell 3 Super-Fine Shirts for $6.95, 
and keep $1.50 deposit for yourself. 
You need no experience or money. 
We furnish everything. Write _Bos- 
tonian, 90 Bickford St., Boston, Mass, 


We Start You Without a Dollar. 
Soaps, Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet 
Goods. Experience unnecessary. Car- 
nation Co., Dept. 670, St. Louis,Mo. 


Free Suit to Each Producing Agent, 
besides an opportunity to make $45 a 
week and up. Take orders for our high- 
grade,all-wool,union-made-to-measure 
suits at $19.85 and up. New style outfit 
Free. Write now. Progress Tailoring 
Co., Dept. P-372, Chicago, 
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either child or husband out. Both are 
essential to the making of a happy home 
and a balanced life. A happy home can 
be had without children, as Dora has 
written in her letter. Children can be a 
curse as well as a blessing, if they become 
a wall between a man and his wife. 
Healthy children are nothing but little 
animals; and if kept healthy and com- 
fortable with happy surroundings, they 
are bound to grow into normal human 
beings. Small children do not have to 
be guarded like a hothouse flower. They 
should not be neglected, but over-care is 
just as bad, for a child never appreciates 
the mother who becomes a slave to it. 
Mrs. A. M. 


Third Prize Letter 


My DEAR Dora: | 

Have you tried putting the shoe on 
the other foot? Ask yourself how you 
would feel if your husband were to come 
home some night and say, “‘Dora, now 
that you have this baby to support, I 
can’t support you any longer. She’s 
little and helpless and I ought to take 
care of her, but it is expecting too much of 
me to earn a living for both of you.” 

You would be indignant if he took this 
attitude, and you would have a right to 
be. You are able to see plainly that, as 
aman, it is up to him to meet his new 
responsibilities without repudiating his 
old ones. This applies, with equal 
justice, to you. My dear, becoming a 
mother does not absolve you from your 
duties as a wife and you must make the 
effort to adjust yourself to be both; just 
as cheerfully as Ben must meet the bills 
of being husband and father. 

The love that exists between you and 
Ben has lived for years, before there was 
any Gladys to share it. Twenty years 
from now, when Gladys is grown and 
gone, that love will be all that is left you. 
Viewed in this light you must see that 
the love between man and wife must 
eventually transcend all other loves. 
It isn’t a question of putting any one 
first, father, mother or child. It is a 
matter of getting them assembled in their 
true relationship. 

Now I’m going to give you some advice 
that came to me sixteen years ago, when 
my baby girl was five months old. For- 
tunately I was under the care of a sensible, 
old family doctor, who had known me 
since childhood. He watched, with 
mingled sympathy, amusement and exas- 
peration, the manner in which I had 
allowed one small baby to swamp me. 
At last he could stand it no longer and 
took the reins in his own hands. 

‘Are you,” he demanded, ‘‘going to 
raise this baby, or are you going to let it 
raise you?” 

Then and there I decided that I would 
raise the baby, and we both put ina pretty 
bad week of it while I convinced the 
baby, for the very sweetest baby can be 
a young tyrant. Under the advice of 
the doctor, I worked out a schedule, and 
stuck to it, in spite of yells of rage from 
my small daughter. When she had been 
properly fed, was warm, dry and com- 
fortable, I let her begin to assume the 
responsibility for her own amusement. 
To be sure she put all the pressure to bear 

(Continued on page 28) 
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LET RCA INSTITUTES START 


YOU ON THE ROAD TO.... 


SUCCESS" BADIO 


Radio needs you. ..That’s why the entire Radio industry 


is calling for trained men. . 


. That’s why thousands of 


men who answered these advertisements are now earning 


Radio Mechanic 
and Inspector 
$1800 to $4000 
a Year. 


Broadcast Sta- 
tion Mechanic 
$1800 to $3600 
a Year. 


Land Station 
Operator $1800 
to$4000aYear. 


Broadcast Oper- 
ators $1800 to 
$4800 a Year. 


RCA INSTITUTES, INC. 


Formerly Radio Institute of America 


from $2,000 and up a year. 
easy hours, too, vacations with pay and a chance to see 
the world. Manufacturers and broadcasting stations are 
now eagerly seeking trained RCA men . 


Radio is thrilling work . . . 


. . Aviation and 
radio in the movies also provide innumer- 
able opportunities . . . Millions of sets need 
servicing ... thousands of ships require ex- 
perienced operators . . . Never before was 
there an opportunity like this. 


This is the Only Course Sponsored by 
Radio Corporation of America 


RCA sets the standards for the entire Radio 
industry . The RCA Institutes’ Home 
Laboratory Training Course enables you to 
quickly learn all the secrets of Radio... In 
your spare time, in only an hour or so a day, 
you can obtain a thorough, practical educa- 
tion in Radio . . . You get the inside infor- 
mation, too, because you study right at the 
source of all the latest, up-to-the-minute 
developments. RCA, the world’s oldest Radio 
organization sponsors every single detail in 
this course. 


You learn Radio by actual experience with 
the remarkable outlay of apparatus given to 
every student. You learn the ‘““How’”’ as well 
as the ‘““Why’’ of every Radio problem, such 
as repairing, installing and servicing fine sets. 
That’s why every graduate of RCA Institutes 
has the experience, the ability and the con- 
fidence to hold a big-money Radio job. 


For the added convenience of students who prefer 

a Resident Study Course, RCA Institutes, Inc., has 

established Resident Schools in the following cities: 
New York . « « © « « « 326 Broadway 
Boston, Mass. « « « « 899 Boylston St. 
Philadelphia, Pa. .« . 1211 Chestnut St. 
Baltimore, Md... 1215 North Charles St. 
Newark, N.J. . . « « + 560 Broad St. 


Graduates of both the Home Laboratory Training 
Course and the Resident Schools receive exactly the 
same training and enjoy the same privileges so far 
as jobs and salaries are concerned. And every Home 
Study graduate may also attend any one of our 
resident schools for post-graduate instruction at no 
extra charge. 


Gentlemen: 


SPONSORED BY 


RGA 


RCA INSTITUTES, Inc. 
Dept. TS-2, 326 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 


Please send me your 
illustrates the brilliant opportunities in Radio and describes your 
laboratory-method of instruction at home! 


Graduates of RCA Institutes Find It 
Easier to Get Good Jobs 


They are closest to the source of Radio’s 
greatest achievements because the progress 
of Radio is measured by the accomplishments 
of the great engineers in the huge research 
laboratories of the Radio Corporation of 
America. 


Students of RCA Institutes get first-hand 
knowledge, get it quickly and get it complete. 
Success in Radio depends upon training and 
that’s the training you get with RCA Insti- 
tutes. That’s why every graduate who de- 
sired a position has been able to get one... 
That’s why graduates are always in big 
demand. 


Study Radio at the Oldest Commercial 
Training Organization in 
the World 


Send for this Free Book . . . or step in at one 
of our resident schools and see how thousands 
of men are already on the road to success in 
Radio. Remember that you, too, can be suc- 
cessful . .. can speed up your earning capacity 
. can earn more money in Radio than you 
ever earned before. The man who trains 
today will hold down the big-money Radio 
job of the future. Come in and get this free 
book or send for it by mail. Everything you 
want to know about Radio. 40 fascinating 
pages, packed with pictures and descriptions 
of the brilliant opportunities in this gigantic, 
world-wide money making profession. 


See for yourself why graduates of RCA In-. 
stitutes now occupy thousands of well-paid 
positions. These positions are usually avail- 
able in from 3 to 10 days after graduation 
for men who can qualify. RCA Institutes 
will back you up to the limit. Our catlogue is 


yours free ,,. SEND FOR IT TODAY! __ 


FREE 40-page book which 


THIS 5ROOM HOUSE 
ISAVE 3:2 tiene] ” : 


= all the snaterials direct from 4 
the Aladdin Mills and make big 


savings. Price includes all lumber cut to fit, 
millwork, hardware, glass, nails, paints, roof- 
ing and complete instructions. Build it yourself, 


Homes—Summer Cottages a 


GRooms «4 $1110 Aladdin’s latest 1930 Catalog $865 jw ..6Rooms 
shows 100 plans of homes, summer cot- alle 

tages, and garages, at money-saving prices. 
Write nearest office today for your FREE copy. 
Ask for Catalog No. 1017. No obligation. 


The Biggest Home The ALADDIN co. Paynes 


Values You'll Ever Find Wilmington, N.C. Portland, Ore. 


Scientific Age Control 
For All Men And Women 
Turn back the years and restore much of your 
youthful appearance and energy through 
a scientific, drugless system. Makes and 
keeps you healthy and vigorous at any age, in 
a perfectly natural way through rediscovered 
and proven secrets of health and happiness. 
Quick and gratifying results. Write today 
for full information. It will put you on the 

road to youthful energy and vigor. 


Youth Health Guild, 44 Dudley Square, Boston, Mass, 


PLAY TUNES 
the Very First Day 


ON REMARKABLE NEW INSTRUMENT 


The “‘ Octophone”’ is equipped " 
with new patented invention that wen 
has enabled many to play tunes % +t 
in a few minutes! No knowledg 

of music required. No long, tire- te groups, 
some practice. No expensive les- 
sons. You learn to read music au- 

tomatically while playing. : 


S INSTRUMENTS IN 1 /} 


The ‘‘Octophone”’ is a 
complete orchestra in one 
instrument ——_ Ukulele, 
Tenor Banjo, Mandolin, 
Tenor Guitar, Mando- 
Cello, Tiple, Taro-Patch, 
Mandola. Produces rich’ harmony, syncopated jazz. 
Astonish your friends. Loads of fun. Money-making 
chances. Seven-day trial at our risk. 


EASY TERMS! Write today for FREE particulars. 
Ferry & Co., 1750 N. Damen, Dept.25, Chicage, U.S.A. 


100 New Home Plans 
in Aladdin’s Latest Catalog 


Special Offer With each en- 


largement we 
will send without pee een cost 
a hand-tinted fminiature repro- 
duction of photo sent. Take 
advantage now of this amazing 
offer—send photo today 


UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY’ 
1652 Ogden Ave., Dept. B-30, Chicago, Hf. 


Gorgeous blonde hair wins 


beauty prize 


Chrystal’s mother tells secret 


beautiful golden hair!”’ says Mrs. J. M. Geiter, 156 
Delaware Avenue, Carneys Point, N. J. 

“Te is 33 inches long, the color of spun gold, and 
has won her any number of beauty prizes—including 
the title of ‘Most Perfect Blonde Child’ in our town. 

“When folks ask me what I use to keep her hair so 
lovely I just answer, ‘Blondex—that’s all.’ ’ 


Te sO PROUD of my little ten year old daughter’s 


Millions of blondes, children and grown-ups alike, 
keep their hair beautifully golden with Blondex— 
because it’s safe. Prevents darkening. Puts new life 
and sparkle in dull, faded, blonde hair. No dyes or 
harsh chemicals. Give Blondex a trial TODAY. At 
all leading drug and department stores. 
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upon me that she could. There were 
several grand crying matches—in which 
we both joined. Then the trouble was 
over, and she behaved like a cherub. 

I can assure vou, and so will your 
doctor, that a healthy baby will not cry 
itself sick. It may cry itself tired and go 
to sleep, a much wiser baby. Also, 
sudden temperatures don’t dash up at 
half-hour intervals, like storm signals. 
I have reared two and there is ample 
time to watch the development of baby 
illnesses. 

I urge you for your own good, Dora, 
to reorganize your life, and give your 
husband the consideration which is his 
right. No man can go on forever with 
all the disadvantages of married life and 
none of its privileges. You have some- 
thing priceless in the devotion of a strong, 
unselfish man, who is willing to battle 
the world from daylight until dark, to 
provide a home and comforts for you and 
the darling baby. See this before it is 
too late and make that home a haven of 
rest and well-being for him. 

Mrs. B. 


Excerpts from Other Letters 


A baby is less nervous, and less apt to 
“develop a sudden temperature” if you 
leave it alone, after the necessary things 
have been done. Beyond feeding, bath- 
ing and personal cleanliness, there is 
little more necessary during the first six 
months. <A play period for an hour in 
the afternoon where the baby is un- 
covered, and left to kick and crow alone. 
Exercises in the morning, before the bath. 

Perhaps the hurt look in Ben’s eyes is 
not jealousy of the baby, but a hurt 
feeling because he is not permitted to 
assist vou. 

We tell our mothers to have the father 
attend to the baby at night, when neces- 
sary, to save the mother. And I am sure 
Ben would love to give her her little 
exercises, and hold the bottle for her to 
nurse. Yes, and even help with the 
“putting to bed” process. She is a part 
of him also, and belongs to him as much 
as to you. NURSE. 


As for Dora not wanting to leave her 
baby and go out, don’t you worry, Ben. 
She will get over this foolish notion and 
be willing to go to a good show when she 
gets out of this trance, or second heaven, 
she is in. I felt just as Dora does about 
leaving my first baby and going out, but 
I soon got fed up on that foolishness, 
and would have left her with the scrub- 
woman or janitor, in order to see a good 
show. However, I lived near a very 
good friend who was always willing to 
keep my baby, and I never had to call on 
either of the above mentioned to keep her. 

M.M.R. 


Are you being fair to your child in 
your attitude toward Ben? Both of you 
give one the impression that separation 
may result from your present problem. 
You say you love him, he loves you, and 
both love the baby. A child needs the 
love and companionship of both parents. 
Would you be giving her more if you 
gave Ben Jess? Wouldn’t it be selfish of 
you to deprive Gladys of her daddy? 

(Continued on page 30) 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


Most Amazing 


INVENTION 


in 25 Years 
“Cleans Up” for Agents 


$90 Weekly 


in Spare Time 


Men, here is a wonder—the most sensa- 
tional invention of the age! If you are 
looking for a rapid fire seller—an item 
that nets you 100 per cent profit—an 
item that sells itself to seven out of ten 
men on demonstration —TVve got it in 
Ve-Po-Ad, the amazing new vest pocket 
adding machine! 


Sells for $2.95 
You Make $1.65 


This most remarkable invention does all the 
work of a $300 adding machine, yet fits the 
vest pocket and sells for only $2.95! It sells 
on sight to storekeepers, business men, and 
everyone who uses figures—and makes you 
over 100 per cent profit on every sale! 
Ve-Po-Ad does any kind of figuring in a jiffy, 
yet weighs but 4 ounces. Counts up to a bil- 
lion. Shows total visible at all times. Per- 
fectly accurate, lightning fast. Never makes 
a mistake or gets out of order. There are over 
100,000 in daily use! 


SPECIAL 
FREE 
OFFER TO 

AGENTS 


Write for 
FREE 
Machine Offer 


Live wire salesmen are dropping 
everything else and flocking to 
Ve-Po-Ad. Ve-Po-Ad brings them 
quick money and lots of it. Sha- 
piro out in California made $475 in one week! You 
can “clean up” too! Only 10 sales a day in spare 
time will bring YOU over $95.00 a week! You 
need no previous sales experience—Ve-Po-Ad sells itself! 
If you are really interested in earning a steady, substan- 
tial income, write at once for full details of my MONEY- 
MAKING PLAN and FREE VE-PO-AD OFFER tonew 
Agents. Do it NOW—TODAY! 


C.M. CLEARY, 303 W. Monroe St., Dept. 621, Chicago, III. 


it. Major Rockwell 
& Train You 


AT HOME 


My new, practical, amazingly easy 
Home-Study course prepares you 
quickly to fill any one of the thousands 
of aviation jobs waiting. Earn $50 
to $150 a week—in a fascinating, 
ground job or as a_ skilled flyer. I 
help you find your place in Aviation. 
I train you to succeed quickly, to fill 
one of the thousands of air and ground 
jobs now open. 


PLL HELP YOU GET 
YOUR JOB 


Learn at home in your spare hours. In 12 short weeks 
you can be ready to take your flying instructions at 
greatly reduced rates at_any airport near your home, or 
right here in Dayton. Or you can step into any aviation 
ground job with my help. Experience or advanced educa- 
tion not necessary. Aviation—the fastest growing in- 
dustry is calling you! You risk nothing. If you are not 
satisfied after completing my course I’ll refund your 
tuition. Take the first step by mailing coupon NOW for 
my big FREE _. Book and Tuition offer. 


A War Flyer 
Will Teach 
You 


Major Rockwell is 


fields of France. 


Major R. L. Rockwell, 
The Dayton School of Aviation, 
Desk B-9, Dayton, Ohio 
| ef 8 
Major R. L. Rock- 
Dayton School of 
Aviation, Dayton, Ohio. 


, 5end me your Free Book and | | 
Tuition offer, 


avswidesscoe State. 


ct NBO2 8 
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Tel 
birds, animals, game: 


FREE Wonderful Book 


ir 
or illustrated book. It'll delight you. 
School of Taxidermy 4262Elwood Bldz., Omaha, Nebe 


Many ladies 
earn $15 to $35 
a week in spare 
time. You ean 
too! We show you 
how and furnish 


You Sell 
Piece 


EARNS °23. A 
WEEK IN HER 
SPARE TIME 


Dept. 198 — 
Binghamton, 
N.Y. 


MAKE STEADY MONEY 


? weekly selling this combined line. Public Service offers 
/ the best money-maker in the country for full time or 
spare time workers. 

Splendid Fifth Ave. Styled shirts. Beautiful fabrics to 
satisfy every taste. Sell on sight to men and women at 
factory prices, Biggest assortment in the business. Collect 
your commission in advance, Finest new Spring Outfit FREE, 
Start earning more money at once, Write TODAY. 


PUBLIC SERVICE MILLS, Inc. 


517L-30th St., North Bergen, N. J. 
Canadian Office, 110 Dundas St., London, Ontario, Canada 


TT 

GENTS sont Money? 
Here’s An EASY Way—SELL 
NEW Safety Cigarette Holder 


This amazing invention completely encloses a cigarette 
so ashes or sparks cannot fall. Smokers everywhere buy- 
ing it like wild-fire. Every smoker wants one—try him 
and see. Price is only $1, with liberal discounts to live 
agents. If you want something 


Ashes cannot fall, | really good to sell, if you want an 

Sparks cannot fly. ©sy seller—one which will make 

Cigarette tastes you a lot of money, write for full 
“f sweeter. particulars today. ; 

A cooler smoke. Jobn Smith, Milwaukee, sold 24 at $1 each 


the first 2 hours and telegraphed, *‘Send 
me 50 more quick.’’ Ash-Pale ig the only 
safety cigarette holder, made of bakelite, 
beautifully finished, in assorted colors. 

ery sale makes a dozen new customers. 
Write quick for discount and territory. 


THE NORLIPP COMPAN 
668 W. Congress Street Dept. A-16, Chicago, Illinois 


Makes Cigarette 
smoking safe. 
Finefor the automo- 


bile driver. 
Retails at only $1.00. 
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Would she forgive you when she became 
old enough to understand? How are you 
going to answer her questions about 
Daddy truthfully? Providing you have 
a reliable woman to stay with her, the 
dissension between you and Ben is doing 
her more harm right now than one or two 
evenings out could possibly do. A child 
is as sensitive as the most delicate instru- 
ment. You may not argue in front of her 
but tiny as she is, she can feel the bitter- 
ness existing between you, and it is bound 
to react on her in some way. 
H, E. W. 


Marriage is a partnership—a business. 
Children are dividends. Don’t let your 
dividend ruin your business. The best 
authorities agree that too much attention 
is bad for children. When you see to it 
that they are clean, well, properly clothed 
and fed, the most sensible thing to do is 
to let them alone. A baby won’t cry 
itself sick at nine months; there are too 
many interesting things to look at and 
wonder about in this big, new world. 
Don’t expect your husband to spend all 
his spare time on his knees beside you, 
worshiping the baby. That’s foolish. 
The baby is just another little human 
being, brought into the world by both of 
you together. 

Together! That’s the idea you don’t 
want to lose sight of, because the future 
happiness of you three depends on your 
continuing to live in mutual love and 
harmony—together. Here’s hoping you 
may do so. M. H. 


Can’t you see that Ben might like to 
enjoy his daughter’s company alone for 
a few minutes? If you wish Ben to love 
Gladys as you do, you must let him have 
her to himself occasionally, and you will 
find that he enjoys waiting on her. Let 
Ben play with Gladys while you darn his 
socks; you will enjoy their playtime as 
much as they. Share Gladys with him, 
she belongs as much to him as to you, 
and he is forced to be gone all day earning 
a living for you and Gladys. But like 
any true husband and father, he is glad 
to do this, wanting in return only the love 
and companionship of his wife and child. 

Mrs. D.S. 


A mate should always come first. A 
child will marry and have his or her own 
life, and you are a secondary considera- 
tion. But the man or woman you have 
chosen to live with for life, sticks by your 
side and remains your companion through 
adversity and old age. When you are 
old, it is your husband or wife who is old 
with you, and who can see your point of 
view. Your children are young and of 
another generation. They have ideas of 
their own. Their ideas do not coincide 
with yours. Their interests are not your 
interests; they are just beginning life and 
you have seen life. Dora is very fool- 
hardy to neglect her husband. 

M. F. 


You have faith in God because you 
say He answered your prayers in sending 
you Gladys. We must remember that 
He only loans them to us and if we make 
idols of them, He will take them away 
from us. You know when you say she is 
everything in this world to you, sun, 


moon, gray-eved angel, that you are 
making a little god of her and shutting 
out the real God from your life. 

R. E. B. 


There is neither rhyme nor reason in 
parents making themselves a living sacri- 
fice to their children, and the children 
do not respect them for it. It is giving 
your child a poor chance in life so to 
impress her with her own importance 
that when she does go into the world, 
she will find the less sympathetic attitude 
of strangers’ and friends unbearable. 
Will she thank you for that? When she 
marries, what of you? Allow her to be- 
come the means of estrangement from 
your husband now, and in that dim 
future you will have neither husband 
nor child, 

A BrivE-To-BeE. 


(The New Problem 
The Mother Writes: 


DeEaR Mrs. WILLMAN: 

I know our problem isn’t just a personal 
one. Several mothers I’ve spoken to 
have confessed that they were worried 
about their growing sons and daughters 
just as my husband and I are worried 
about our boy Earl. Maybe somewhere 
there are parents who can help us. I 
realize we don’t know everything about 
bringing up a boy, and Dave and I are 
not the clever, brilliant type. We're 
hard-working, plodding folk, who have 
done pretty well by ourselves and are 
trying to do better by our only child. 

Ear] is sixteen and in his third year in 
high school. Dave, my husband, got no 
farther than the fifth grade in district 
school, and I went through the sixth 
grade. That’s why we’re proud of having 
Earl. And if Earl wants to, and God 
continues to be good to us, we'll feel even 
happier should he go to college. I think 
Ear! will want to go, too, for he loves his 
school work and receives fine marks. 
He’s not just a bookworm, either, but 
can dance, sing, play the ukelele, and is 
on the basketball team. 

Don’t think Earl is a bad boy. I know 
he doesn’t drink or smoke. He couldn’t 
be on the team if he did. He goes with a 
nice crowd of boys and girls. They’re 
wild and loud, and attract a lot of atten- 
tion on the street, but at heart they’re 
really decent. There’s another crowd of 
young folks who haven’t good reputa- 
tions, but Earl doesn’t go near them. 
If he goes to the movies he always comes 
home when he promises to. The same if 
he visits a friend. 

Once in a while he takes a girl out to a 
show or a school affair, but I can’t say 
that he runs after girls. He likes their 
company, but I know hasn’t any particu- 
lar girl friend. A model young man, you 
say. Then what is the trouble? 

This is it, Mrs. Willman. Don’t you 
think his parents have a right to expect 
some show of responsibility on the boy’s 
part for all we have done for him? He 
hasn’t the slightest interest in home 
affairs, and will not even do chores about 
the house. 

I hope my letter isn’t getting too long, 

(Continued on page 32) 
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What American Men 
Think of TRUE STORY 


A Moral Stimulant 


Now, at thirty-two years of age, I number 
TRUE STORY among my few favorite maga- 
zines. And why? Because there is no age 
at which a man cannot benefit by a moral 
stimulant; because the sugar-coated lessons 
in morality which each issue of TRUE 
Srory contains afford splendid reading, even 
if one does feel rather sure of his moral 
four-wheel brakes; because the irresistible 
appeal which TRUE Story has for the lover 
of good stories is proof positive that ‘Truth 
is stranger than fiction;’’ because sex does 
not run rampant through the pages of TRUE 
Srory; because the stories hold up a mirror 
to life, as all of us know it; because TRUE 
Story presents varied cross-sections of 
American life and the American home; 
affords a glimpse of the other fellow’s 
troubles, problems, disillusionments, joys 
and heartaches. 

I like TRUE Story, in brief, because it is 
clean, wholesome, moral, preaches good 
sermons with enjoyable subtlety and, above 
all, is mighty good reading. 

N. C. SMYTHE, 
Detroit, Mich. 


Clean Cut and Wholesome 


I have just finishedythe latest number of 
TRuE Story. Although it is not the first 
TRUE Story number that I have read, it is, 
in my opinion, the best you have published 
yet. I doubt if the editors themselves know 
how the thought of reading your magazine 
has become the foremost idea in the minds 
of the reading public today. 

First, why do I like to read TRUE Story? 
I read it because I find more true to life ex- 
periences between its covers than I do in all 
other magazines combined; because, as a 
whole, your stories, although they some- 
times deal with life’s sordid problems, are as 
a rule clean cut and wholesomely written. 

Secondly, because they are written by 
people from every walk of life, worded in 
such a manner that one does not need a 
college education to comprehend what the 
story is about. I have never read a TRUE 
Story yet which did not teach a much 
needed lesson to those of us who were 
ready to accept the light of experience on 
many of life’s most difficult problems. 

Third, because it tells of people in real 
life in whom I and almost all others are in- 
terested; because I like to get the other 
fellow’s ideas on things with which I am 
confronted in every day life. 

There is a more human note to the writ- 
ings found in TRuE Srory than those 
of any other magazine. 

J. E. Morton, 
Chicago, Ill. 


About the People Next Door 


In TRUE Story I find none of the impossi- 
ble fiction that so often predominates 
in magazines, but true-to-life stories, 
things that are taking place right around 
me every day. TRUE Story Magazine oc- 
cupies a place of honor on my library table, 
and it gives me pleasure to say that I 
am sure that it is very helpful to the 
young folks in my family; it shows them 
many pitfalls to be avoided if they want 
to achieve the happiness that life has 


to offer. 
K. M. Sita, 
Vinton, Va. 
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(Left) Down Sour, charming 
Mrs. Daniel McNiel, of Fackson- 
ville, exclaimed—“Using Lux for 
dishes has kept my hands as dainty 
as when J was married, 6 years ago.” 


(Below) “Our West we are proud 
of keeping house in modern fashion,” 
Mrs. H. 8. Christensen, San Fran- 
cisco, confided. “Our hands mustn't 
ever say dishpan! I use Lux for 
dishes—and Harry says my hands are 
justas pretty as on our wedding day!” 


74 


Hands 


lovely as on our 
Wedding Day... 


thanks to Lux in the Dishpan’’ 


. . Say these young wives 


ODERN young homemakers 

themselves discovered this secret 
of keeping their hands as lovely as on 
their wedding day—in spite of house- 
work and dishes. 

They first noticed how nice their 
hands looked after Luxing their fine 
things . . . Then began 
using Lux for dishes, too! 

And delightedly found 
that even one dishwash- 
ing with Lux leaves hands 
lovelier! 

Now 96 out of every 100 
young wives questioned in 
II cities are using Lux! 
And among thousands of 
wives who have kept house 
many years, 8 out of 10 use Lux 
. . . for dishes and other soap and 
water tasks! 

As 305 famous beauty shops put 
it: “Lux gives the hands actual 
beauty care.” 

Yet this wise beauty care costs 
almost nothing. Lux for all your 
dishes costs less than 1¢ a day! 


In tHE East, 
too! “Using Lux 
for dishes is 
marvelous for 
one’s hands,” 
said Mrs. L. V. 
McMaster of 
Boston, Mass. 


Lux has helped 
millions of wives to 
have hands lovely 
as a bride’s... for 
less than 1l¢ a day. 
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This new self-massaging belt 
not only makes you look 
thinner INSTANTLY — But 
quickly takes off rolls of excess 
at. 


DIET is often weakening— 

drugs are dangerous— 
strenuous reducing exercises 
are liable to strain your heart. 
A safe method of reducing 
is massage. This method sets 
up a vigorous circulation that 
seems to melt away the surplus 
fat. The Weil Reducing Belt, 
made of special reducing § 
rubber, produces exactly the # 
same results as a skilled 
masseur, only quicker and 
cheaper. Every move 
you make causes the 
Weil Belt to gently 
massage your abdo- 
men. Results are 
rapid because this 
belt works for you 
every second. 


Fat Replaced by 
Normal Tissue 
From 4 to 6 inches of & 
flabby fat usually vanish 
in just a few weeks. : 
Only solid, normal tissue % 
remains. The Weil Reducing 
Belt is endorsed by physicians 
because it not only takes off 
fat, but helps correct stomach 


=. 

disorders, constipation, backache, shortness of breath. 

and puts sagging internal organs back into place. 
Special 10-Day Trial Offer 

Send no money. Write at once for detailed description,testi- 

monials from delighted users and special 10-day trial offer. 


THE WEIL CO., 1022 Hill St., New Haven, Connecticut 


SO S9DOSIGSISOIOISOIS IO Or Gr QQrarvoae 


cAnnette Compacts. 


Made in our laboratories under famous French 
formulas by experts. Annette Face Powder, 
created to enrich and beautify, is made of high- 
est grade ingredients. Annette Powder and 
Rouge equals the quality of high grade imported 
products. Popularly priced at 25c (single) and 
50c (double) because sold exclusively by Amer- 
ica’s leading chain stores. 


9 S0ODSIO9 O09 G0 SDI O16 O90 S 00 G1 O1G9 


*WRIST 
WATCH 
GIVEN 


Send No Money. We 
Trust You. 1m. plat- 
inum fancy engraved 

=) case With jeweled tip. 
i ‘wel movement. 
Sell 12 boxes 


9O9O 9] O90: 
MOD 9O9O O09 O0O00' 


2B Ore: 


THE WILSON CHEMICAL CO., Dept.wA-74 


TYRONE, PA. 


Showing Samples Men’s Shirts 
Ties, Underwear brings you big cash 
commissions. One Year Guarantee. 
No substitutions. Free silk initials. 
More exclusive Rosecliff features es- 
tablish leadership. Write for your 
FREE Outfit NOW! 


ROSECLIFF SHIRT CORP. 
Dept. T-2 
1237 Broadway, N. ¥. 


your NOSE 


68,000 men and wo- 
men have used the 
ANITA Nose Ad- 
juster to improve 
their appearance. 
Shapes flesh and 
cartilage of the nose 
—dquickly, safely and 
, painlessly, while you 
sleep or work. Your age 


doesn’t matter. Results 
are lasting. Doctors 
praise it. Small cost. 


Money-back guarantee. 
Send for FREE BOOKLET 
“The Nose and Its Shape” 
ANITAINSTITUTE, 225 Anita Bldg., Newark, N, J. 


Gold Medal 
Won 1923 
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but I have to tell you something about 
us, about Dave and me, for you to under- 
stand what this means to us. Dave, my 
husband, is one of the best men on earth. 
He’s an electrician and never has got 
around to owning his own business; so 
you see everything we have he earned 
with his own hands. The house we live 
in is our own, without a cent of mortgage 
on it. We have a lovely lawn, a garden, 
good furniture, a radio and a piano, 
which Earl plays. Now you know, Mrs. 
Willman, that all that means we have 
worked hard and skimped. 

I’ve always done every stitch of my 
own work, washing, ironing; even painted 
my own kitchen every year. But what- 
ever happened, since Ear! was eight, he 
had had his weekly allowance, to do with 
as he pleased. Naturally, we increase 
his allowance each year, and I know he 
has a hundred and fifty dollars saved in 
the school bank, so you can see we’re not 
stingy with him. 

For two years Dave worked overtime, 
saved every cent and bought a car. But 
did we choose the car we wanted? Not 
entirely. Of course we took Earl along 
and got the model he liked. We wanted 
to be happy riding in it. 


F Earl wants to go to a show I often 
give him extra money. If I hear there’s 
something going on at school, or if I know 
he wants to treat a couple of girls, I add 
something to his allowance. 

Of course he brings friends home, and 
on Sundays when we go out driving, we 
often stop and pick up a few of his 
friends. Every fair Sunday we take 
trips and eat in a restaurant on the way, 
and you'll understand what J mean when 
I say that his friends are treated like the 
family. 

But what happens? Every minute of 
the way Earl criticizes his father’s driv- 
ing, talking scornfully and sarcastically. 
Now that may sound like a little thing, 
not worth mentioning, but he doesn’t 
care who’s in the car with us. He con- 
descends to his father and shows plainly 
that he doesn’t think much of us. 

I’m hurt—for Dave. Dave’s been a 
mechanic all his life—almost—and even 
if he wasn’t, Earl ought to be ashamed to 
talk to his father the way he does. Earl 
can’t see it though, and I’m _ through 
discussing the matter with him, and his 
attitude is just driving me to distraction. 
Our trips aren’t a pleasure any more. 

Then there’s the question of work. It 
isn’t the money involved, Mrs. Willman. 
I hope you believe that. It’s his sense of 
responsibility, or rather the lack of it. 
Many boys in our town work during 
school vacations, and I had hoped Earl 
would do so, even if he earned only 
enough for his pocket money, or even if 
we put all his earnings away for him. He 
was big and strong at twelve. At sixteen 
he has the body of a man. 

He refuses to find a summer job, or one 
for Saturdavs, though we’ve talked a lot 
about it. He doesn’t even go out and 
look. Once, when we were on Main 
Street together and saw a sign ‘‘Boy 
Wanted” in a men’s hat store, I suggested 
that he go in and ask for the job. 

He only burst out laughing and said, 
“Can you imagine me in a hat store?” 
And we walked on. 


Again I thought that maybe he was too 
backward to ask for work, so I spoke to a 
neighbor who wanted a boy in his office. 
To my surprise, Earl went down and 
started work. I was so happy just to see 
the right intention on the boy’s part. 
Three days later, he came home at eleven 
o’clock. His employer had asked him to 
go down to the drug store and bring up a 
cold drink for him. 

Earl’s answer was, “I’m nobody’s 
servant. I don’t have to take such talk 
from you.”’ Of course he was fired. 

If the boy helped his father, I wouldn’t 
care so much about the other. But the 
grass on the lawn might grow as high as 
the house; he refuses to cut it. 

Or wash the car? Not Earl! It’s all 
right with him if his father works until 
eight o’clock day after day, comes home 
to a warmed-over supper and then goes 
out to the garage to clean the car. Many 
a morning his father gets up at six o’clock 
to cut the grass. 

Once Earl hinted that he’d do the work 
if we paid him for it! Imagine that from 
your own son who gets everything he needs 
and wants. I was so shocked and grieved 
that I never even answered him. His de- 
fense is always the same, ‘“‘None of the 
other fellows have to do it.” 

But “the other fellows” are sons of 
richer men, and Earl has a working man 
for a father. Anyway, Mrs. Willman, 
sometimes I feel sure that ‘‘the other 
fellows’ ”’ mothers are worried, too! 

Long ago I gave up the hope that Earl 
would ever give me a lift in the house. 
Lots of boys, I’m sure, dry dishes the way 
their sisters do, and certainly there must 
be some who'll help their mothers paint 
the ice-chest or polish the chandelier. 
Dave has always dried the evening dishes 
and he’s a one hundred per cent man. 
Only the two years when Dave was work- 
ing overtime for a car, he couldn’t do 
that, too. But the dishes aren’t im- 
portant. It’s only to show his indifference, 
even when he’s had six or eight friends in 
for chocolate and cake on a Friday night. 


CAN’T imagine where he gets his ideas. 

Daveis the hardest working man J know 
of. Earl also knows that his father was 
the sole support of a tubercular mother. 

For nine years, Dave kept his mother in 
the country on a real farm hoping to 
save her life. Yes, Mrs. Willman, I 
waited nine years for Dave and I do 
think we both deserve some consideration. 
I was seventeen when I gave my promise 
to Dave and twenty-six when at last we 
were able to have each other, but I’m 
happy to think that we discharged a 
sacred obligation toward his mother. 

I suppose I’ve failed asa mother. Yet I 
really don’t blame myself entirely, as 
Earl is old enough to see some things for 
himself now. Or am I being too hard on 
the boy? 

This fall I really wanted to take him 
out of school and make him go to work 
altogether, but Dave thought we ought 
to give him another chance. It’s the same 
thing all over again. 

Do you think I would be unjust or 
mean if I refused to let him go back to 
school next fall, unless he shows a sense of 
responsibility? I want him to get the 
education. we didn’t get. But I have to 

(Continued on page 34) 
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5,000.00 Each Month 
for True Stories 


“In Every Life There Is a Dramatic True Story” 
Tell Yours and Earn a Handsome Reward 


P ee series of true story manu- 
script contests which has run in 
TRUE Story Magazine for many 

months past, has been so outstandingly 

successful that it has been decided to in- 
crease the amounts of the prizes to truly 
magnificent proportions. 

Accordingly, each month until further 
notice nine stories will be chosen for 
which $5,000 will be paid in amounts 
ranging from $2,000 down to $200, as 
shown by the accompanying schedule of 
prizes. 

If you are familiar with the series of 
contests above mentioned you cannot 
help but be impressed with this op- 
portunity to earn largely increased 
amounts as presented by the new prize 
schedule. 

If, on the other hand, you have not 
as yet submitted stories in any of 
the past contests conducted by TRUE 
Story Magazine, there never was a time 
you could begin with greater hope of 
earning handsome cash awards than 
now. 

Years ago Bernarr Macfadden, founder 
of True Story Magazine, said, ‘‘In every 
life there is at least one dramatic true 
story.’’ Upon that conviction TRUE Story 
Magazine was founded. And the fact that 
today True Story is the most popular 
magazine in the world goes to prove how 
well Bernarr Macfadden had read the 
throbbing heart of humanity. 


Your Great Opportunity 


In your life there is a story that the 
world would read with bated breath if 
given the opportunity to do so. 

We do not know what it is, but you 
do. It may be the story of a great love, 
or a great sacrifice, of success or failure, 
of glory or ruin, but whatever it is, it repre- 
sents an emotional crisis in your life, or in 
the life of the person who lived it and, as 
such, is of absorbing interest to every human 
being. 

And now True Story Magazine gives 
you the opportunity to tell it and, at the 
same time, realize a handsome sum of 
money. This without your identity being 
revealed, for during its entire career TRUE 
Story has never published a story over a 
writer’s name or revealed the identity of 
a writer, except with his or her express 
permission to do so. 

Above all, do not hesitate to set your 
story down because you feel that you do 
not possess sufficient skill as a writer. 
During the past few years we have paid 
many thousands of dollars for stories to 
men and women who, until they had tried, 
thought they could not write. 

Because of the character of this offer, 
every person having a real life experience 
to tell, no matter what his or her sphere 


Prize Schedule 


Each month of this contest nine 
prizes will be awarded as follows: 


Ist Prize $2,000 
1,000 
500 
200 


2nd Prize 
Two Third Prizes, each 
Five Fourth Prizes, each 


MONTHLY TOTAL $5,000 


in life, or degree of education, has equal 
opportunity to profit by this contest. Re- 
member, the story is the thing that counts— 
not literary skill. Tell it naturally, simply, 
in your own words; just as it happened 
to you or to some one you know and the 
judges will consider it entirely upon its 
qualities as a story, i.e.—its power to hold 
the interest and its appeal to the human 
heart. If it contains the human quality 
we seek, it will receive preference over 
tales of less merit, no matter how cleverly, 
beautifully, or skilfully written they may 
be. 

Judging upon this basis, the person sub- 
mitting the best true story in this contest 
will receive the first prize of $2,000.00, the 
person submitting the second best will re- 
ceive the second prize of $1,000.00, etc. 

Each contest runs one month. Be sure, 
then, to get your story into our hands as soon 
as possible, for you yourself know it is hu- 
man nature to procrastinate and many 
stories which might just as easily be entered 
in the current contest will probably not be 
filed until later. This, of course, mate- 
rially improves the chances of those whose 
manuscripts are entered now. 

Another thing, do not stop with sending 
in a single story. If in your life there 
have been several stirring episodes, if you 
know of soul-trying experiences that have 
taken place in the lives of just ordinary 
folk of your acquaintance, write them and 
send them in from month to month, as the 
contests progress. Remember there is noth- 
ing in the rules to prohibit your being 
awarded several of the big $2,000 prizes, 
or failing in that, several of the lesser 
prizes; provided, of course, that your 
stories have the right appeal. 


Read the Rules Carefully 


The contest rules as set forth are simple, com- 
plete, and easily understood. Read them carefully. 
They open the road to success for every man and 
woman having a real true story to tell. The 
schedule of awards is so substantial that you, even 
though you have had no writing experience whatso- 
ever, can realize as much, or more, for your story 
as many a famous writer could command for a tale 
containing a like number of words. 

Strike while the iron is hot—act while the oppor- 
tunity exists. This is your chance. Do not let it 
pass unheeded. 

Upon receipt of each manuscript an ackowledge- 
ment will be mailed to the sender. 
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Contest Rules 


All stories must be written in the first person 
based on facts that happened either in the lives 
of the writers of these stories, or to people of 
their acquaintance, proper evidence of truth to 
be furnished by writers upon request. 


Clearly typed manuscripts, double spaced, are 
preferred, though manuscripts written with pen 
and ink will be considered. Printed material, 
poetry, penciled manuscripts, stories of less than 
2,500 words, stories written in foreign languages, 
or submitted in parts, will not be considered. 


At top of first page record the total number of 
words in your story. 


PRINT YOUR FULL NAME AND ADDRESS 
ON UPPER RIGHT HAND CORNER OF FIRST 
PAGE AND UPON ENVELOPE. Write on one 
side of paper only. Do not use thin tissue or onion 
skin paper. Send material flat; do not roll. Num- 
ber the pages. 


Enclose with each manuscript sufficient postage 
for return of material, if not available. (Return 
addressed envelope not necessary .) 


No correspondence can be entered into con- 
cerning rejected manuscripts, nor can changes 
or corrections be made in manuscripts once they 
have been submitted. Unavailable stories wiil 
be returned as soon as rejected by the judges, 
irrespective of closing date of contest. 


Every possible effort will be made to return 
unavailable manuscripts, but we do not hold our- 
selves responsible for such return, and we ad- 
vise contestants to retain a copy of stories sub- 
mitted. No rejected manuscripts may be entered 
in a later contest of this series nor submitted later 
to this company for purchase. 


_The decision of the judges on all manuscripts 
will be final, there being no appeal from their decision. 
In case of ties, each contestant will receive the 
full amount of the prize tied for. 


The contest is open to every one, except em- 
ployees of Macfadden Publications, Inc., and 
members of their families. 


This series of contests extends from month to 
month until further notice. Each is separate and 
distinct from any other contest. 


. Macfadden Publications, Inc., reserves the 
right to terminate this series of contests at its 
discretion upon at least 30 days’ published notice, 
thus providing ample time for ail manuscripts in 
course of preparation to be completed and submitted. 


All contest manuscripts received by us will be 
entered in the contest of the calendar month in 
which they are received at this address. 


Names of prize winners will be announced in 
TRUE STorY Magazine, but not in a manner to 
identify the writers with the stories they submit. 


Address _your manuscripts to TRUE STORY 
MANUSCRIPT CONTEST, Dept. 4C, 1926 
Broadway, New York City, N. Y. Unless so ad- 
dressed, no manuscripts will be entered in the 
contest. 


Under no condition submit any story that has 
ever before been published in any form. 


The Publishers cannot be made a party to any 
suit for libel, plagiarism, or for other damage 
growing out of the publication of any story sub- 
mitted, or for any other cause growing out of 
this contest. The writer of each story, by its 
submission, agrees to indemnify the Publishers 
for any damages, including expenses, in connec- 
tion with any claim hereafter made. 


NOTE—On behalf of the many persons who 
submit their life experiences in story form to 
TRUE STORY and allied Macfadden maga- 
zines, we have printed a manual describing 
the technique which, according to our ex- 
perience, is best suited for use in writing 
true stories. It is. entitled, ‘Facts You 
Should Know about TRUE STORY.” Please 
ask for it by name when writing for it. We 
will be glad to mail you a copy free upon re- 
quest. Failure to send for this booklet does 
not, however, lessen your chances of being 
awarded a prize in the contest series. 
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think of his character, too. What kind of 
man is he going to become if he keeps on? 
Is it good for him to be allowed to act so? 
Please help a troubled mother. 

Emma. 


The Son Writes: 


Dear Mrs. WILLMAN: 

It isn’t just because Ma asked me to 
write that I’m doing so. It’s because I 
think the time has come for us boys to be 
heard, too. You see a lot of complaints 
printed in the papers and magazines but 
they’re all written by parents, by middle- 
aged folks. I hope you’re going to give 
me a chance to talk right out. 

Every time the slightest little argu- 
ment arises, Ma and Pop rave about how 
much I owe them for all they’ve done. 
Now just how much do I owe them, Mrs. 
Willman? And why? 

Did I ask to be born? Would I 
know the difference if I’d never been 
born? But they brought me into the 
world and, so far as I can see, the obliga- 
tion is theirs—not mine. They under- 
took the burden and I don’t think they 
have the right to expect me to bear it for 
them. They had to raise me or abandon 
me. 

I haven’t any objection to my parents 
the way Ma seems to think I have. But 
do I have to bow down and worship 
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them? If I think Pop drives like an old 
woman, and he certainly does, why can’t 
I tell him so straight from the shoulder, 
instead of writing him a formal letter 
about it? 

Anyway, I’d drive the car if he’d let 
me. But the truth is that the old man 
enjoys running his own bus, and won’t 
give me much as a smack at it. 

I hate household chores. The lawn 
doesn’t mean a thing in my life. Why 
must I blister my hands just because Ma 
likes it trimmed to a certain length? 

Say, I’d be razzed to death if any of the 
fellows ever passed my house and saw me 
painting the porch or washing the car. 
I'd have to put on overalls to do that, and 
I'd never hear the end of it. So far as I’m 
concerned, we might as well live in an 
apartment where the landlord would do 
the painting, and there wouldn’t be any 
lawns or flower-beds. Did I ask for ’em? 

And what fun do I get out of the car? 
I’m allowed to have it one night a week 
for my own. The rest of the time Pop 
drives it himself. I’ll admit I can ask 
anybody I please to go along, but that’s 
not the same thing. 

Let me tell you, Mrs. Willman, if I 
did all the chores Ma expects me to, I 
wouldn’t have very much time to run 
with the crowd, and a fellow has to do 
that. 

You’re young only once. You have to 


enjoy life while you can. There’s lots of 
time for responsibility when your own 
obligations come along. Why do parents 
want their children to shoulder burdens 
which don’t belong to them? 

Are they jealous of youth? Do they 
begrudge us things just because they 
didn’t have them? Do they resent our 
good times? I guess that’s it. They cer- 
tainly don’t understand that we have 
feelings and desires too and our own lives 
to live. Even if I do owe my parents 
something, I certainly don’t owe them 
the right to ruin my life and do as they 
please with it. 

Ear. 


What is your opinion? 

For the best letter on this subject we will 
pay $15, for the second best $10, and for 
the third best $5. 

All letters must be in this office by noon, 
February 1. Prizes will be awarded 
by March 1. We will publish the win- 
ning letters in an early issue of the maga- 
zine. 

Do you like the Home Problems Forum? 
Have you any suggestions for making its 
appeal of even wider interest? Remember, 
this is where the vast TRUE Story family 
can talk over its problems freely and be 
sure always of sympathetic listeners and 
wise counsel. 

(Mrs.) HELEN WILiMaAN. 


How his groaning and moaning could be 
heard for blocks around. . . . How he 
had longed for death to come and end his 
agony. 

It has always been my lot to hear other 
people’s troubles, I don’t know why. I 
had heard many sad tales such as hers 
before, and I did not think it so strange 
that she should be telling me, a stranger, 
about her sorrow and bereavement. Nor 
did I notice, at the time, anything dif- 
ferent in her manner from that of any 
other heartbroken woman grieving over 


the loss of a loved one. 
“\ OULD you like to see my hus- 
band’s picture?” she asked wist- 
fully, as she turned to me. I thought 
there was little enough I could do to com- 
fort the poor soul, so I would look at his 
picture to please her. I told her I would, 
and she led the way into the house. 

We passed first through the warm, 
smelly kitchen, where many loaves of 
newly baked bread were heaped upon the 
table. Then on across a long living room, 
and thence to a dimly lighted bedroom 
at the rear of the house. 

Mrs. Bronson walked slowly, and spoke 
not a word. I had a weird presentiment 
that this must feel like the death march 
of a condemned man on his way to the 
gallows! 

In the corner of the darkened room 
Mrs. Bronson paused before an enlarged 
picture on an easel. It was covered with 
a black cloth which she removed, and I 
noticed that the face of the picture was 
turned to the wall. Spellbound, I 
watched her lift the picture slowly and 
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(Continued from page 16) 


carefully from the easel and turn it about. 

I gazed at the picture respectfully, 
trying to think of some words of comfort 
for the woman who was standing so 
quietly by my side. Before I could speak, 
however, I was plunged into the depths of 
fear and horror by the change which 
suddenly came over Mrs. Bronson. 

Seizing my arm with the grip of a vise, 
Mrs. Bronson declared, ‘““No one can 
look at that picture—and live! Not even 
my own son! I can cut you all up into 
pieces, like. a chicken! It won’t bother 
me one bit! I know just where to cut 
and I won’t miss your heart by an inch!” 

Unable to move, or even call for help, 
I stood looking into Mrs. Bronson’s face 
and realized I was helpless in the hands 
of a raving maniac! Fascinated, I 
watched her movements, wondering what 
she would do next. 

“Here,” she pointed out, “will be the 
heart and here (marking me off in sections 
with her free hand) will be the stomach. 
Here will be the liver, here will be the 
lungs.” 

Then she grabbed me fiercely around 
the neck with both hands, as though in- 
tending to choke me, looking about mean- 
while for a knife, I supposed, or some- 
thing with which to dissect me. I re- 
membered seeing a huge butcher-knife 
on the kitchen table as we came through. 
Perhaps she read the thought in my eyes, 
or perhaps she just happened to think 
of it herself. At any rate, she released 
me and started rapidly toward the 
kitchen. 

I don’t know how long I stood there 
waiting for her to come back, for I was 


utterly paralyzed and motionless with fear. 

At last my feet automatically carried 
me from that chamber of horror, and I 
found myself once more on the veranda. 

And then another strange thing hap- 
pened, perhaps the strangest of all, con- 
sidering what had taken place just pre- 
viously. Mrs. Bronson stepped out on 
the veranda with a neatly wrapped loaf 
of bread in her hands, and extended it to 
me with a smile! 

“T hope you like my bread,” she re- 
marked calmly. I could only gasp! But 
my relief was so great, it was painful. 

“Come again, Mrs. Evans,” she called 
cheerfully as I hastened away. 


HURRIED to my landlady, Mrs. Sad- 

ler—I told her the whole story, just as 
I have here set it down. I did not exag- 
gerate it in any way—lI didn’t need to. 
But Mrs. Sadler had known Mrs. Bronson 
for many years; she had known me but a 
few weeks. Mrs. Bronson was her coun- 
trywoman; I was a Yankee. 

She did not say all this, but she refused 
to believe my story. She coldly inti- 
mated that some folks were well known 
for their sterling worth and truthfulness, 
while others could not be depended 
upon—or words to that effect! I knew 
my tale sounded weird and fantastic. 
I said nothing more about my experience 
after that, except to my sister June. 
She was about as badly scared as I, 
and to this day remembers the whole 
story and speaks of it once in awhile. 
But I always change the subject hastily, 
for any mention of Mrs. Bronson never 
fails to set my nerves tingling. 


Please accept this 
“get-acquainted” of- 
fer without the slight- 
est obligation. We 
know what an UN- 
USUAL value this is 
and we are willing to 
prove it to you entirely at 
our risk. Send only $1.00 
deposit with the coupon 
below and we’ll ship you 
.,.. these 3 handsome Ax- 
minster Rugs. We pay shipping charges except to Rocky 
Mt. and Pacific Coast states, 


30 Days Trial 


Yes, we want you to see what a wonderful bargain this is. 
We want to show you, too, how easy and convenient it is 
to deal with Straus & Schram by mail, how we save you 
money on everything for the home and give easy monthly 
payments besides. Once you’ve tried our way of shop- 
ping, we are confident you will buy from us always as 
thousands of others all over the country have done for 
47 years. But we leave that to you. If, after 30 days trial, 
you are not delighted with these rugs, with the quality, the 
beauty, the bargain value, send them back at our expense, 
and we’ll refund your dollar deposit. Fair enough, isn’t it? 


iStraus & Schram, °<®t- Chicago, Il1.1 


4262 
[Enclosed find $1. Ship the 3 genuine Axminster rugs, shipping charges 

prepaid except to Rocky Mt. and Pacific States. Iam to have 30 days frecll 
qirial. If I keep the rugs I will pay you $1.00 monthly. If not satisfied, 1 
pn to return the rugs within 30 days and you are to refund my deposit. g 
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If you want ONLY our fal Home Women’s, Men’s, Chil- | 
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Soft, Thick 
Axminsters 


These rugs are extra thick, 
high pile, genuine Axmin- 
sters. Only 
three on this offer; 
would be good value at 
$18.50 cash. 
All 3 are of identical quality 
— expertly woven of wool 
face yarns. Hach pattern is 
distinctive in di 
coloring, Soft, rich, harmo- 
nizing colors, 
absolutely fast. 
27x52 in., easy to han 
and clean. "There’s a place 
in every home for these ex- |, 
quisite rugs; here and there 
in the living room, at 
entrances, in 
dining room, bath or over 
any 
hardest wear. 
Order by No. C6796A 
$1.00 with coupon; 
$1.00 monthly. Price 
for three, only $9.95 
Shipping charges paid ex- 
cept to Rocky Mountain 


; We Pay 
Shipping Charges 


$9.95 for all 
they 


design and 


‘uaranteed 
ize of rugs 


door 
bedrooms, 


bare spot. Will stand 


and Pacific States 


Free 
Catalogs 
sent 
with or 
without 
order. 

But if you decide See 
tokeep the 3 Rugs, coupon. 
just send us $1.00 a month until 
you have paid our sensational sale price— 
only $9.95. Isn’t that an EASY way to buy? 
And save money, besides! Please don’t 
delay for we have only a limited supply of 
rugs for this bargain offer and we wouldn’t 
like to have you miss this opportunity. 


Send Coupon! 
Straus & Schram 


We Pay 
Shipping Charges 


Yes, we pay all parcel post and freight 
charges on shipments everywhere except 
to Rocky Mountain and Pacific Coast States, 


Chicago, Ill. 


Dept. 
4262 
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COOLS while 
| you shave and the 
coolness lingers! 
LISTERINE 
SHAVING CREAM 
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Gce workers... travellers 


Gargle with full strength 
Listerine night and morn- 
ing, especially during win- 
ter weather. It inhibits 
the development of sore 
throat and checks it 
should it develop. 


‘Targets for Sore Throat 


OU people who work in offices or travel 
during the winter are among sore throat’s 
easiest victims. 

Constantly present in even normal mouths 
are millions of disease germs. The most 
common are those of colds, sore throat, and 
influenza. 

When, for any reason, body resistance is 
lowered, nature no longer is able to with- 
stand their attacks. They get the upper 
hand, causing disease. 

And people who work in offices or travel 
constantly are called upon to meet con- 


ditions that weaken body resistance—overheated rooms, 
poor air, sudden changes of temperature, over exposure 


To prevent colds 


Physicians say that most colds are 
caused when germs are transferred 
from the hands to food which then 
enters the mouth. They advise rins- 
ing the hands with Listerine before 
each meal, as a preventive. 


to bad weather, and contacts with people in 
crowded cars, trains and buses. 

At the first sign of trouble, gargle with full 
strength Listerine and keep it up systemat- 
ically. Also, consult your doctor. Listerine 
checks colds and sore throat because it de- 


stroys the germs that cause them. Thoughabso- 
lutely safe to use full strength, it is fatal to germs—kills 
even the Staphylococcus Aureus (pus) and Bacillus 
Typhosus (typhoid) in counts ranging to 200,000,000 
in 15 seconds. We could not make this statement 
unless prepared to prove it to the complete satisfac- 
tion of the medical profession and U.S. government. 

Keep a bottle of Listerine handy in home 


and office. Tuck one in your bag when trav- 


eling. It may save you a siege of illness. Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A. 


LISTERINE T™: 848 Axtisserre 


Li, 200,000,000 Lerms in I5 seconds 
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Ruth Harriet Louise 


This young lady is not 
merely a good looker, but 
also a good talker, as 
witness her new and 
greater prominence in the 
talking pictures. She is 
leading lady in “The 
Love Doctor.” and Buddy 
Ro gers’ “River of 
Romance.” 


Gene Robert Richee 


The change from movies 
to talkies was easy for 
beautiful Lois Moran. 
Her fine performances in 
“Behind That Curtain,” 
and “Song of Ken- 
tucky,” put her among 
the foremost actresses on 


the Fox lot 


Freutich 


From Hal Roach comedies 


von Stroheim’s “Wedding 
March,” was a_ long 
jump, but an easy one 
for Fay Wray, who is 7 


is ““Pointed Heels.” Y 


Gene Robert Richee 


now being featured by \ 
Paramount. Her latest QI) 


to leading lady in Erich \) 


A familiar face on Broad- 


way, Robert Montgomery 


in pictures in MGM's 


“So This Is College.” \ 


He will also be seen as 


“Their 


Ruth Harriet Louise 


Beautiful Ovals fs 


Why pay $8 or $10 for a new bedroom 
rug when you can mail a small bundle 
of old material FREE to the Olson 
Factories and have soft velvety rugs 
woven in Rose, Blue, Grey Green, 
Mulberry, Taupe, Mole, Tan, Mahog- 
any,etc. Arug2% x31 ft. can $900 
be made for as little as ......... — 
45 pounds of material will make a 
9 x 12 ft. rug for as little $9995 


Sond Your Old Rugs, Clothing 


DIRECT to the OLSON FACTORIES at Our Expense 


pe Persian design 
All Rugs Woven 


SEAMLESS 
REVERSIBLE 
ANY SIZE 


in a week 


MA. the handy coupon now for the new 
FREE Olson book of model rooms in 
colors. See all the beautiful plain, fancy, and 
Oriental pattern rugs we can weave from your 
old materials. No matter how faded or worn 
your material is, no matter what color, we 
are able to extract the wool, and other mate- 
rials, by our Patented Process so it is just as 
good as it ever was. ; 

Your material is sorted, washed, pickered, 
carded, combed, bleached, respun, and redyed 


OLSON RUG CO, 


Chicago, New York, Detroit, St. Louis, Milwaukee, Cleveland, San Francisco 


Mail Coupon to Dept. F-39, Chicago, Ill. 


5118 BBR <8 Ey 


ae 


Pattern 8489 —a colorful lestgn. 


. . . then newly woven into Duo-Velvely rugs 
that look and feel like brand new rugs. 


You Risk Nothing by a Trial 


We invite you to compare these new and 
finer rugs with costly Axminsters, and judge 
fer color, durability and price. If not de- 
lighted, send them back at our expense and 
we will pay for your materials. We have No 
Agents or canvassers. WE PAY FREIGHT, 
Express or Parcel Post from all states. 


OUR 56th 
-_ - \ 
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Love's tates 
Mystery 


By BERNARR MACFADDEN 


OVE’S problems are indeed intricate. 
They are a deep, impenetrable mystery to most people. 


Psychologists try to dissect this emotion, but their knowledge is usually 

superficial. It doés not delve deeply into the realms of romance. 

One may be controlled absolutely by a serious ambition, and suddenly he 
discovers an afhnity. 

The love emotion is awakened. 

Though life may have been guided previously by determined desires to 
attain outstanding renown, an elemental force is then aroused that over- 
shadows everything else. 


To win the one you love is paramount. Everything else is insignificant in 
comparison. 


And if the victim of Cupid’s darts were to try to analyze this new force 
there would be no explanation forthcoming. 


No one can definitely define the mysteries associated with falling in love. 


Some might term it sex appeal. Others might say that the ideal of one’s 
dreams had come to life. 


BU neither explanation would be entirely satisfactory. 


The bewitching mystery so closely associated with the love emotion 
greatly adds to its enticing allurements. 


“T don’t know why I love you, but I do. 
ability to analyze this imperious fascination. 


And real love sanctifies everything. 


There are many hypocritical pretenders, but they are usually moved by 
mere animal passion. 


But real love is not entirely guided by such emotions. It is something 
that brings one closer to things divine. 


Life then has a broader aspect. You are more humane and considerate of 
cthers when you are in love. 


But do not try to explain this bewildering mystery. It is beyond explana- 
tion. You cannot analyze it. 


Fulfill the responsibilities that come to you through its enchanting allure- 
ments. 


The ecstatic delights associated with falling in love should be sufficient. 


That is the natural fate of all normal people; and it should be your privilege 
to enjoy it to the uttermost. 


99 


That is about the extent of one’s 
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Y mother died when I 
was a mere child, and I 
was adopted into the 


home of a wealthy Southern 
family. From childhood I was 
surrounded with every luxury, 
and almost every temptation, 
which life offers to the idle 
rich. _ 

I do not believe that my 
foster parents ever really loved 
me, even as a child, for I feel 
that if they had, I would not 
have been so unjustly treated 
by them and not even given a 
chance to explain things, as 
was the case in the story I am 
about to tell. 

I received a good education, 
studying both in this country 
and a year abroad, to give me 
that “definite polish,” as my 
mother used to often remark. 

It was the desire of my 
foster parents that I marry 
into one of the old Southern 
families, therefore I was trained 
and educated to this end, and 
had Fate not intervened. I 
should not have had this story 
to write. Neither would I have 
had to suffer so bitterly. 


HEN I completed my 

school course I returned 
home, bringing with me Chloe 
Ann Mitchell, my roommate 
and very dear friend. Chloe 
Ann’s position in life was not 
as fortunate as mine, and it 
was only by careful saving and 
skimping that her parents had 
been able to send her to the 
exclusive finishing school which we both attended. 

I shall endeavor to describe for you both Chloe Ann’s 
looks and character. She was a tall, fair girl, with an 
abundance of copper-colored hair which curled about her 
face, forming, as it were, a sort of halo about her head. 
Her eyes were blue, cold and calculating, and I often felt 
that in their depths there lurked a certain amount of 
shrewdness and a shallowness of disposition. She was 
extremely selfish and willful, but I liked her in spite of this: 
or perhaps it would be more truthful to say that I rather 
pitied her because she was so pleasure loving, and there 
seemed to be little chance of her ever getiing much plea- 
sure out of life, as her people were poor and, as Chloe 
Ann said, “it was up to her to help support the household 
after ber one year at finishing school.” 

She never seemed to tire of telling me of all the squalor 
and discomfort of her home and surroundings, often com- 
paring them with what mine must be in the sunny South. 

Tt was after one of these outbursts of hers, followed by 
a shower of tears, that I took her in my arms and begged 
her to spend her summer vacation with me on the old 
plantation. At first, she feared that she would not be able 
to persuade her parents to allow her to come, but after 
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exchanging a few letters with them she finally won their 
consent, and it was with a light heart that Chloe Ann 
wended her way southward with me. 

My foster parents immediately fell in love with my 
visitor and there were times when I even felt a twinge of 


jealousy over this. I once heard mother remark that she 
only wished that it had been her luck to have adopted a 
girl like Chloe Ann, because she was beautiful and clever, 
while I was merely pretty and not nearly so feminine as my 
fair-haired friend. 


ND indeed there was as much difference in our looks 
and dispositions as there could possibly be between 
two people. Chloe Ann was fair and I was dark, with 
fiery eyes and black hair. I was considered by most 
people to be very pretty, but my chief attractions were 
my fun-loving disposition and my ‘enthusiasm over sports 
of all kinds. 
I was popular with the young set in which Chloe Ann and 
I mingled, and especially was I liked by the opposite sex. 
I cared little for men, however, while Chloe Ann, on the 
other hand, seemed always to be bored unless she was 
surrounded by a crowd of male admirers. It seems strange 


SIN 


The years roll by and still their 
frantic search goes on, for no 


matter how they try, life won’t 


“How about joining us?” 


I asked him 


that we two fell in love with the same man and that this 
thing completely wrecked my life. 

Strange to say, the terrible tragedy which occurred and 
for which Chloe Ann was wholly to blame, had no effect 
on her life, but completely ruined my peace of mind and 
happiness for fifteen years; and I shall carry the scars on 
my heart with me to my grave. 


FTER Chloe Ann and I had been at home about a 
week, I was beginning to fear that her visit was not go- 
ing to be as exciting and enjoyable as we had planned, as 
she cared nothing for riding or any of the outdoor sports 
which my friends and I enjoyed. She refused to accom- 
pany us on our riding trips, complaining that it always 
tired her to sit in the saddle. Then, too, she had always 
been afraid of horses, duc to a severe fright she had from 
being thrown from a horse when she was a child. 

She was fond of dancing and she always appreciated 
and enjoyed good music, so I went out of my way to see 
that we accepted every invitation which would appeal to 
my visitor’s taste. 

One balmy afternoon a few of my young friends came 
galloping up on their various steeds, and insisted that 


let them forget 


Chloe Ann and I 
accompany them on 
a jaunt into the sur- 
rounding hills and 
country. After quite 
a deal of persuasion 
on all our parts, we 
finally got Chloe Ann 
to say she would go 
along, so swiftly we 
donned our riding 
togs and in a few 


minutes’ time we 
were all galloping 
away. 


NE of the boys 
who was riding 
along by my side 
said, “By the way, 
Nancy, do you know 
that handsome devil, 
Bob Hargrave, ar- 
rived home on the 
steamer yesterday?” 
My interest was 
immediately 
aroused, as Bob 
Hargrave had been 
my ideal man ever 
since I was sixteen 
years old and I had 
long since given him 
all the love of my 
young heart. As I 
was riding along, 
busy with my 
thoughts of bygone 
days and happy 
times spent in the company of Bob Hargrave, he, himself 
came prancing up on one of the thoroughbreds for which 
the Hargrave stables were noted. 

Bob drew rein and quickly dismounted, grabbing Black 
Beauty, my fiery little mare, by the bridle. Almost at 
once he lifted me from the saddle. He was even hand- 
somer than I had remembered him two years ago, just 
before he left for Paris to study art. He gazed down into 
my upturned face and a feeling of ecstasy coursed through 
my veins and I knew that I loved him with all the ardor 
and passion in my heart. 

Just as’he was chiding me about being so grown-up 
and pretty, the remainder of the party drew up and all 
showed great surprise at seeing Bob, for his homecoming 
was known to very few. Every one dismounted and Bob 
received a warm welcome from all, as he had always been a 
general favorite. 

When I introduced Chloe Ann to him she seemed too 
much interested and a little too enthusiastic, and it ap- 
peared that her forwardness caused Bob some em- 
barrassment. Chloe Ann’s conduct did not surprise me, 
as she was always deeply concerned about any member 
of the opposite sex. I felt that Bob would like the little 
45 
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catechism which Chloe Ann was putting him through 
brought to an end, so I said, “How about joining us in 
our proposed ride?” 

He seemed thankful for the suggestion and immediately 
mounted his horse, saying, ‘(Come on, let’s see who will 
arrive first at the old chestnut tree on yonder hill.” 

My escort and I were leading the race when his horse 
suddenly became lame and he fell behind. Bob galloped 
up, leaned over his saddle and said in a low voice, “It’s 
too bad for the other*chap to have to give up the race, but 
it’s a great piece of luck for me to have you all to myself.” 


I SMILED at him and I, too, was glad to have this op- 
portunity of being alone with him. We somehow 
dodged the crowd and we spent the afternoon sitting on a 
log, deep in the heart of the forest, discussing old times. 
Time passed quickly and it was growing dusk when we 
arrived home. 

Lasked Bob to join us for dinner. He seemed delighted 
with the invitation but be said, “First I must go home and 
change my clothes but I promise to be back within an 
hour.” 

I cautioned him not to be late, saying that I also must 
change into a dinner gown. 

He started on his way and I turned into the drive, 
dismounted from my horse and called one of the stable 
boys to take Black Beauty in charge. 

Chloe Ann greeted me coolly when I stopped at her 
room to inquire how she was getting along with her dress- 
ing. She greeted me with, ‘Say, you are a fine one, to 
capture the handsomest man I’ve seen since I’ve been 
here, and then give the rest of us the slip! Hereafter don’t 
be so selfish with your handsome Bob, because I rather 
fell for him myself.””. Her voice held a note of disdain and 
a sneer in it, and I felt from that moment on that we two 
were destined to have trouble over Bob Hargrave. 

Mother and Dad both liked Bob a great deal, and they 
were greatly pleased when I announced that he had 
promised to dine with us on this, his first night at home. 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


Bob came in just as dinner was announced and we pro- 
ceeded to the dining room. Chloe Ann monopolized the 
conversation throughout the entire meal, and I began to 
feel a deep dislike for her welling up within me. After 
our coffee in the drawing room father persuaded Bob to 
play chess with him, so I saw very little of Bob that 
evening. 

Chloe Ann hovered about his chair and I could see that 
it irritated both father and Bob to have their game inter- 
rupted by her bits of conversation. I spent the remainder 
of the evening in the music room, hoping that at the last 
moment Bob would come in to say good-night to me. It 
finally grew quite late. 

Just as I was closing the old mahogany piano I heard 
Bob’s voice in the hall asking for me, so I ran out, only to 
find Chloe Ann begging him to take her for a walk through 
the beautiful old garden, saying that she always enjoyed 
the moonlight at this hour. Of course, he could not refuse 
her request so I slipped hastily up the stairs, unobserved 
by either of them. 


T had always been a habit of mine since early childhood 
to spend a few moments each night, before retiring, on 
the balcony off my room which overlooked the gardens. 
On this particular night I hastily slipped into a negligée 
and went out on the balcony, hoping to raise my drooping 
spirits by gazing down upon the beautiful moonlit land- 
scape. I donot know why my gaze wandered tothe old mar- 
ble bench by the fountain, but I think that it must have been 
subconscious, because my mind was so filled with thoughts 
of Bob and the wily Chloe Ann, who had intrigued him 
into taking her for a stroll in the garden. 

I saw Chloe Ann rise from the bench, pulling Bob 
by the hand, and literally throwing herseif into his arms. 
I rushed back into my room, and flinging myself across 
my bed, I wept bitterly. I loathed Chloe Ann with all my 
heart, and felt that it would be impossible for me to treat 
her as if nothing had happened, although 1 knew that my 
foster parents would upbraid me (Continued on page 87) 
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She was laboring under some great agitation 


The responsibility for the future of two men, a woman and two little 


children, was suddenly thrust upon Bill. 
the wisdom of a Solomon, and he was only a telegrapher. 


It was a situation that demanded 
Yet when the 


critical moment came, he— 


office. My world moves quickly. Speed is its object 

and chief end. I have seen many dramas in my years 
of service and read many, many more from the printed 
words on the little sheets that pass under my eyes each 
night. 

Smiles and sorrow, congratulations and condolences, 
success and failure. The whole gamut of human emotion 
each day and night is snapped out across the network of 
wires girdling our great globe, and making it small indeed 
with the steady, metallic rat-tat-tat of the telegraph 
machines. JI sometimes muse on the result, could this 
clattering, monotonous chorus change expression with the 


I AM night manager of a busy, metropolitan telegraph 


subject of each individual message which goes on its way. 

My tour of duty begins at five in the evening; I am off 
at one A.M. The story I am about to tell ran its course in 
four hours of one of these tours. 

Perhaps you, on that night, were sitting in a theater, 
and in the same space of time followed with mixed emotion 
the puppets play across the screen in their make-believe 
drama. Tell me if the manufactured swiftness of the play 
you saw moved as fast, or contained as many crises or 
eventually came to its imaginary end with greater force 
or tender mercy, than this drama. of mine. 

Five o’clock is one of the hours when telegraph traffic is 
at its peak. All channels, outgoing and incoming, at that 
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hour are loaded down with an apparently endless stream 
of messages. Operators work the mechanical printers, 
fingers flying, eyes straining, every ounce of strength and 
judgment is centered on the business of moving urgent 
communication accurately and without delay. 

Telephones buzz and jangle in quick succession or in 
pairs, in every part of the office. Hard-working boys in 
uniform make a continuous procession through the door 
to the chime of the call circuits. The front office, with its 
four black-topped desks and rows of vari-colored blanks, 
becomes too small to accommodate all, and groups form 
at the counter to write standing up. 

This rush ordinarily lasts from five until seven. At 
seven o’clock things usually ease up a bit and gradually 
business assumes a comfortable, normal. 

It was six o’clock on this night I'am to tell you of. I was 
standing before my desk, frowning at a sheaf of papers 
thrust into my hand by the chief operator. The first 
thing that had caught my eye was pe signature of the 
topmost endorsement, a flowery * “P:R 

I snorted to myself, “Another complaint!” J. P: 
Ranger was the company’s complaint and claim manager. 

I put the papers on a corner of my desk. I would look 
them over later on, when I had more time. 

The roar of the office was around me. 

‘“‘Everything moving smoothly tonight,” I thought to 
myself. ‘That new delivery clerk is certainly worth his 
weight in gold. Yes, but confound it, look at Adams!” 
I had given Adams charge of the window and sign lights. 
Here it was dusk and the lights not on. 

“Adams,” I called. ‘Switch your lights!” I turned to 
see the order carried out. 

I now picked up the phone and while awaiting my 
number I noticed for the first time the man and woman 
seated side by side at one of the tables. Furtively, I 
watched them. Certainly the woman was laboring under 
some great agitation. I wondered if the frequent use of 
her handkerchief could mean that she was crying. I 
could not see her well enough to be certain. Her escort 
reached out and laid his hand on hers; I could see the 
pressure he gave it. I saw her turn her head and look into 
his eyes. Yes, I could see now. There were tears in those 
blue orbs. 


HE was a more than ordinarily good-looking woman in 

a clean, sweet, vital way. Her figure was full with grace- 
ful well- balanced curves. Her clothing was fashionable 
and plainly expensive. I automatically judged her age as 
perhaps thirty-two or thirty-three. I turned my attention 
to her escort. 

The man at her side was a splendid specimen of man- 
hood physically. Good health and energy radiated from 
every part of his frame and made itself evident in his every 
motion. His hair was dark brown almost black, as I 
could see it under his hat. He, too, was smartly and ex- 
pensively dressed. 

I can not say even now, what it was in his handsome 
face that awoke an immediate antagonism in me. -»His 
features were dark and regular. Taken individually, I 
could see nothing to a.ouse distrust or aversion in the line 
of the firm jaw, the straight nose, the quick-moving brown 
eyes or the full, high forehead—it was the ensemble that 
lacked conviction, dominant and strong though it appeared. 
Somehow, I got the impression of a man who did no real 
work, either with his mind or his hands. I have decided to 
attribute the usual soundness of these snap judgments to an 
instinct I have acquired through association with the 
world over the counter and over the wires of a telegraph 
office. 

The man was speaking to the woman now. I saw him 
press a pencil into her hand. Once more she turned her 
a eyes to his. She did not speak but looked 
long e smiled a sad little smile and bent to write. 

How slowly she was composing that wire! 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


The telephone on my desk jarred its demand for atten- 
tion on me. ‘“‘Hers will be a death message,” I thought, as 
I lifted the receiver. 

The next fifteen minutes were filled with such activity 
that the two escaped my attention and left my mind com- 
pletely. Traffic details and the telephone took all my 
time. Customers were forgotten. 


N a lull, I turned to size up the situation at the front 

counter again. The counter clerk was busy with 
three hard-faced business men. The man [ had noticed 
at the desk with the woman stood waiting for service with 
a wire in his hand. His companion had left the office. 

I moved quickly toward him. A death message has 
precedence over all else, and my mind had been convinced 
that such a message would be the nature of the file. 

But as I counted the words written in a small feminine 
hand my pencil faltered a trifle, I think. The wire was 
not what I had expected. In truth, I had been far, far 
wrong in my analysis of the situation. These are the 
words my pencil checked: 


JOHN R HARMON 
4892 BAYFAIR AVENUE BROOKLYN N Y¥ 
JOHN PLEASE FORGIVE ME IF YOU CAN STOP 


I AM GOTNG 


“Is this the 
man?” he de- 
manded 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


AWAY WITH ANOTHER STOP KISS THE CHILDREN AND LOVE 
THEM AS I KNOW YOU DO AND FORGET STOP ANNE 


I slashed with my pencil at the box in the upper right- 
hand corner of the blank as I placed there the numbez of 
words in the message and the charges. 

“Seventy cents,’ I said. My voice was even and im- 
personal, whatever my feelings may have been. 

. AY I borrow your pencil?” asked my customer care- 
lessly. “I have broken mine and I have another 
wire I'd like to get off.” 

I handed the man my pencil and waited for him to 
finish. The message was a short one, addressed to Harry 
Duell at a Kansas City address. The text read: 


PLEASE WIRE ME TWO HUNDRED STOP URGENT 
STOP SEND CARE —— STOP THANKS’ STOP 


It was signed ‘Tom Duell.” In the blank space was in- 
serted the name of our company and the address of my 
own office. 

‘“*Please hold that money order for me here,” he re- 
quested. ‘‘I shall be back for it. And please rush it all 
you can,” he added, indicating the message he had just 
written as I handed him his change. 
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“T will,” I promised shortly, as he turned away. 

What a mess of mud! Here was a man stealing another’s 
wife and borrowing money from father or brother perhaps, 
to furnish the means. I shrugged my shoulders to dismiss 
the matter from my mind, but I could not prevent some 
further speculation. 

How could such a woman, whose every appearance was 
of refinement and sweetness, even contemplate such an act 
as she had decided upon? I wondered what domestic 
lack this man was going to supply that would cause her to 
renounce her home, her children and her husband. I tried 
to picture her husband. 

The insanity that comes with the fire of hunger for love 
to some natures is difficult to understand by those of us of 
more lukewarm composition. - 

My eyes followed the two messages to their position 
under the ‘‘B” sending operator’s number stamp. Now 
they were on the rack before his eyes, above the rattling 
kevboard of the machine. One gone! The other followed 
quickly. The messages had no connected meaning to the 
operator. The expression of his face changed not a shade; 
he gave them not a second glance. Words, words, words 
all day long, one after another, thousands of them. _ 

The two messages had become merely “sent business” 
as far as he was concerned. 
His fingers were already 

well on their way 
into the body of a 
long market sum- 
mary. 


HE hands of 
the big electric 
clock had moved 
forward but a few 
minutes when Joe 
Grant, my ‘“B” 
operator, left his 
. machine and head- 
ed for me. 
“What’s wrong, 
Joe?” I inquired. 
“Machine trouble 
on the other 
end.” 
“What trouble?” 
“Getting. wrong 
characters,” he 
explained. ‘‘They 
want to close it 
out. They haven’t 
another set to give 
us and plant can’t 
locate the trouble 
now.” 
“How many on 
hand?” I asked. 
“Only a few. We 
can move ’em all 
right on the other 
machine.” ; 
“They’re still 
coming im fast,” I 
cautioned, for I 
could see but little 
let-up in the signals 
of the call-circuits, 
those little instru- 
ments that register 
the calls for messengers 
when the handle of a box is 
turned at the office of a 
customer. 
(Continued on page 172) 


C THE DEVIL 


That moment of doubt planted the seeds of jealousy 
in her heart, and there they grew until— 


which I was proud owner and manager, I watched 


| \ROM the rear of the Little Ensemble Shoppe of 


the prospective customer enter, her haughty blonde 
head critically turning from the rows of gay hats on the 
left to the racks of equally gay dresses on the right. 

Swiftly noting the lady’s taffy-colored hair and milky 
complexion, I immediately thought of a certain frock that 
had just come from the work room that morning— 
softest, palest blue with touches of ivory lace. And a 
quaint little hat to match, with a brim verging on a poke 
bonnet. The very thing for my customer! 

I rose and advanced toward her. She did not acknowl- 
edge my presence in any way. I might have been a very 
shabby last year’s gown, judging by her arro- 
gant indifference. But I ventured to tell her of 
the blue model. 

“It might have been made for you!” I said 
enthusiastically. ‘You couldn’t help but love 
it!’ And with my last words, I took from a 
deep arawer the little hat of taffeta with its 
dripping ribbons. : 

She frowned. “It looks old-fashioned,” was 
her contemptuous verdict after a moment’s 
survey 

“That’s its charm!” I cried rather indig- 


nantly. “Perhaps quaint would be the better 
word to call it. And the dress to match it is 
perfect.” 


The customer raised amused eyebrows as I 
displayed it. “Heavens! Why not save that 
for a masquerade costume? It certainly looks 
like nothing modern.” 


“TT is the most stylish and original ensemble 
in the store,” I replied coldly. 

She did not answer but began to look about, 
now and then trying on a very bright hat with a 
huge, floppy brim—the very thing she should 
never wear. 

After fifteen minutes of aimless wandering 
about the little shop, she reached with a de- 
lighted cry for a mammoth hat of reddish rose. 
The brim was heavy with full blown roses and I 
groaned as she tried it on. Imagine a very tiny, 
blonde woman in an immense red-rose, hat and 
you will, perhaps, realize my anguish. I wanted 
no woman to go out of the Little Ensemble 
Shoppe looking as she did. When she asked, 
surveying herself delightedly, for the frock 
that matched the hat she had selected, I 
hesitated for a long moment. 

“That shade is not so becoming as blue would 
be,” I said. “Or pale green perhaps, or black.” 

“Are you here to sell clothes—or to advise 
your customers?” she sneered. 

I brought the dress—a tight fitting siren’s 
sheath of that gay, rose-hued velvet. On a tall, 
willowy. woman that hat and dress would have 
been superb. On that dumpy blonde it was 
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As I watched and 

listened, all the hap- 

piness and pleasure 

of the past months 
faded 


ridiculous. But she held up the long skirt and twirled 
about before the mirror, smiling at the reflection. 
“Make it short,” she said at last. ‘To the knee, or 
maybe, a few inches above—one inch, anyway.” 
I became desperate at the thought of other women 
knowing she had bought her freakish outfit at my store. 


INSIDE ME—~ 


“T can’t let you have that dress and hat, madam,” 
Isaid. “It doesn’t become you. Rose red— of all shades! 
Why not try this Jittle black? Surely you want to dress 
in a way that will emphasize your type, not ruin it! 
You—” 


“TT seems to me that I am the best judge of what will 
ruin my type or not,” she returned, glaring angrily. 
“T will have this dress!” 


Suddenly, a happy thought struck me. “Why not 


bring some friends of yours?” I suggested. ‘Let them tell 
you their opinions—” 
“As if one could really believe what another woman said 


of one’s clothes!” she exclaimed in scornful anger. 
Then she smiled—not a pleasant smile, however. ‘‘Well, 
I could bring Richard, I suppose,” she murmured. “Yes, 
Tomorrow Ill bring my husband. If he approves my 
choice, you will not refuse to let me have them?” 
“Certainly not, madam,” I assured her, vastly relieved. 
For I was sure that no man could gaze at that funny figure, 
pirouetting before the mirror, and not show his disgust. 
I waited expectantly and rather nervously the next day, 
but she did not come. It was nearly five-thirty and I was 
about to lock up, when she entered. Her china-blue eyes 
flashed hatefully at me as she sailed past me straight to 
the rack where the gaudy rose-colored dress hung. 
“Here, Richard! ‘This is the one I 
want!’’ she cried enthusiastically. 
I turned to look at the 
man coming wearily through 
the door she had left open. 
I knew my astonishment 
must have been 
written visibly upon 
my face. For the 
man with my un- 
desirable customer 
was a_ well-known 
cinema star—one 
that I had long ad- 
mired from the safe 
vantage point of a 
theater seat. 


E was exactly 

as the silver 
sheet portrayed 
him, but I had al- 
ways imagined that 
his cynical, disil- 
lusioned expression 
was assumed only 
for his profession. 
At that moment I 
realized that he 
was truly bitter 
and disappointed. 
And, glancing at 
his wife, I didn’t 
wonder. She would 
have stripped the 
brightest, most 
precious illusions 
from any one. 

Though his face 

was expressionless, 
his eyes cold, his 
mouth almost 
cruelly stern, a 
change came over 
his features at sight 
of the dress his wife dis- 
played so eagerly. 
“Tt is a beautiful dress,” 
he said briefly, “but not what you 
should wear, Eloise.” His cold 
gray eyes mirrored his scorn for 
one short moment, then instantly 
became veiled again. 
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She hissed something unintelligible to him, and to cover 
my own mortification at her lack of manners, I hurried 
away to get the blue outfit. 

“This is what I would choose for Madam,’’ I said, hold- 
ing up the little lace-trimmed frock with its matching 
taffeta hat. “With her yellow hair and blue eyes, she would 
be perfect in this!” 

His face softened as he touched the beautiful material 
appreciatively. ‘It is—exquisite,” he said simply. 

I turned to the sulking woman and, after much plead- 
ing, managed to secure her consent to try on the blue 
outfit. She snatched them rudely from my hand, and 
with one last stormy look at her husband, followed me to 
the dressing room. There she ignored my offer of assis- 
tance, and I was forced to watch her don the dress with 
much careless yanking and pulling, regardless of any 
damage she might create. 

Yet, when at last she faced her own reflection in the 
mirror, her frown disappeared and her eyes widened in 
surprise. And she did look charming. Like a very young 
girl in her first party dress. 

“You look years younger!” I exclaimed enthusiastically, 
but that displeased her. 

“How old do you think I am, anyway?” she cried, 
sweeping past me. 

I made no answer, but went after her, eager to see her 
husband’s expression when he saw her in the blue dress. 
His cold eyes lit up, flamed for one short moment, then 
as swiftly grew expressionless. 


“4 7OU never looked better,” was his sole comment. 
“Tt is becoming, isn’t it?’ she mused, preening 
before the glass. “TI 
could wear it at 
Lollie’s party to- 
morrow night—” 
She seemed to 
have completely 
forgotten the man, 
silently waiting for 
her. Realizing that 
she was intent upon 
a host of intimate 
matters, he at last 
begged to be 
excused. She nod- 
ded absently, 
without turning 
around, and in 
quick sympathy I 
lifted my own eyes 
to his. He was 
looking at me, and 
the deep though 
brief glance that 
passed between us 
sent a wave of 
startled happiness 
through me. I saw 
that, despite his 
habitual weary and 
cynical mask, his 
face could assume a 
strange and attrac- 
tive tenderness, too. 
But the next second 
I reminded myself 
sharply that differ- 
ent emotions and 
their interpretation 
was the way he 
made his living. He 
probably practiced 
it out of hours, 
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I thought sarcastically. And then I mentally closed the 
door in his handsome face. 

Though our first meeting was not very pleasant, Mrs. 
Lloyd and I became friends of a sort. She was soon my 
best customer and she brought.many other women to me, 
advising them all to depend absolutely upon my judg- 
ment, as she-aways did, after discovering how much better 
she looked in dresses of my selection. 

Many times Eloise Lloyd came to my shop, but never 
again did she bring her husband. Indeed I never 
heard her or her crowd of companions mention him except 
once, and then her pretty face was twisted into a disdain- 
ful sneer. I wondered if he or she were at fault in their 
matrimonial chaos. 


Ox day she called me up on the phone and asked me to 
bring over a dozen or so of my latest hats. She was illin 
bed wth a touch of bronchitis and could not go out, but 
she wanted something to amuse her. If I were not afraid 
of getting bronchitis, would I bring over some hats for 
her to try on? [I answered that I was not afraid and would 
be there in half an hour. So, leaving the store in the care 
of two young assistants, I loaded a taxi with hats I thought 
most suitable to her type, and soon was on my way. 

But when I arrived, she had a visitor and I was asked 
to remain in the huge hall for a while. I didn’t mind, be- 
cause there was a large and cozy chair near the door, 
its wide arm loaded with the latest magazines. I care- 
fully piled the hat boxes against the wall and settled down 
to read. Occasionally I heard her voice, mingled with 
another, a woman’s, though harsh and rather coarse. 

I was interested ina mystery (Continued on page 185) 


“Oh, you know each other,” she said with, a note of 
menace in her voice 


How MUCH CAN A 


WOMAN FORGIVE? 


I flung myself at him, de- 
termined to secure that 
precious box 


She endured without complaint the misery resulting from 


his passion for games of chance. 


But now he asked the 


one impossible sacrifice, and she— 


to the furniture store where he was bookkeeper to 

pay a bill for my employer. I was a few months past 
eighteen then; and, no real, lasting love had yet touched 
my heart. The moment I saw Reid, I was impressed 
with his looks. He was tall and fair-skinned, with the 
fresh, clean appearance peculiar to blond men. His 
alert, brown-flecked, blue eyes looked deep into mine 
when he smiled at me and.set my heart to racing. 

He remained in my thoughts all that afternoon, and 
when I boarded a street car to go home to my little apart- 
ment and saw him sitting in the seat opposite me, I began 
to tremble. He smiled in glad surprise as he caught sight 
of me, and came over to share my seat. He proved to be 
an interesting companion. Soon we were engaged in 
pleasant conversation. He fascinated me with his wit. 


I FIRST met Reid Giheon one afternoon when I went 


He had not been very long in Praxton, and knew hardly 
any one, he said. Consequently he had been very lone- 
some. Of course, from the tone of his voice and the way 
he acted when he said that, I suspected what was coming 
and it thrilled me. I, too, was lonesome. ; 


Y widowed mother died just as I had finished high 
school, and now I had to work hard all day as 
stenographer for an automobile concern; then go home to 
spend many a dreary evening alone in my little apartment. 
So when Reid asked me for a date, to take me to the movies. 
I forgot he was a stranger about whom I knew practically 
nothing, and told him I would be delighted to go. ; 
That was the beginning. His whirlwind courtship 
swept me off my feet. For the first time, little tendrils 
of love found root in my starved heart. I grew to love 
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Reid with all the fervor that youth and romance can 
inspire. 

There was, perhaps, one thing that made me unhappy 
and doubtful at times. Occasionally I felt certain Reid 
had been drinking. Then, too, frequently he insisted on 
taking me out for “splurges’’ which I was convinced cost 
more than his salary justified. I would try to hold him 
back, urging him to put the money aside for a rainy day. 

“Don’t worry, darling,” he would reply recklessly. 
“Lady Luck will be good to me again soon. Let’s forget 
how much it costs and have a grand time tonight.” 

I suspected that he had been in some sort of a friendly 
game somewhere and had been lucky, and let it go at 
that. My love was so deep and absorbing that it blinded 
me, I suppose. I should have understood the terrible 
things Reid’s bad habits might lead him into, for my dad 
had had a passion for gambling which had kept us in 
poverty and caused mother to shed many bitter tears. 

One night, when spring gripped us in its magic thrall, 
when it was hard to stifle the urge of love, Reid caught 
me close and kissed me as he stood taking leave of me in 
the shadow of the doorway. Before he left, we were 
engaged to be married. 

Three months later, I resigned my position and became 
his wife. Reid rented a darling bungalow in the suburbs 
of Praxton. We were blissfully happy. I don’t suppose 
there is any greater joy on earth for a girl than changing 
a mere house into a home where love is to reign. I know 
that for me it was the happiest time of my life. I feel 
certain that never again can I know the ecstasy that came 
with meeting Reid at the door when he came back from 
work. His strong arms would crush me close and his lips 
press mine ardently. We would tell each other how long 
the day had been because we had been separated, and 
other sweet things, until sometimes the smell of burning 
food would force me to slip away quickly from his em- 
brace and hasten to the kitchen. 


NE night, though, Reid came in pale and tragic-eyed. 

At first he wouldn’t tell me what was wrong, but 
finally I perched myself on his lap and wheedled it out of 
him. ’ 

“T got mixed up in a game and lost a whole lot, darling,” 
he confessed brokenly. 

““Vou’ve been gambling, Reid, after your promise never 
to do so again?” I cried in dismay. 

“T didn’t mean to, honey, but I met one of the boys I 
used to play with at Casey’s, and after inviting me to have 
a drink, he proposed a game. I thought perhaps luck 
would be with me and we could get some nice things for 
the house. And, heaven help me, I lost three hundred 
dollars—of the firm’s money!” 

“Oh, Reid, that’s awful!” I gasped. 
world will you pay it back?” 

“T don’t know,” he mumbled. 
me in jail.” 

I was appalled by the knowledge of Reid’s dishonesty 
and the fear of public disgrace. For the first time I 
wondered if I hadn’t acted too hastily in marrying him. 
After all, I knew so little about him. But the next 
instant I was excusing, forgiving. Hadn’t it been to buy 
pretty things for me that he had forgotten himself? In 
the end, only my love for him filled my heart. It is so 
easy to overlook trespasses during the honeymoon. 

“Don’t worry, darling,’ I said reassuringly. ‘I have 
a little over three hundred dollars saved up. You'll 
draw it out first thing in the morning, and your boss will 
never know you lost the money.” 

At first he refused vehemently, saying he would rot in 
jail before he would use the money I had saved, dollar by 
dollar. He had promised to shelter and support me. He 
was a failure—a miserable weakling, he moaned wretch- 
edly, and he wouldn’t blame me a bit for hating him. 
After considerable urging, however, he accepted the check 


“How in the 


“T guess they’ll throw 
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I had written and, though he tried to conceal it, there 
was an expression of vast relief on his face as he tucked it 
away in his billfold. 

. That night, as I lay awake, disquieting doubts troubled 
me. I wondered if Reid was cursed with a habitual 
craving for games of chance. I knew so well how de- 
structive to love and happiness such a weakness could be; 
mother’s pitiful experience with Dad was stamped in- 
delibly on my mind. 


LTHOUGH Reid had returned the money he had 
pilfered from his firm, his boss had become sus- 
picious of him because, somehow, the rumor that he 
gambled at Casey’s had filtered in to him. Reid was 
discharged immediately. 

Three weeks dragged by before he found another job. 
By that time he was so desperate that he was ready to 
take anything 
offered to him, 
even the hardest 
manual labor. 
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But the work he did get was as collector for a firm that 
sold furniture on installments. The salary was very 
small and we lived meagerly. After making ends meet, 
there was practically nothing left. We were living from 
hand to mouth. Sometimes I trembled as I thought of 
what would happen to us if Reid should fall sick. 

When there is love to ease the rough spots on the road 
of poverty, though, one can endure the cruel bumps 
bravely, even with a smile. Reid came home as soon as 
he was through with his work, dead tired from tramping 
about all over the city, but eager for my kisses. I was 
certain he was keeping his promise never to set foot in 
Casey’s gambling den again. 


AY? when I whispered to him one night that God had 

seen fit to achieve the wonderful miracle of creating 

a new little mite of humanity 

through us, he became so tenderly 

considerate and worried about me 

that I shed tears of sheer joy as I 

sewed on soft little 

baby garments. 
Finally there came a 

day when a white-clad 

nurse placed a soft, 


I implored the detective 
frantically riot to take the 
man I loved away from me 
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swathed bundle in my eager arms, and I pressed my first- 
born to my heart, athrill with mother love. 

There followed months filled with joy of mothering my 
baby. I was so absorbed in taking care of her that it 
made Reid jealous at times. But she was such a wee, 
darling, goad-natured, little thing! 

Gradually I became aware that Reid was developing a 
warm affection for his child. At first I had been somewhat 
hurt by his apparent coldness and indifference, and I had 
come to the conclusion that he didn’t like children. Now, 
though, he delighted in playing with her for hours at a time. 
Ok, I was so happy during those days. But, as I vaguely 


feared, it was too 
heavenly to last. 

One day, when 
Eva Belle was 
nearing her sec- 
ond birthday, 
Reid came in un- 
expectedly with 
two strangers. His 
clothes were di- 
sheveled and his face had a pasty look, 
as if he had gone through something 
mighty unpleasant. 


NE of the strangers was a lean, 
beady-eyed old man, whose 
features were as hard as granite. 
The other one was heavily built and 
hard-eyed. I got the impression, at 
the first glance, that he was a detective. A ripple of cold 
fear ran through me. 
“Will you let me speak to my wife alone for a moment?” 
Reid asked meekly. 
The. thin man nodded permission curtly, and Reid drew 
me nervously toward a corner of the room. 
“T’m sorry, honey,” he whispered hoarsely. “I—I got 
mixed up in a game again. They (Continued on page 126) 


Anything 
was better 


than that 
terrible life 
as a slave of 
shame. So, 
to escape, she 
willingly 
Save— 


In the Preceding Installment: 


WAS brought up in an orphan 

asylum in Cuba under the 

guidance of sad-eyed, over- 
worked nuns who lost no oppor- 
tunity to inform me that I was a 
foreigner—an American who didn’t 
really belong there, and who was 
occupying a place sadly needed 
for a native orphan. 

When I was fifteen, I was sent 
out for adoption. But instead of 
a kind, loving father and mother, 
adoption brought me_ frequent 
beatings, hard work, and inade- 
quate food. I was expected to 
take care of six dirty, ungrateful, 
children, help in the kitchen, do 
all the general housework, and 
submit to the indignities and disgraces heaped 
upon me by Sefior Hayos, the head of the house. 


HAD been with Sefior Hayos almost two years 

when I heard my first kind word from the lips 
of Howard Edward Jones, an American automo- 
bile salesman, who came to board with us. He 
was terribly shocked at my treatment and offered 
to take me away. 

I fell desperately in love with him, but he made 
it perfectly plain that he was only sorry for me. 
He told me that he was in love with some one else. 

To really free me from Sefior Hayos who was my legal 
guardian, Howard Jones would have to take me out of 
Cuba and into America. But, because of the immigration 
laws the only way I could gain admission into the United 
States was as the wife of an American citizen. 

What a terrible dilemma faced.us! But Howard Jones 
proved a friend in ten thousand. He offered to marry 
me with the understanding that I would divorce him on 
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“Girl, you're 
there!’’ he 
exclaimed 
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arriving in New wee 
York. And I 
willingly agreed to do this, in order to make my escape. 
Together we ran away from the Hayos plantation, and 
that day we took separate rooms in a high class Havana 
hotel. Howard bought me two outfits of clothes, then 
went to complete some business, promising to return at 
cight o’clock in the evening. 


I sat alone in my room waiting for him. [I still called 


canis 
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him Mr. Jones, but in my heart he was not merely Howard, 
but darling and sweetheart. 

The moon came up and shone through the window. 
The hours were passing. A terrible fear gripped my 
heart. Why didn’t Howard come? Could something 
have happened to him? Had Sefior Hayos— No! No! 
{ mustn’t think of.things like that—. Suddenly there 
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was a curt knock at the door. Ina 
frantic burst of hope, I cried, “Is it 
you, Mr. Jones? Is it you?” 


* Kk * * * 


“N7ES, child, yes.” 

I was so relieved when I 
heard Howard’s voice 
that I reeled. My 
fingers seemed frozen 
and stiff as I fumbled 
to open the door. 

As I swung it open, 
facing him wild-eyed, 
for fear I would see 
some battered and 
beaten victim of a fist- 
fight, Mr. Jones came 
in quietly .and closed 
the door behind him. 
His face was pale and 
drawn, and his thin 
tight lips were set in a 
grim line that made me 
feel frightened. 


“Vou aren’t— 
killed?” I gasped im- 
pulsively. 


E shook his head, 

and tried to force 
a smile that failed half- 
way. 

‘*No,’’ he said. 
“You're all right?” 

“All right, yes,” I 
protested. ‘“‘But I 
nearly died from worry. 
I thought the Sefior 
had followed, maybe— 
and—” 

“Nothing like that,” 
he shook his head 
solemnly, and felt 
through his pockets for 
a cigarette. ‘Sit down, 
Joanna. You look as 
tired as I feel. Silly 


child! You should be 

in bed.” 
‘‘Me—inbed!’”’ 

Istormed. ‘‘WhenI 


think maybe you are 
dead—or will not come 
back to me? And I 
sit wondering where 
you are—and what I 
should do—and pray- 
ing that you come 
back?” 

He lit his cigarette and studied it carefully. I watched 
him, as I have watched him a hundred times since, wishing 
he would look at me so that perhaps I could guess what 
he might be thinking. His silence was so prolonged that 
my temples throbbed. I tried to tell myself that here 
he was—whatever had happened—and now I had no 
further cause for alarm. I wiped my eyes with the back 
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of my hand, and smoothed over my tired face with my 
palms. Quietly I crossed and sat on the edge of the bed, 
waiting for him to speak. I remembered suddenly that I 
was wearing my blue silk dress—my wedding dress—and 
I smoothed it lovingly in the hope that he would notice it. 


UT not Howard Edward Jones. To him, I was 

merely decently clothed. Never once did he mention 
how I looked. I was covered—and perhaps he did not 
wish to embarrass me by referring to the fact. At any 
rate, no word of appreciation or compliment was forth- 
coming. Maybe I looked hideous—as I think back 
across the six years between, I realize that I must have 
looked dreadful. After all, I had never had clothes, and 
did not know how to wear them. Nor were those Jones 
supplied for my wedding any too perfect a fit! But I felt 
like a princess—a somewhat clumsy and strange princess, 
perhaps; but the royal feeling is a great bulwaik, just 
the same. 

The sun was beginning to assert itself out on the streets 
and fought its way gently to my window, falling across 
the thick black hair of Howard Edward Jones as he sat, 
smoking silently and thinking. 

Presently he rose, with a long sigh. 

“Well,” he said. ‘Either we go out and get married 
now, and then get some rest. Or else we go to bed now 
and get married tonight. Neither of us has had any sleep, 
I guess.’ What do you say, Joanna?” 
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“IT say—maybe—we get married now,” I faltered. 

“Righto! Get into your coat and hat then. Do you 
like your things!” 

“Oh, Mr. Jones!” The very exclamation was sufficient 
to show him how thrilled I was at all he had done for me. 

“Well, come along. I’ve taken care of all details. Gota 
license, and a parson in abeyance—and even got our boat 
tickets. We leave day after tomorrow. Nothing like 
having a little pull when you need it, eh?”’ 

I did not know what he meant by that, but I nodded 
in approbation as I jammed my blue-hat over my long 
yellow hair. 

“Look here, Joanna,’’ Mr. Jones suddenly put his head 
to one side and studied me, “can’t you tuck your hair up 
under your hat some way? Maybe I should have got you 
some hairpins. Never thought of it. But honest, girl, I 
can’t be marrying a child with her hair down her back. 
You see—you’re grown up now. A married woman—in a 
few hours.” 


E laughed then—a rather pathetic little laugh as if he 
saw nothing funny in the statement, or in the look of 
consternation in my face. But I tucked my hair up under 
the hat, and though I looked very funny to myself, [ took 
it that he was satisfied. He said nothing until we were 
in the hall. 
Then he took my arm, as he locked the door of my room 
behind me, and we started off. (Continued on page 96) 


“How do you like your wedding ring?” he asked 


OnE MAD MomeNT 


{ shall never for- 

get that night 

when he sat on 

the davenport be- 

tween his mother 
and me 


She was determined to turn that court of justice 
into an instrument for her horrible revenge! 


INETEEN hundred and seventeen! War clouds 
N gathering, darkening, drawing our nation into 

Europe’s seething maelstrom; confusion and 
heartache on every hand. And under it all, quietly, 
efficiently, national leaders were whipping a raw new army 
into fighting trim. 

And what a gallant young army it was; boys going 
gaily, fearlessly, to make the world better, safer. In 
every home the women who tried to hide the fears they 
could not forget; girls who trembled lest they were forever 
saying good-by to love and its fulfillment of young 
dreams. 

I was eighteen then, and just finishing high school; the 
only child of proud, adoring parents. 

I had been engaged for months to the one love of my 
life, Leonard Dillon. We had grown up almost next 
door to each other in our little Indiana town. Leonard 
was three years older than I, and had been in college two 
years. But having a decided flair for business, he had 
spent the previous year working with his father, who had 
a long estalished real estate business. 

We had planned to be married in the fall. When war 
was declared, Leonard decided to enlist at once. How 
vividly I recall the night he told me his decision, he had 
taken off his hat and, standing there with his head thrown 
back, the light gleaming on his sunny, shining hair, his 


-to clean up that mess! 


whole face alight with boyish ardor, I was sure that no 
man in the world had ever looked so noble as my young 
lover. But I stood speechless, my pulses pounding. He 
might never come back! 

“You want me to go, don’t you, Edith dearest?’ he 
asked. Then as sobs shook me, “I'll come back, honey, 
I’ll come back! You know it won’t take us Yanks long 
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COULD only cling to him and weep, “Oh, Leonard, I - 
know it’s right and I’m proud of you, but my heart is 
breaking. I’m afraid—”’ 

The next day he enlisted. Looking back, I wonder if 
our parents were not more to blame than we were for 
what followed. Leonard wanted to be married before 
he left for training camp. He argued and pleaded with 
his parents and mine, but they all agreed it was much 
better to wait until his return. They brought up all the 
arguments parents have used from the beginning of wars. 
It was better for me to be free; if he did not return, my 
grief would not be so great; he would be a better soldier 
if he did not leave a wife behind. 

“Besides,”’ Leonard’s mother added wisely, “if they 
marry, Edith might have a child. It would be hard with 
him gone.” 

“Oh, but I would love that— to have a baby. It would 
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seem as if I had Leonard with me all the time.” 

“You are very young, my child,” she said kindly. In 
the end, we submitted to their older judgment, and Leonard 
was soon on his way to a training camp in the East. 

It seemed as if I should die of loneliness; I tried to 
keep busy with war work and my music. Having early 
shown some little talent for the piano, I had taken lessons 
from the time I could barely reach an octave. The young 
man who had been pianist at our large moving picture 
house had enlisted, and I secured his place. 

At first my father protested, but I was determined, and 
my mother came to my help. 

“Let her do it, father,” mother pleaded. 
lonely, and it will help to fill her time.” 

I practiced faithfully and was delighted when, at the 
end of the first week, my modest salary was raised. 

“You don’t know how good you are,” the manager said. 
“You have a decided talent for orchestral accompaniment.” 

How I watched for Leonard’s letters! I spent hours 
writing to him, packing little boxes of surprises for him. 
Always in the background of my thoughts hovered that 
haunting dread of the day when his division would begin 
the dangerous voyage across the ocean—a mine-infested 
horror in those days. 


“She is 


INALLY the fateful letter came. “Of course we are not 

sure, but indications are that we’ll be sailing soon. 
From here we go to New York, and then across the big 
pond. Oh, my darling, it seems as though I must see you 
again; must hold you in my arms once more— look into 
your dear eyes. 

“So Pm writing mother to come and bring you with her. 
There’s plenty of money. I want you both to have the 
best. Come at once.” 

He had made all necessary plans 
for us, even naming the hotel, not 
far from the cantonment, where we 
were to stay. The fast eastern train 
that carried us seemed to crawl along. 

We had been there only two days, 
spending all the time we could with 
Leonard, treasuring each precious 
hour, when the last night came. 

I shall never forget that night; it 
is etched so sharply and clearly on my 
heart that the memory will be there 
until my heart stops beating. 

Leonard came to the hotel with a 
deeper look in his eyes, an air of nerv- 
ous excitement about him, though he 
was usually so calm. He sat on the 
davenport between his mother and 
me, an arm around each. ‘We'll 
sure be on our way to New York to- 
morrow. Will you come on to see 
me off?” 

I looked at his mother, hoping she 
would want to go, but she suddenly 
seemed old and frail, her lips working 
convulsively. 

“Edith can go,” she said, “but I’d 
better not. I want you to remember 
me as brave and strong. I can say 
good-by now, but the big ship, the 
ocean—” She broke off trembling. 

Yearning as I did to be with him 
as long as I could, to see him again, 

I was afraid to leave Mrs. Dillon, 
who had a weak heart. So I said I 
would go home with her. He was 
her only child, the idol of her life. And 
while grief and sorrow are hard for the 
young, I realized vaguely that they 
may be harder for those who are older. 


She looked out at the world 
happily and fearlessly 
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I left them alone for a while. When I returned, she 
put her arms around us, no tears in her eyes, her voice 
steady as she said: ; 

“I want to tell you now, son, while you are together, 
though you may know it, how happy your father and I 
are in your choice of a wife. We'll have Edith to love 
while you are gone, and I’ll pray constantly for your 
return to us and to her. 

“And now, my boy, I’ve never had to be ashamed of 
anything you have ever done. I only ask that you come 
to us as fine and clean as you go. I know you will. Until 
then, good-by, my son.” 

For a long minute she held him close, then with her 
proud head held high, she left us. 

What do lovers talk about in those agonizing hours 
before such partings? Only of their love, breathing*over 
and over the promises of loyalty; those bitter-sweet 
last hours! 

“Edith darling,” began my lover, “maybe the folks 
are right, but I would be happier about going if we were 
married. I love you so—I love you so! Do you care for 
me that way, Edith, tell me!” 

It was a war-mad world, a time when, under the stress 
of overpowering emotions and fears, old standards were 
uprooted, youth and love a law unto themselves! His 
arms were around me, his lips on mine, those warm thrill- 
ing lips! I loved him so madly—and feared he would 
never come back! Love, passion, the deepest longing and’ 
yearning I had ever known! We forgot everything—but 
that we were born for each other! 

Then Leonard was gone. I cried all the rest of the 
night. Toward morning, his mother came out to the 
little sitting room, “You poor child, you are cold and 

trembling. Come to bed, dear,” she pleaded. 


UMBLY I followed her, nearly maddened with 
warring emotions. I knew that Leonard loved 
me; but already I had begun to wonder if his regret 
would not gradually become tinged with contempt 
for my weakness. Oh, I should have been strong 
for both of us! I had wronged him too. Could I 
ever forget his white face, his awed voice: 
“Oh, Edith, what have I done! Forgive 
me—forgive me!” 

His mother and I started home on an 
early train. I resumed the dull daily 
routine of my life. Leonard’s letters were 
my greatest happiness. Never in any 

way did he refer to our parting, 
but between the lines in those 
carefully censored letters I could 
read assurance that he loved me 
more. So, after each letter, my 
, spirits rose high and proud. 

yo Then the inevitable transpired. 
I knew that I was to be a mother. 
Who can imagine my anguish, 
who but a girl having had the 
same sad experience? My lover 
was in France. I knew that any 
day I might find his name in 
that dreaded casualty list that 
we all scanned so feverishly. I lay 
awake long nights, trying to plan, 
trying to keep all the sorrow and dis- 
grace I could from the dear parents 
who had so completely loved and 

trusted us, as well as from ourselves. 

Finally I decided that I must go 
away. I had considerable money 
saved, beside the generous savings 
account that had accumulated since 
childhood. I determined to take care 
of myself (Continued on page 162) 


What else 
could a 
sister do 

when 
faced 
with such 

a startling 


situation? 


URING the 
past few 
months shock- 


ing things have been 
happening to me. It 
is as if an old and sup- 
posedly dependable 
wall that had been 
built -about my life had suddenly 
shown itself to be crumbling within 
and were falling, stone by stone. 

It all started when I began asking 
myself why I am what Iam. The 
question has followed me ever since I first realized that the 
personality—the inner self—of me, Martha Andrews, has 
not only shaped my own life, but has also turned the 
course of the lives of several other people. And when this 
question began to answer itself, bit by bit, then the stones 
began to fall. 

I believe I have the whole answer now; and if this is 
true, then it seems as if, by telling my story, I may yet 
bring some good out of my mistakes and sufferings. 

To begin with, I was born two years before my sister 
Elizabeth; furthermore, I have always been plain while, all 
her life, Elizabeth has been beautiful. These two circum- 
stances, trivial as they may seem, have had an amazing in- 
fluence upon our lives. 

I wonder if parents and their friends ever think of the 
unhappiness they cause a plain little girl by ignoring her 
appearance and admiring her pretty sister? I wonder if 
they ever trouble themselves to imagine the effect that 


He sat motionless, 
his eyes intent 
upon her, as she 
sang an Oriental 
love song 


Te te _ 


their carelessness will have upon the characters of the two 
children? My parents, I know, loved me quite as wéll as 
they loved Elizabeth; but they were good, honest people 
and they did not say I was beautiful, because I was not. 


LWAYS, I was thin and pale, with straight dark hair. 
My eyes, our grandmother used to say, looked like 
burned holes in a blanket. I carried the weight of the 
world on my shoulders,some one else was pleased to re- 
mark, and I showed it. ; 

As a matter of fact, I was dreamy and sensitive—not 
truly ugly, I realize now—but not particularly pretty. 
And because of the contrast between my sister and me, 
my mother looked upon me as her ugly duckling and 
made no effort even to dress me becomingly. 

Elizabeth was truly lovely. Her beauty was vivid and 
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sparkling. She had blue eyes full of fun, 
yellow hair that curled delightfully, ex- 
quisite color in her cheeks. And she could 
sing. She danced and sang through child- 
hood and girlhood, attracting a great deal 
of attention; inspiring my admiration and 
making me hide my inferior self more and 
more in the background. Because of the 
affection I received at home, and because 
Thad loyal friends, I was not jealous of my 
sister. To be sure, in my dreams I was a 
fair-haired princess; but I knew the differ- 
ence between dreams and reality. Moreover, 
I loved my sister—who, in many 
ways, was truly lovable—and I was 
extremely proud of her. 

Because she was the younger, 
Elizabeth was given first choice in all 
matters where she and I were con- 
cerned. I remember, particularly, 
the Christmas boxes that our Aunt 
Pauline sent. For several years her 
gifts to Elizabeth and me were dolls. 


HE never designated which of us 
was to have the golden-haired 
child and which was to have the 
brunette; nor who should have the 
one in the pink dress, and who the one 
in blue. And each time Elizabeth was 
allowed to choose first. Sometimes the 
result was heartbreaking for me; but I 
never mentioned this fact to any one. 
An elder sister, I knew, should be 
ashamed of the slightest approach to 
selfishness. 

As we grew older, Elizabeth’s 
beauty pushed me further and 
further into the shadows. Although 
the difference in our appearance was 
never openly talked about it was, nevertheless, an impor- 
tant factor in our lives. We were poor—my father being the 
minister of a small church in a small town—and we re- 
ceived Aunt Pauline’s last year’s dresses and hats as most 
welcome donations. When the boxes arrived, in the spring 
and fall, our mother took for herself a few things of more 
sober colors, and Elizabeth and I had the rest. But 
invariably my mother picked first the dresses that would 
most become Elizabeth, with never a word, unless it were 
as a polite afterthought, as to what would best suit me. 
Elizabeth always tried on all the hats and we three talked 
about what changes could be made in this or that, in order 
to adjust it to her needs. On one occasion I came near to 
tears because a charming hat was given to Elizabeth, 
while the not-so-charming dress which matched it fell to 
me. But I soon remembered that after all it did not 
matter what I wore, since I would be plain in anything. 

In showing my sister such partiality, my mother meant 
no unkindness to me, and I am sure that she was not con- 
scious of any unfairness. She really believed that it was 
right for the younger child always to be given first con- 
sideration, and for the pretty sister to have the pretty 
things. So sincere and so emphatic was she that I came 
very early to accept her views; to look upon myself as 
naturally inferior to my sister and to take, without resent- 
ment, an often disagreeable second place. 

My father might have discovered the situation if it had 
concerned less frivolous matters. But he was entirely 
oblivious to the office of clothes except as a necessary 
covering. Anyway, he spent so much time in his study 
that he knew little of what took place in his own household. 
He went about with his body on the earth and his thoughts 
in another world, and the little tragedy that was progressing 
under his eyes, if he would see it, quite escaped him. 
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Doctor Hadding- 
ton’s face lighted 
when he saw her 


In this unwholesome state of affairs, we came at last to 
the summer when Elizabeth was eighteen and I twenty. 
Years before, Aunt Pauline had invited us to spend that 
particular summer with her at her home ina northern city. 


E were then to have the things and to do the things 

that were impossible in our home town and in our 
circumstances. Elizabeth hailed the arrival of that sum- 
mer joyfully and with high expectation. I wished ever so 
much to go to Aunt Pauline’s, and to have a good time; 
but I felt some misgivings about the probability of the 
good time for me. 

However, my doubts did not keep me at home. And 
when Aunt Pauline met us at the railway station on a 
glorious morning in June, her cordiality and genuine 
affection lifted my heart, making me lose, for the time 
being, my old sense of inferiority. During the drive to 
her house, she talked enthusiastically of her plans for us; 


_of shopping trips we must make to buy clothes that would 


enhance our individual types of beauty. She spoke of 
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Elizabeth’s blonde beauty and of my brunette coloring. 
She said that we should be lovely contrasts for each other 
and told us that she could hardly wait to show us off. By 
the time we had reached her house I almost believed that 
I was in no way inferior to anybody at all, and that I was 
due to enjoy the summer as much as Elizabeth would. 


HAT a gorgeous week we spent, assembling ward- 

robes such as we had never dreamed of; gratifying 
our vanity, which was as well-developed as that of any 
-other girls of eighteen and twenty, in spite of our lives in 
the home of a poor parson. 

Aunt Pauline was—and is—a very wealthy woman. 
Having no children of her own and always having wished 
for daughters, she gave us the affection she would have 
given her own children. She bought for us and did for 
us the things that she would have bought and done for 
her own daughters. 

Before we set out to choose our clothes, Aunt Pauline 
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took us to a beauty 
shop that was a mar- 
vel to Elizabeth and 
me. There Eliza- 
beth’s beautiful hair 
was set in finger 
waves, and I was 
turned over to a 
hairdresser who was 
respected for her 
artistic ideas. 

After standing ‘off 
and surveying me 
critically, this woman 
decreed that I should 
wear my hair parted 
in the middle and 
softly arranged about 
my face, making a 
knot at the nape of ° 
my neck. She showed 
me how to use the 
least bit of lip rouge 
in. order to accen- 
tuate my paleness 
which she said was 
good with my dark 
hair and big brown 
eyes. She suggested 
that I wear long 
dark earrings with 
afternoon and eve- 
ning gowns. 


“TF you can’t be as 
beautiful as your 
sister, dearie,’’ she 
said frankly, “you 
can at least look im- 
mensely interesting.” 
My aunt was de- 
lighted with these 
shrewd suggestions, 
though she ignored 
the implication that I was not naturally 
so good looking as Elizabeth, and she im- 
mediately bought me several pairs of 
earrings. As for myself, I gazed 
with awe at my image in the glass. I 
never dreamed that I could look half so 
attractive. I was Cinderella with a fairy godmother. 
We went joyfully from shop to shop, and Aunt Pauline 
spent a great deal of money. For the first time in my life, 
I did not dread to look into a mirror but surveyed myself 
with undiminished wonder. And for almost the first time, 
I chose things for myself without waiting while my sister 
chose before me. My aunt made wise suggestions, lead- 
ing me to discover that I looked best in soft, daintily 
colored materials that played up to my slenderness and 
emphasized my dark hair and eyes. One particular dress I 
must mention. It was an evening gown in white and 
silver—the next thing toa moonbeam. I was to wear this 
to the dance at the Country Club where Elizabeth and I 
were to be introduced to our aunt’s friends. Elizabeth’s 
dress for this occasion was of a lovely blue, the exact 
color of her eyes. 

Surely two girls never went forth to a party in higher 
spirits than ours when we started for the Country Club 
on the evening of the dance. 

Aunt Pauline had primped and fixed us, exclaiming over 
us with great satisfaction. Uncle John, too, was pleased 
and said so. Anything pleased him that suited Aunt 
Pauline. Surely two girls never went forth more gaily 
to enact the beginning of a tragedy. 
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When we reached the club house, something of my hap- 
piness and assurance left me. Suddenly I realized that 
here was I, Elizabeth’s impossible sister, about to make 
my appearance before strangers—fashionable strangers— 
with the beautiful Elizabeth scintillating beside me. How 
had I ever had the audacity to do such a thing? Sweet Aunt 
Pauline, I reflected, had coaxed and petted me into be- 
lieving, for a time, that I was some one other than my- 
self. But now her spell was broken and, of a sudden, I 
felt like an ugly old turtle who, for some reason or other, 
could not draw his head back into his shell. I was in- 
deed miserable. 

Of course, though, there could be no turning back. I 
went into the ball room with my aunt and uncle and Eliza- 
beth. I saw Aunt Pauline and Uncle John beam posses- 
sively as they introduced us; I saw Elizabeth’s charming, 
easy manner and heard her clever conversation. I was 
sure that I was behaving very dully and stupidly, and 
wished with all my heart that I might run away into the 
darkness. 

When the music started, however, I felt a little better, 
for I knew that I could 
dance. To be sure, I had 
never been to a real dance 
before—and neither had 
Elizabeth—because _ the 
people in small towns 
seem to think that it is 
wicked for ministers’ chil- 
dren to do certain things 
which their own sons and 
daughters may do with 
entire propriety. 


UT my sister and I 

had always loved 
music and rhythm and 
had learned the popular 
dance steps from our 
friends. The young man 
who had my program for 
the evening appeared 
frankly delighted with me 
fora partner. Moreover, 
he did enough talking for 
us both. 

After I was on the 
floor, my senses began to 
come back. I talked a 
little, and managed to 
smile a good deal. As 
the evening wore on I 
stopped making an effort 
to be brilliant like Eliza- 
beth. I could never really 
be anything but dignified 
and quiet, and there was 
no use in trying. But, to 
my surprise, I did not 
lack attention. The men 
seemed quite as anxious 
for dances with me as with Elizabeth. I became a little 
breathless when I noticed this; it was like a dream—a 
sort of Cinderella dream. I forgot to be afraid, and from 
that time on J enjoyed every minute of the evening. 

It was about eleven o’clock and at the end of a dance, 
that my aunt caught my partner’s eye and beckoned. 
When we came to her she sai«!, ‘‘Martha, I want to present 
a very good friend of mine, Doctor Haddington.” 

It would be very difficult to describe the way I felt 
at this first meeting with Gene Haddington. It was as 
if I had found some one who was very dear to me, and 
from whom I.had been separated for many years. I 
looked up into his eyes and I can not remember whether I 
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spoke or not. He must-have said something; but the 
only recollection that I have of that moment is of his 
eyes. They were the most beautiful, the most eloquent, 
the kindest and most understanding eyes I had ever seen. 

Then Elizabeth came and I stepped back automatically. 
Doctor Haddington’s face lighted when he saw her. He 
acknowledged the introduction with a most flattering 
speech, and immediately he and Elizabeth were chatting 
as if they had forgotten there was any one else in the 
room. I had seen my sister’s beauty and quick wit 
fascinate men before. Now, for the first time, I resented 
one of her conquests. It seems ridiculous that I should 
have felt so when I had known this man for less than five 
minutes. 

A few moments later the music began; an extra was 
announced and, to my sister’s evident astonishment as 
well as to mine, Doctor Haddington turned and asked 
me for the dance. 

I was in a dream again. I was happier than I had ever 
been before in my life. We talked a little, but not a great 
deal, as this Doctor Haddington and Elizabeth had done. 
We began in the middle 
of a friendship—as_ if 
preliminaries were past 
or unnecessary. 

“J had a bad case 
tonight,” he said when 
we had danced only a 
few steps. “That is why 
I came so late to your 
party. I don’t like to 
leave them, even when 
I know there is nothing 
I can do.” 

“And did he die?” I 
asked. 

“She,” he corrected. 
“No, not yet. I can’t 
tell; she may last an- 
other day or two. It’s 
often that way when 
they are old and have 
been so very strong. I 
can’t stay here long. I 
promised to go back to 
my patient in a little 
while.” 


FTER that, he waited 
until he could havea 
dance with Elizabeth 
and another with me. 
He. asked my aunt it 
he might call the next 
evening, provided his 
work did not prevent. 

All the way home my 
aunt talked enthusi- 
astically about Gene 
Haddington. He was 
quite the finest young 
man of her acquaintance, and was rapidly making 
a name for himself in his profession. 

Although he was barely past thirty, he had done some 
valuable research work and was highly respected even by 
the older men among his colleagues. And he was not 
working hard merely because he needed money; his 
father had left him a considerable fortune. It was the 
young man’s natural ability, together with his diligence 
and love for humanity, that was carrying him ahead. 

Gene and several other young people came to supper 
the next evening, which was Sunday. 

Then began the happiest six weeks of my life. The 
sons and daughters of Aunt (Continued on page 142) 


STRONGER. 


The picture was 
to be called 
“Cherry Blossom” 
and I wanted it to 
be the most beau- 
tiful in the world 


to talk about your wife. But I cannot laugh now, 

and if I do not talk a little about O-Nari—to people 
who will not laugh—I think I shall go crazy. American 
men love their wives, I think. I know I loved O-Nari. 
She did not know this, though, and for awhile, perhaps, 
I did not either. Men’s hearts are funny things. 

Until O-Nari married me she had never been away from 
Japan; indeed she had never been away from the island of 
Kyushu, which is in the southern part of Japan, where 
people cling more closely to old customs and traditions 
than they do in Tokio or any of the large cities of our 


[' Japan, it is good manners to laugh; it is bad manners 


The wrath 
of untold 
generations 
of angry 
ancestors 
seemed to 
suddenly 
descend 
upon him 
when he 
made his 
wife defy 
the code of 
her own 
people 


country. From the door of 
her father’s home, O-Nari 
could see the sacred moun- 
tain which she had been told 
that the first god-emperor of 
our race had used as a 
stepping-stone, when he de- 
scended from heaven to earth 
to rule over us. 


N the shadow of this moun- 
tain O-Nari was brought 

up, very strictly by her par- 
ents, and even more so by her 
grandmother, her father’s 
mother, who—like all father’s 
mothers in Japan—had more 
voice in the upbringing of the 
children, than the children’s 
own mother had. 
It was because her father wished it and her father’s 
mother, and also my father, wished it, that O-Nari married 
me, the son of her father’s friend. I had been long absent 
in Tokio studying drawing and painting. Until our 
marriage O-Nari and I had not seen each other since I was 
a little boy and she a little girl. Though she married 
me because our families wished it—as is the custom in our 
country—yet after our marriage O-Nari loved me. All 
Japanese wives are gentle and obedient, but with O-Nari 
it was something more. She loved me, I know. No 
woman can look without love at a man as she looked at 
me-—men will understand—and perhaps some women. 

We had been married a little more than two years. 
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That which all men long for (perhaps Japanese men, more 
than others; to us an heir means so much), had been 
denied us. The hope, the expectation of a.child; then 
disappointment. And the doctor’s verdict that there 
would never beanother. My little O-Nari felt that she 
had failed as a wife. She considered it a just punishment 
that my painting master should tell me that if I wanted 
to learn more of the—to us—foreign style of painting, I 
must go to Europe, preferably to Paris, to study. When 
I told O-Nari this—she was welcoming me 
home upon my return from the studio—I saw 
her little body tremble. She bowed her head 
lower. I knew this was to conceal the tears 
which she would not have me see in her eyes; 
to her this would have been a disgrace. She 
rose and, with head still bowed, 
excused herself upon the plea that 
she must assist my honorable 
mother with the flower arrange- 
ment. But she swayed as one does 
who has been struck hard in box- 
ing, and walked as one who is 
blind. My heart was touched. 

“Oi, oi, my little Nari,” I 
called. “Come here. I will per- 
suade the lord, my father, to 
give me money to take you with 
me to Paris.” 


-NARIT fell at my feet; she was 

not strong and she could not 

believe that such joy for her could 

really be. And very nearly it 

could not, for my father sneered 

when I told him that I wanted to 
take O-Nari with me. 

“What good is an unfruitful 
wife?” he asked. 

But my mother I won to my 
side—and O-Nari’s. And in the 
end my father listened to mother. 
She had borne him five sons; he 
had respect for her counsel. So 
I got the money for O-Nari’s ex- 
penses as well as my own. 

That was why O-Nari was with me in Paris. 
We were living in tiny rooms in that part of the 
city where so many other art students lived, 
the part they call the Latin Quarter. It was 
all new to my little wife. She had never even sat 
in a chair before; in Japan people do not use chairs. 


one, where people kneel on straw mats instead of sitting, 
and where there are no doors, only sliding paper panels, 
and where husbands and wives entertain their friends 
separately. . 

The only Europeans or Americans she had met in 
Japan were missionaries, and on the ship she had been too 
ill to talk, or be talked to. At first she thought that 
Paris was a city of missionaries. 

I made friends among the other art students. Some 
of these men I asked to my rooms, one of which I had 
fitted up as a studio. O-Nari thought it strange that I 
should expect her to receive my friends; not flee to her 
room when they called as she would have done in Japan. 

But she said my will was her law; she would try to 
entertain my friends as I wished her to do. Only some- 
times at night, in the intimate hours, she would beg me 
to explain. Was this the foreign custom that a wife 
should remain at the table, laughing and talking, as if she 
were a dancing girl paid to entertain her husband’s 
guests? 

Drinking with them, too, instead of merely coming in 
to pour the wine for those guests whom her husband most 


She 
had never been inside any house except a Japanese 
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My guests liked to 

watch O-Nari go 

through the tea cere- 
mony 


wished to honor and then, bowing low, leave the room. 

It was difficult for her to understand. Still, she mur- 
mured, she knew that I, her husband, knew best. She 
promised that she would smile and help me entertain my 
friends, and do her utmost to look as if she enjoyed it. 
Her pleasure lay in pleasing me. 

All this I took as a matter of course. Remember that 
I, too, had not been long. in Europe. Perhaps it was the 
newness of it all that went to my head. Perhaps it was 
the intoxication of being actually the head of the house- 
hold. I could never have been that at home as long as my 
father lived, or my older brother. Like all pleasures long 
denied, this had special savor. For a time I almost 
thought European ways were best. My suppers—those 
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that O-Nari prepared, Japanese fashion—became popular. 
My brother sent me a special case of saki (Japanese rice 
wine)—-with an aroma as delicate as the fragrance of a 
lotus bud—and a set of Satsuma saki cups. 


TAUGHT my friends how to link arms and change 

cups, as we do at home. Because this was Europe 
where women are as men, I bade O-Nari drink and change 
cups with us. Her flower-like beauty, I think, as much 
as the aroma of my saki, made invitations to my parties 
eagerly accepted; sometimes hinted for. I became very 
proud, 

In England there is a saying, I think, that pride comes 
before you fall down. That was true in my case, but at 
the time I am talking about I would not have believed it. 
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I became more and more 
proud. 

2 People, I found, were like 
rd the monkeys in the forest of 

Pa Formosa, our island colony, 
# which I had visited once. 

; What one monkey found of 

f interest, all wanted to see 
fr and sample. 

So it was with my suppers. 
To go to ‘‘Matty’s”’, became 
fashionable. My friends said 
Matsukawa was too long a 
name to remember. My 
father was not there to be 
made angry, so I 
laughed and agreed. 
I laughed about 
most things in those 
days and agreed, 
too. I thought that 
was the way to be 
popular and, for a 
time, it seemed to be. 


Y guests liked 
to watch 
O-Nari go through 
the tea ceremony; 
though they spoke 
more of the beauty 
of her hands than 
they did of the 
beauty of the cere- 
mony itself. 

So it was with the 
formal flower ar- 
rangements which I 
bade O-Nari make 
that they might see 
and admire. They 
smiled and wondered 
how the Japanese could see 
in these twisted flowers and 
evergreens resemblances to 
a mountain—our sacred 
Mount Fuji—or to personi- 
fications of male and female, 
or of good and evil. 

Still they were very complimentary both 
to O-Nari’s ceremonial tea and to her 
flower arrangements. Sometimes I knew 
she wished they were not quite so com- 
plimentary; and certainly she wished that they would not 
insist upon shaking hands both when they arrived and 
when they departed. ; 

She told them—apologizing for her awkwardness— 
that she had never shaken hands before. People in Japan 
do not shake hands. The art students said they would 
teach her. This embarrassed her, as she confessed shyly 
one night to me. I laughed at her and told her not to be 
foolish; said that my friends were merely high-spirited 
and merry-hearted. They meant no harm. I warned 
her that if she grew sulky with them I should be displeased 
because then they would no longer come to my parties 
and that would hurt my career; an artist must be popular. 

This was the excuse that I made to myself as well as to 
O-Nari for thus sacrificing her feelings to my amusement. 

Remember the traditions in which a Japanese woman is 
brought up—one trained in the old school. It was I who 
should have remembered; but the adulation that I was 
receiving—my ‘‘success” as a host—went to my head 
more than saki and even more than the French wine did. 
I sacrificed O-Nari then to my social ambition, as later— 
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but I will tell about 
that in its place. 

I do not think I 
realized at the time 
how much O-Nari 
was suffering 
through my folly. 
She smiled always, 
as she knew I 
wanted her to do— 
even when one of the 
boys compared her 
one night to a Japa- 
nese dancing girl, 
an artists’ model 
he had known; a 
girl who was called 
Cherry. He de- 
clared that O-Nari 
was more beautiful 
than the dancing 
girl, and more 
worthy the name of 
Cherry. Then the 
boys all jumped up, 
and declared they 
would rechristen her 
Cherry. 


T this, too, I 
laughed. And 
I agreed. I wanted 
to be considered a 
bon camarade—a 
good sport. And 
O-Nari, catching my 
eye, smiled too. 
Only once she did 
not smile. This was 
after a certain saki 
party and carousal. 
One of the art. 
students, drunker 
than usual—the one 
who, more fre- 
quently than the 
others, had taught 
O-Nari to shake 
hands, Western 
style, and had tried 
to hold her hand 
while he was doing 
it—whispering and 
sniggering, asked her 
whether the house- 
hold which she and I were maintaining was permanent, 
or whether it was only a temporary love-nest. At first 
O-Nari evidently did not understand. She thought he 
was talking about the length of our stay in Paris. The 
art student smiled, but held his tongue for the moment. 
When [I had left the room, however, to get more wine, he 
put it more plainly to O-Nari—as she told me later. 
Finally he asked her outright whether she really was my 
wife, or—just a little friend. And he added, or started 
to add, something about her being worthy a better home; 
that he was wealthy. But it must have been O-Nari’s 
look that stopped him, for when I came in she was deadly 
white and her eyes looked like the eyes of a child which 
has been'beaten. All her life she had been taught that a 
well brought up woman must never show anger. But I 
think the art student understood, for he was murmuring 
apologies. Glancing at her hands, he said, by way of 
explanation and of self-justification, that he had noticed 
she wore no ring. Again O-Nari was puzzled, for in 


Nari 


“Stop! 
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, my darling,”’ I cried frantically 


Japan women—except those who come into touch with 
Americans and Europeans—do not wear wedding rings, 
although we have an elaborate marriage ceremony. 

That night O-Nari did not sleep. When I awoke toward 
morning, she was sobbing noiselessly—her face buried in 
the bedclothes, that she might not disturb me. 


N the cold of the dawn men see straighter, I think; their 
hearts are cleaner. Mine was that morning. I did 
not chide my little wife, or laugh at her. I told her some- 
thing of the customs of the Western world; of how most 
women-in Europe and America wore wedding rings; what 
they meant. I promised that she should have one. 

Also, I promised her that for the present we would have 
no more studio suppers. The joy in her little face when 
I told her this made me feel glad, for the time, that I had 
promised. 

I thought what a magnanimous man I was. I glowed 
It was a pleasant feeling. I (Continued on page 179) 


Cfhe, DESERTS GIFT 


Out upon the sun- 
drenched sands of 
a land of waste, he 
found the strange 
solution of that 
haunting mystery 


a OLONEL, if 
you take this 
here trail, 


you'll cut off no 
little —- good road, 
too. Fella went that 
way day before i 
yesterday — cut off 

mo’n a’ hundred / Y 
miles.” 

I can hear that old 
boy, who, I later 
learned, was Ben 
Harden, even yet. 
Old Ben, running a 
sort of automobile 
repair shop and the 
same kind of eating 
place there at the 
forks of the road, is as sincere as 
any other Christian, but he 
just doesn’t know that an auto- 
mobile needs a better road than 
a jack rabbit. 

Anybody who has traveled the 
lower overland route east out of 
El Paso toward San Antonio, 
knows it behooved me to escape every 
mile I could escape. 

Of ali my cross-country trips, the 
number of which is not inconsiderable, I 
have never encountered a land so dreary, 
so silent, so solitary, as that sun-baked, 
forsaken region the old man meant to help me to shorten. 


AD I known the route that the beneficent old Harden 
was shooting me through, was going to prove to be 
af old Spanish trail long abandoned, I should have pon- 
dered earnestly before refusing it, so anxious was I to 
curtail my hours in that lonely, sun-glittering desert. 
Bounding and bouncing over crags, rocks, and ruts, I 
kept expecting the trail to get better. Influenced by that 
expectation, I drove on and on. ‘The next mile, perhaps, 
will be better,” I conjectured. “It can hardly be worse.” 
Not infrequently the axles of my car scraped the ground, 
making a frightful tearing noise. Almost jerking out the 
entire insides of the roadster, the wheels would skirt 
along broken rocks and skid off again into deep grooves, 
tossing me this way and that. 
Still thinking it possible that the road would get better, 
T drove on so far that it seemed foolish to turn back. I 


always did dislike turning back. 

When I had gone at least fifty 
miles, nerve wrecked for having 
gone, I plunged suddenly into a 
desolate tract of sagebrush which appeared impassable. 
The roadster bounded and bucked worse than ever. 
Springing with a quick, diving leap over a crag into a 
mound of sand, it threw my body hard against the steer- 
ing wheel, nearly dashing my brains out against the wind 
shield. . : 

“This'll never do,” I mumbled, resolving, greatly against 
my nature, to turn back at the next wide place in the dim 
trail. 

With my car crosswise at the next wide place, I sud- 
denly stopped it, listening to a strange inner voice. By 
some inexplicable sixth sense, I divined that the voice 
whispered, ‘‘Do not turn back, James Noble. Go ahead.” 
I sat there a moment, bewildered. 

Accepting it as the peculiar behavior of my boiling, 
jumbling, irresponsible mind, I turned the car around and 
started back. I had retraced only a short distance when 
the whisper came again, “Go on the way you started, 
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James Noble. Turn around and go back this minute.’ 

Head aching, sweat pouring from my body, I stopped 
the car at once. After backing up to the wide place and 
turning around, I went bouncing briskly on down the 
desolation, assigning the voice to a hunch that the road 
was going to improve. 

But the road did not improve. And the truth is, in 
spite of my superstition in favor of hunches, I began to 
feel a little eerie, a little strange, about the voice. It 
differed from the ordinary hunches; I realized that. 

T have told you of this peculiar feeling, not that I believe 
there was anything supernatural about the fanciful whis- 
per, but that you may know of the coincidence. 

Let me say here that I have no intention of misrepresent- 
ing one thing in this story. It seems to me that a single 
misrepresentation would detract from it; that the truth of 
it is stranger than any fiction I could add. 

Is it difficult for you to believe that now the ruts and 
rocks, though just as prodigious, failed to discomfort me 
so much? I bounced just as high, and I was thrown 
against the steering wheel and the wind shield just as 
hard, though the pain of it and the thoughts of what the 
next mile might be, troubled me hardly any. Feeling that 
somehow I was doing the right thing, I drove on and never 
thought any more of turning back. 


FTER a while, getting out to inspect my differential, 

which, indeed, I felt had been fairly torn loose by 

one of those severe jolts, I saw a nipple from a nursing 
bottle. 

Utterly astounded, I sat down upon the 
running board, back against which I had 
stepped in my emotion. 

To believe that a baby would be traveling 
that trail was impossible. There were 
no houses within miles upon top of 
miles: therefore there could hardly be 
any occasion for one walking that 
route, especially with a baby. And, 
surely, I could never imagine a baby 
traveling that way in any known 
vehicle. 

In order to give the engine a moment 
in which to cool off, and my various 
organs the same time in which to re- 
sume their proper positions, I con- 
tinued to sit on the running board, 
thinking. 

In the outset my thoughts were ex- 
ceedingly desultory; hurrying from 
place to place; now sailing about my 
childhood days back in my little home 
town, West Plains, Missouri; now fly- 
ing onward to my school days down at 
Columbia; even following- me_ to 
Kansas City the summer and_ fall 
after I left the university in April. 
Finally, I thought of Edith—Edith 
Hale—and with her my thoughts, as 
was their wont, lingered. 

Edith was one of the first persons I 
knew by sight when I went to Kansas 
City to begin a job one of the rail- 
roads had offered me; for I saw her 
constantly soon after lack’ of finances 
forced me to give up school and to 
dive into the whirl of the working world, 
though I did not learn her name for 
some time afterwards. I therefore 
knew her, as all others in our rooming 
house knew her; merely as, “That 
beautiful, black-haired girl on the 
third floor.”’ I chose the other room on 
the third floor, taking into account my 
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scanty means and my desire to go back to college. 
She probably never would have spoken to me, and per- 
haps I never would have known her name, had her oil- 
stove not set her room on fire. Rushing to her rescue that 
Sunday evening, I was, much to my liking, thrown into 
conversation with her. Being lonely, I appreciated the 
accident, although it was a little damaging to property. 


URE, reserved, refined, Edith had come to Kansas 

City from near Council Grove, Kansas, when the last 
member of her indigent family died. This, and more, I 
learned piece by piece, as our friendship ripened from day 
to day. With an education barely above the grammar 
school grades, she felt capable of holding a secretarial 
position which she had obtained in a surgeon’s office soon 
after arriving in Kansas City. 

Realizing her need for more education, and eager to 
acquire it, she engaged the third-floor room because it was 
more reasonable, and she was compelled to economize 
that she might be able to pay the matriculation fee at a 
night school. 

“Miss Hale, in the absence of first-rate assistance with 


A great fury came 
over me 
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your studies, allow me to offer my services.” It was a 
bold suggestion, our friendship not having reached that 
stage; but my mind was greatly influenced by her energy 
and earnestness, to say nothing of my own selfishness in 
the matter. 

She looked thoughtfully at me, her countenance ex- 
pressing a difficult position. Continuing to appraise me 
for a moment, she did not speak. I spoke again, advanc- 
ing argument and assurance of my good intention. 

The girl, too, was lonely and homesick; we were, 
furthermore, somewhat shut out from the others around 
the house. The latter condition, however, suited us im- 
mensely. Be that as it may, these facts, augmented by her 
interest in advancing, determined her decision to accept 
my offer. 

Only a few weeks passed before we became the most con- 
genial associates, the thoughts, the life of each inseparable, 
from those of the other. 


FTEN we prepared our meals in her room, dividing 

expenses; other times we divided the expenses at a 
restaurant; on Sundays we would visit one of the parks, 
where we swam in the lagoons and otherwise enjoyed the 
society of each other. 

As Edith expressed it one morning, kissing me good-by: 
“Our hearts, Jamie dear, beat as one.” 

As time went on, so pleasant for us through several 
months, we came to look upon our comradeship as natural 
and to be expected. As a result of this open attitude it 
ended suddenly, in a 
disaster. 

One evening, as 
Edith opened her 
door, with arms full 
of bundles, a form 
rose from the side of 
her bed and stood 
silent for a moment 
in the darkness of 
the room. Giving an 
impulsive scream, 
Edith made for the 
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door. He stopped her, awkwardly endeavoring to assure 
her that he meant no harm, although he was half drunk. 

Recognizing him as a man, a sort of star-boarder, who 
roomed on the floor below, Edith calmed herself somewhat, 
to get the drift of his tale. That took only a moment. 

This man, from having roomed under Edith’s room these 
several months, pretended to be cognizant of a profound 
secret. Drunk with liquor and passion, he began an argu- 
ment that one man is as good as another. Argument 
failing to persuade her, he tried force, Herculean force 
which, in reality, he possessed. 


UST as I came up the steps I heard the struggle. I 

rushed to the door, found it unlocked. The man, 

trying to stifle Edith’s screams with one hand, was press- 
ing her down with the other. 

A great fury came over me and by plunging at his 
neck I was able to hook him with a kind of half Nelson. 
I pulled him back, Edith fainting at the instant. Then 
trouble really began. 

That powerful mountain man broke loose and, while I 
regularly dodged his ham-sized hands, backed me all over 
the room, until I came within reach of a dresser, in one of 
the drawers of which Edith kept her father’s old forty-five. 
Now he had me cornered. I knew it was either his life or 
mine, and I jerked the drawer open, whipped out the 
revolver and, as he slammed me in the face, knocking me 
almost out the window, I fired one shot. His outstretched 


arms went to his chest and he dropped beside the bed, 


dead. 

As I have already said, I am telling you 
the whole truth in this story. What I 
have just described is a matter of record 
in Kansas City. So are the next three or 
four paragraphs, in the form of a sworn 
statement. 

With the revolver in 
hand, I went downstairs, 
leading Edith through 
the throng of roomers, 
catching vile, impetuous 
epithets from the land- 
lady, with whom _ the 
mountain man had been a 
great favorite. When once 
on the street, we turned 
hastily toward a taxicab 
stand at the next corner. 

After taking Edith to a 
hotel to await further 
developments, I called up 
the father of one of my 
fraternity brothers at the 
university. I knew that 
this man was considered 
one of the ablest lawyers 
in Kansas City. 

“Get a cab and come on 
out here,” said that en- 
couraging worthy. “And 
calm yourself—don’t be 
so excited!” 

At his residence I told 
him my story, every detail, 
even answering truthfully 
his question concerning 
the relationship between 
Edith and me. 

Sending me to a friend’s 
apartment, the lawyer 
called up the district at- 
torney and made an ap- 
pointment with him at 
(Continued on page 169) 


She was 
warned to 
forget the man 
she loved. 
But though 
her mind 
tried, her heart 
completely 
refused. So, 
snatching at 
the forbidden 
happiness, 
she plunged 
her lover and 
herself into— 


In the Preceding 
Installments: 


WAS born a “‘child of 
the mill.” My father 
was a drunken brute 
who never did any work. 
He spent most of his time 
away from home, returning 
only to demand what little 
money my mother earned 
in the cigarette factory. 
When I was nine years old, 
father lied about my age 
and got me a job there, 
too. By the time I was 
fourteen I was working 
side by side with mother. 
Whenever I went to 
Sunday school Roberta 
Davis would tease me 
about my clothes, and call 
me “‘poor white trash.” 


ND it was easy to see 
that her mother, whom 
every one supposed to be 
a widow, had no more 
heart than she. That they 
could be the sister and 
mother of Roy Davis, the 
sweetest boy who ever 
lived, was hard to believe. I couldn’t understand it! 
From the first minute I laid eyes on Roy Davis, I 
loved him. He had left college to become our foreman 
at the mill. Oh, he was so different from his sister and 
from his mother, too! 
and had set her cap for Carlo Jeters, who was re- 
ported to be the town’s richest man. 
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His mother was a social climber 


“Nellie, look! Look!” mother cried 


Mother and I told ourselves that nothing could ever 
come of my love for Roy—nothing but shame! Then 
he asked me to marry him, and my joy knew no bounds. 

One afternoon, on one of our walks, Roy and I went 
down to the abandoned grist mill by the river back of our 
“farm.” There we heard voices, and on looking through 
the window, we saw Carlo Jeters give a huge roll of bills 
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to prevent it. I knew he 
meant what he said and I 
felt that what we’d seen 
at the grist mill had some. 
relation to this determined 
opposition. 

Roy and I finally de- 
cided to run away and get 
married, but when my 
baby brother died, I 
couldn’t leave mother to 
face my father’s drunken 
brutality alone. 

And now my suspicions 
that Carlo Jeters was 
really back of father’s 
objections to my marry- 
ing Roy were confirmed, 
for he threatened to dis- 
charge Roy from his posi- 
tion unless he stopped 
seeing me. This drove Roy 
and me to meeting secretly 
in our old deserted barn 
in which I fixed up an at- 
tractive room and called 
my “‘study.” 


ATHER, during these 

days, spent most of his 
time at the grist mill, and 
one night he sent word for 
me to bring to the mill a_ 
mysterious black suit case 
which he had hidden in 
the house. I obeyed him. 
Father took the suit ‘case 
from me without a word 
and slammed the door in 
my face. I started home, 
wondering what was really 
happening at the mill, - 
when Jake Downs, one of 
father’s cronies, stopped 
me. Before I could say a 
word he grabbed me and 
started to kiss me. I felt 
his whisky laden breath 
against my face. His 
loathsome body pressed 
against mine. We strug- 
gled fiercely and finally, 
with a superhuman effort, 
I managed to w¥ench my- 


It was Carlo self free. 


Jeters! 

- My dress was almost 
torn off me, my _ body 
: . ‘horribly bruised, and 
to my father. Afraid of being seen, we hastened back my left wrist hung limp 
to the house where I told mother what had happened. at my side as I ran 

None of us could figure out why Carlo Jeters, the richest breathlessly into the house and fainted in mother’s arms. 

man in Hawville, should have dealings with my drunken, * —  * * 

lazy father. Mother tenderly carried me into the house that 


When father learned that I intended to marry Roy, he night. She waited patiently until I could tell her 
raved like a maniac, shouting that he would do everything what had happened. I kept nothing back. 
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When I had finished she said, “I see now that your father 
will stop at nothing! Oh, Nellie, how terrible, how terrible! 
Drink has made him like that. He was always hard and 
cruel. The wanderlust was born in him and he has blamed 
me for not being able to follow the open road. He loved 
me—in his strange way—and he grew to hate me, I 
think, because he loved me and I loved him. And that 
love held him here and drew him back here; always drew 
him - back.” 

. This was a new angle of life of which I knew nothing. 

“Be hated you because he loved you?” I cried in- 
credulously. Mother went on: 

“He loved music, too. Then he grew to hate music 
because he could not have it as he wanted to. He has 
drowned every noble instinct in drink, until he is not 
himself, but another man—and a dangerous man.” 

Was life like that, I wondered. And love? How could 
love be like that? Mother spoke again. 

“T am afraid for you, Nellie. I am afraid. He will 
stop at nothing.” 

All the time mother was talking, I knew that Roy was 
waiting in the study and was wondering at my not com- 
ing. So I begged her to go and tell Roy that I was really 
ill) which, indeed, was true, and that I had gone to bed 
with a sick headache. 

Mother and I could not bring ourselves to tell Roy of 
this new and ghastly menace. 
The very shame of it made it 
impossible. Was ever a girl 
placed in such a horrible posi- 
tion? 

Why—oh, why should my 
father be so determined that I 
should not marry Roy? So de- 
termined that he would even 
plot to ruin me; to separate me 
from Roy? Why? Why should 
he hate meso? Was it because 
he hated me, or was it because 
of what I had discovered was 
going on at the grist mill? 


HILE mother had gone 

to tell Roy that I could 
not come that night, I tried to 
find a reasonable solution to 
these questions, but I could 
not. When she returned, I 
talked it over with her. 

She, too, was evidently giv- 
ing this very problem intense 
thought. 

“Tt is not reasonable, dear, that he should oppose your 
marrying Roy merely because this farm belongs to you. 
Or that he fears your husband would disturb the boot- 
legging activities at the grist mill. There is something 
else back of that.” 

I interposed, “And yet that is sufficient reason, isn’t it?” 

She was prompt to say, “No. There are more powerful 
motives, although a brain befogged by liquor is not re- 
sponsible. I believe the papers in the black suit case 
have much to do with the whole thing. From what you 
tell me, I believe he is trying to blackmail Carlo Jeters for 
$50,000; for those papers, whatever they may be.” 

I recalled the scene in the grist mill that I had witnessed, 
through the window: my father’s determined face and 
figure, flanked on each side by his two evil henchmen—the 
big pistol and the open suit case—and opposite him Carlo 

eters. 
7 “Mother, I am afraid of him. I am afraid!’’ I cried. 

“T don’t know what to tell you, Nellie. I wisb you 
could get away—out of it all:” 

Then, for the first time, I said to her, “I'll never leave 
you, mother. You can always rely on me.” 


Nellie Farwell, who was hope- 
lessly caught in a horrible mesh 
of circumstances from which 
she believed only a divine power 
could save her, reveals her heart- 
rending story through Mrs. 
May Dixon Thacker, 
Rnown lecturer and author, 
wife of Rev. J. Ernest Thacker, 
Assembly Evangelist of the Pres- 
byterian Church in the United 
States, and sister of Thomas 
. Dixon, who wrote the famous 
novels, ‘‘The Leopard’s Spots,’’ 
and ‘“‘The Birth of a Nation.’’ 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


I was still lying on my bed. Mother sat down on the 
side and put her arms around my neck, resting her with- 
ered cheek against mine. She said, “Is that the reason? 
I knew it. And God will bless you for it, Nellie. You're 
a precious child—to me. No hardship of life can be 
too hard for me, because God gave me—you. But we 
must think. We must plan. One thing is certain: You 
are in danger and you must protect yourself. 

“We'll tell Roy that you were frightened in the woods 
and ask him to get a good little pistol for you, and you 
must carry it with you—all the time and everywhere you 
go. You must do this. And you must learn to shoot, 
and shoot straight.” 

Before Roy got the pistol for me, I began to practice 
target shooting with father’s shotgun that he used for 
rabbit hunting. I did much practicing with the shotgun. 
Openly—in our front yard. The neighbors saw me. 
People passing on the road saw me. 


ITTLE did I then dream toward what a horrible 
destiny this same old shotgun was going to lead me. 
Roy bought me a Jittle pistol and taught me how to use 
it. Mother put a pocket in every dress I wore, and I was 
never without that pistol. 

Tt was only a few days after the encounter at the grist 
mill that Mrs: Davis and Roberta came to the farm. 
It was Saturday afternoon, and 
a half holiday. Mother and I 
had hurried through the usual 
Saturday cleaning and by five 
o’clock I was over at the study 
with Roy. We heard a car 
passing on the road and we 
heard it stop; but we did not 
know who it might be until 
Billy came for me. 

Billy had his own secret 
entrance to the study down the 
road, and he always used it. 

When Billy told us_ that 
mother had said for me to come 
to the house at once; that Mrs. 
Davis and Roberta were there 
and wanted to see me, it was all 
I could do to keep Roy from 
going to the house with me. 
My sane reasoning triumphed 
and he stayed at the study. I 
went back with Billy, although 
I dreaded seeing those two 
women. 

Our visitors were sitting on 
the porch. They could only see us as we approached 
from the road toward the river bridge. 

Mrs. Davis descended to meet me and dispensed with 
any polite preliminaries and subterfuges. When I had 
reached the fallen steps, she spoke. 

“You are the young woman I have come to see? You 
are Nellie Farwell?” 

“Yes,”’ I answered briefly. 

Roberta kept her seat—in a chair with one broken 
rocker and smiled in anticipation of my embarrassment, 
while mother was now standing back of her, watching 
Mrs. Davis narrowly. 

Mrs. Davis was a blonde with skirts as short as Roberta’s. 
Her clothes and hat were coy and girlish. Only the one 
point—her face—betrayed age and—other things. . She 
spoke briskly. 

“T have come to talk to you about my son Roy. ,Surely, 
you cannot realize what you are doing, young woman.” 

I regarded her with a calmness that she did not under- 
stand. Roberta began to rock. The broken rocker 


well- 


swerved. She caught herself with a giggle. 


“No?” I replied to Mrs. Davis. It was a question. 
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“Don’t you know that you are ruining his life and 
utterly blasting his career?” 

Roberta was rocking again with tiny little jerks for- 
ward. I glanced at her. She was looking away down the 
road. But did I see an amused smile in her averted eyes 
and around her mouth? Mrs. Davis continued: 

“He is making an awful fool of himself. He has lost his 
head completely. I can find no sense in him. So I have 
put my pride in my pocket and have come to appeal to 

ou.” 

I asked blandly, ““What for?” ; 

I could not have been mistaken. JI heard another sup- 
pressed giggle from Roberta. 

Mrs. Davis issued her fiat. ‘To give him up.” 

Iretaliated. “Really, Mrs. Davis? I see no reason why 
I should give Roy up.’’ We love each other.” 

She stared. I was glad somehow I could find no trace 
of likeness to Roy in her painted face. 

“You have him in your power. You are shrewd and 
cunning enough to know that. What do you gain by it? 
What will you gain by it? He will never marry you!” 

T actually—and unwisely—-smiled as I queried, “No?” 


HE flushed with a flame of anger. ‘“Certainly—he will 

not! He will fool you into thinking that he will! But 

right now—-he stands in imminent danger of losing his 
position at the mill—” 

I interrupted, “Why?” 

“Mr. Jeters will fire him.” 

“Why? What has Mr. Jeterts to do with it?” I asked. 

“He happens to own the mill.” 

“But why should he fire Roy?” 

“Mr. Jeters says. he doesn’t half 
do his work——”’ 

“Everybody else says he’s the 
best foreman that they have ever 
had,” I promptly retorted. 

She made an impatient 
gesture. “I’m not here to 
argue that with you. The 
point is that you have got. 
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to bring Roy to his senses. You will have to give him up.” 

“Have I? I think—not, Mrs. Davis.” 

She stared, and was quick to change her tactics. She 
conciliated with, “‘We will make it well worth your while.” 

My resentment at this implication was overbalanced 
by curiosity. 

“We?” I inquired. 

She did not evade the question. ‘‘Mr. Jeters and I. 
If you must know, Mr. Jeters is to marry Roberta and he 
will not tolerate the idea—”’ 


GLANCED at Roberta. Her eyes were demurely down- 

cast. I supplied, ‘‘Of me—asa sister-in-law? Is that Mr. 
Jeters’ reason? Are you quite sure Mr. Jeters may not 
have other reasons, Mrs. Davis?” 

“What do you mean—Oh, you’re impossible! But—I 
tell you right now that either you give Roy up—or take 
the consequences.” 

“What consequences?” I asked bluntly. 

She smiled in a hard, knowing way that did not even 
veila threat. She replied, ‘‘You’ll have to—wait and see.” 

I was not afraid of her—nor of Carlo Jeters. Nor of 
all the forces of evil in the world, as long as I knew that 
Roy was with me. I merely replied, ‘Very well. I will 
wait and see. I am not afraid of Carlo Jeters—nor of you, 
Mrs. Davis. Roy and I love each other and it’s nobody 
else’s business that I can see.” 

She was taking the several steps necessary to dismount 
from the porch. She said: 

“You will see! I warn you that Roy shall be saved—” 

I thought of Roy as he was at that mo- 
ment, impatiently waiting for me in the 
study. I actually laughed as I said: 

“Why put it on that score—to save Roy? 
That is your least concern, Mrs. Davis—and 
you know it.” 

She jumped lightly to the ground. 

“T’ve warned you. I’ve done 
my Christian duty. And you'll 
(Continued on Page 158) 


“Surely you can’t realize what you are doing,”’ she said 


o AND I THouGut 


Her heart turned against 
him as her youth slipped 


by—a sacrifice to his 


fierce ambitions 


KNOW a little island located in the very 
midst of the great sea of time, a sleeping 
island immune to change. 

Within the memory of most of us this world 
of ours has become an absolutely different place, 
our own country especially, with its great, un- 
gainly cities tied together by gray ribbons of 
highways, along which roll the speeding cars, 
almost fender to fender, and passing each other 
with the twang of a crossbow-sent arrow. 

So the swift chariots daily whiz by this time 
island, and the airmail planes fly over it, un- 
aware of its existence. You who have rolled 
along the surfaced roadways of western Ohio 
have perhaps felt in passing, a mystic cool draft 
out from this same Big Thunder, and from the 
throat of the vast past itself. 

These great woods exist now exactly the same 
us in the days of my happy childhood, and the 
magic days of my girlhood’s first love and ro- 
mance. I have a lingering fancy that had I 
never ventured forth from its dim cathedral 
shade, I would still be a slim slip of a girl, like 
the Sleeping Princess in the old. fairy tale I so loved. 

Into the swift current of life which divides and swirls 
itself around Big Thunder, I plunged with my beloved. 
We were tossed and harassed by the eddies and whirlpools 
until we were at last torn apart in spirit and in body. 
After many years we were able to swim back to the isle of 
our romance, and there were we reunited again in its 
pitying tenderness. 


HE story of Big Thunder is for us the annals of our 
romance, lost and found again. 

When my grandfather and his friends emigrated from 
the bleak Vermont Hills to the virgin plains of western 
Ohio, they cornered half a dozen farms with star points 
which projected into the depth of the woods called Big 
Thunder. The red Sacs of the lake south shore had so 
named the forest from unremembered days past. 

Here are shaggy-barked hickory trees, chestnuts and 
immense black walnuts. In springtime there are carpets 
of spring beauties, dales of dogtooth violets, and whole 
hillocks of sweet William. In August the air is heavy 
with the aroma of ripe May apples, and the smooth- 
skinned wild cherry trees bend to the ground with their 
weight of black globules. In September the papaws hang 
heavy on the bough, like stocky banana rinds stuffed with 
yellow custard. The red haws and hackberries drop 
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down upon the early snow carpets, and the butternuts 
and hazelnuts are brown for the harvest. 

In the very center of this virgin paradise, exactly where 
the star points meet, the settlers made a round clearing 
of about ten acres. Here they located a square school- 
house for the benefit of the coming generation, and a 


cemetery for the ones who must pass away. In all deeds 
to the land it was then stipulated that this forest called 
Big Thunder should be held sacred and unchanged for 
posterity Thus was created this island in these a of time, 
immune from the swift changes of our modern civilization. 

As a child I attended the little school in the clearing. 


Y home was a great Colonial house to the direct east 

of the woods, and a path led up our star point to the 

timber. The trail continued to the roadway which wound 

in and out among the trees and brush to the schoolhouse 
clearing. 

We plunged, all of a sudden, from the bright sunlight 
and heat of the wheat fields into the dim serenity of the 
cool shade. The rich, leafy loam was spongy beneath our 
feet. We were enwrapped by a musical silence, freed 
from outside sounds, made up of wind murmurs, bird 
songs and the chatter of ‘squirrels. 

The clearing was a yellow disk of sunlight like a locket 
of gold in a green velvet case. The trees stood in a 


| DIDNT 


giant ring-around-a-rosy about the magic hidden plot. 

At recesses and noon periods, we children played 
merrily in the cemetery. 

Over in the farthest lot was a fallen marble slab with 
the earliest date in the plot On the slab was an easy 
name for the smallest pupil to spell out, for it was just Asa. 
Asa had been buried here many years before my birth. 
Grandfather remembered him as a kindly old “hired man,” 
in the employ of the McCann family for years. Near 
him slept Baby Swan whose family, en route by covered 
wagon to the far west, had left the mortal remains of their 
darling among strangers. Asa and Baby Swan were our 
favorites in the cemetery. We kept the mound of the 
latter heaped with white violets and bloodroot. 


E liked to use Asa’s slab for a lunch table, and would 

make a dash in that direction, crying as we ran, 
“T choose Asa! Me first! I choose a place to eat at 
Asa.” 

On Memorial Day the Big Thunder disk was always 
aflutter with flags in honor of the Civil War heroes who 
slept there. On their graves bloomed petunias, red ones 
and white ones and striped ones. Now there are circles 
of the boys brought home from France. 

Somehow, there is no depression or sadness in this nook 


Ove HIM 


Thus we hap- 
pily drove off, 
little realizing 
we were plung- 
ing into the 
swift danger- 
ous current of 

life 


in the great woods, for death here seems just what it is— 
simply a natural return to the peaceful breast of mother 
earth and the eternal past. 

I gained my entire education from the teachers who 
came to this little island of the past, and when I was 
seventeen I was ready to become a teacher myself, and to 
pass on the torch I had received to my small brothers 
and sisters and the children of the other star points. 


N pink-checked gingham, I visualize myself, lustily 
ringing the call bell to summon the scurrying children 

from among the flower bedecked mounds to the low 
raftered schoolroom. 

My first term of school closed in June. Big Thunder 
had decorated itself for the occasion. The wild crab- 
apple trees were in full bloom, each tree a huge bouquet of 
pink loveliness. Here and there were dogwood trees, too, 
wonderfully -decorative. My pupils carried in great 
branches, and the plain little schoolroom became a 
regular bower of beauty. 

We had prepared a program of song and reading for the 
last day of school, and the ladies and girls of the star 
points brought lunches in gayly decorated boxes. These. 
boxes were to be sold at a merry auction, and the lady who 
had packed the lunch in question became she, comics 
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partner of the buyer. All knew that the boxes contained 
wonderful viands. Fried chicken, deviled eggs, pickles, 
potato salad and angel food. My box was decorated 
with blossoms of the wild crabapple. 

When the McCann boys came stamping in from their 

star point on the north, they brought with them a young 

stranger, their cousin, newly arrived from Ireland. From 
the moment he entered the room I was aware of the 
presence of Sherril Cherry, and that presence has since 
that pregnant moment filled up completely the chambers 
of my heart. 

The young Irishman was tall and well built, and his 
hair was the blackest I have ever seen with the exception 
of that of the jack of spades; yet his eyes were a blue as 
specks of sky seen through the swaying treetops of old 
Big Thunder on a windy morning. I had the brown eyes 
which belonged to his hair, and my own was blond. 


Y singing voice in those days, although quite un- 

trained, was musical and sweet, and because it was 

sheer delight to me to sing, I never refused when called 

upon. When my turn came on this evening, I sat down 

on the whirling stool of the old piano, played my own 

accompaniment and sang, half turned to face the audience 
and Sherril Cherry: 


Oh, the days of the Kerry dancing. 
Oh, the ring of the pipers’ tune. 
Oh, for one of those days of gladness, 
Gone, alas, like our youth, too soon! 

There is a tremulous thrill in the Kerry song that is the 
essence of romance. And tonight I was its very spirit 
personified. I rose from the piano in absolute silence. 
When the applause at length thundered out, I refused to 
respond to the encore. I 
wished to remain for a 
magic while under the 
Kerry spell. I saw the 
lads begin to gather in 
the glen of a summer 
night, and the thought of 
the pipers’ tuning made 
me long with wild delight 
—long for a young Irish- 
man with hair like’ a 
raven’s wing and eyes as 
blue as the patches of 
sky above the branches 
of Big Thunder. 

When Sherril, piloted 
by his cousin, George 
McCann, made his quick 
way to me at the con- 
clusion of the program, 
he held in his hand a 
pink box decorated with 
crabapple blossoms. We 
had fallen in love at first 
sight like lovers in an 
old-time romance and, 
in the midst of that 
lauching, buzzing throng, we were quite alone together. 

We spoke little but, looking into each other’s eyes, we 
presently slipped away out under the beech trees about 
the schoolhouse, trees hung with Chinese lanterns and a 
full June moon. 

My lover’s arm was about me as we stopped upon the 
rustic footbridge which spans Watercress Creek. 

June night balminess, and June moonshine! Pleasant 
little ripples of water splashing the white pebbles. Drowsy 
little tree-toads and young bullfrogs talking in their sleep. 
Sleepy katydids, eternally keeping up their ancient, 
silly argument. Twosing couples sitting in the parked 
surreys, as their children today sit in their luxurious cars. 
We heard the fresh young voices in harmony, sopranos 


hate him, 


No wonder she grew to 


little realizing 
that some day that hate 
would lead to— 
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and altos, falsettos and tenors, and immature basses: 
But never, love, oh, never, 
Can I forget that night in June, 
Upon the Danube River. 

Sherril and I met in the first week of June, and we were 
married before the month was gone. Of course it was to 
be expected that we should hear ever and anon that old 
saying, ‘“‘Marry in haste and repent at leisure,” but it 
goes without saying, too, that it meant nothing in our 
young lives. 

Sherril, always impetuous, had bought with his inheri- 
tance from his father’s estate a farm several miles to the 
south of Big Thunder. Driving alone over the country- 
side one day, the place had captured his fancy. He 
learned that the price was extraordinarily low, as com- 
pared with other land values, and he had snapped it up, 
coming home with the deed in his pocket and displaying 
it to me with boyish pride. That night, however, I 
overheard my father and Sherril’s Uncle McCann talking 
over the deal, and they were shaking their heads dubiously. 

“Too bad the lad rushed headlong into that mire!” 
my father was exclaiming. “You know it has been an 
extra dry year, and the land has less water than in the 
past ten years. That swamp farm always changes 
hands after a dry spring. In a normal year any one 
knows, who knows this country at all, that it is only to be 
farmed on knolls and hillocks.” 

“The corn in the lowlands is a vevular miracle this 
year,” spoke Mr. McCann. ‘Got everything in the 
county beat a mile. But it may be as well we didn’t 
have the chance to warn Sherril, for I don’t believe he 
would have taken our advice, once his mind was set on it. 

“T know those Cherrys pretty well. Dynamite won’t 
move them; they are so 
headstrong and stubborn. 
A good-looking © bunch, 
though, and _— good- 
hearted.” 


iL) aero: weather- 
beaten face shone 
with a loving pride as he 
looked across the room 
to the laughing group of 
young folks about my 
popular lover, who looked 
a veritable god in his 
beautiful young man- 
hood. 

We planned for our 
wedding to take place in 
Big Thunder, itself. The 
time was morning, when 
the dew was on the 
hawthorn. The haw 
trees were in full bloom 
at the edge of the cléar- 
ing, and under a bower 
of fragrant bloom we 
were made man and wife. 

I know what it is to feel perfectly happy, as I realized 
that now Sherril and I, made for each other, had come 
into our own. Around us were our loving friends and 
relatives, and close by, the mounds of the peaceful sleepers. 
I had a fancy that old Asa, holding Baby Swan in his 
protecting kind old arms, was a witness to the ceremony, 
and I felt that we had his blessing. 

The wedding feast was spread out in the old schoolhouse 
to the aroma of steaming coffee, and a great cake was 
waiting to be cut by me. On improvised tables were 
displayed the array of wedding presents for the donors 
to exclaim over, and compare with others. 

Our team was decorated with flaring bows of white 


She married him full of 

high hopes for a life laden 

with romance, but all she 

seemed to get was work— 
always work. 


. ribbon and from the wagon hung (Continued on page 136) 


Maidie — my brave 
courageous daughter 


I could not so much as feed myself. 

My right side was paralyzed and, with it, I lost 

the power of speech. I could move my left hand a very 
little. Only my eyes were really alive. Oh, if you only 
knew what pain and suffering and anguish the eyes can 
see, when one is helpless and mute on one’s back; when 
one would like to help, but is powerless. It is at times 
like those, that the soul is sorely tried. A great deal of 
faith is needed and sometimes one even curses that faith. 

Maidie—my pet name for my daughter and only child, 
Madeline—-stood up bravely, and smiled. Such a youth- 
ful, trusting smile it was! The smile of youth, with its 
supreme confidence, its glorious ignorance of life. 

“Cheer up, mother! We’ll get through! You'll be 
well before you realize it,” she encouraged me. 

First I must explain that it had taken the last of our 
resources to put Maidie through business school. Three 
months before my accident, she had secured a position; 
a small one, but enough for a start. I didn’t mind, as I’d 


N automobile accident suddenly laid me on my back, 
a paralytic. 


ECAUSE 


How one girl 
learned the test 


of areal man 


decided to keep on working to help, until 
Maidie had something bigger. 

Then, in that terrible moment when the 
car struck me down, my last thought, strangely enough, 
was, “Oh! how will we ever manage!” 

Later, lying on my back, that thought seared my heart, 
burned into my brain. Then there came a moment when 
we hoped for some compensation for the accident. But 
the car carried no insurance and that hope disappeared. 

“How will we ever manage?” I kept asking and asking. 

Maidie laughed and said, ‘We'll get through, mother!”’ 
But I did not laugh. In my mind’s eye, I saw doctor 
bills, medicine bills, special food, special care. How 
could we do it, on Maidie’s slender salary? 


A lying there, helpless, I gradually and | painfully 

saw unfold before my eyes, the buffeting and bruis- 
ing of a young soul pitted against an indifferent world. 

Maidie tried to keep cheerful. She would dance in 
after work, smiling and lively, and remark how nicely 
everything was going. Later, I saw deeper. A paralytic 
develops senses which lie dormant in the active person; 
an acute sense of feeling for other people’s moods, a keen 
sense of hearing, a deep insight into other people’s souls. 
And I saw, later, that all Maidie’s cheerfulness was as- 
sumed for my benefit. The pallor of her youthful face, 
her drawn eyes, could not fool me for long. 

For weeks this went on, while (Continued on page 90) 
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‘IT wanted to 
rush over and 
snatch his arm 
away, to send 
her about her 
business, order 
her to keep away 
from my man!” 


In the Preceding Installments: 


F I had not been the daughter of 
wild, selfish, ne’er-do-well Jerry 
Duane, I probably would have 

been sweet and quiet like my mother; 
not too pretty, and with none of Jerry 
Duane’s wayward charm. 

Mother died when I was’ fourteen, 
and my father sent me to New York 
to live with his sister Daisy who held 
a position there. But Daisy died, and 
I went to live with father in Texas; 
disillusioned and unhappy because 
Dan Rennie, the man I had loved, 
turned out to be a rotter. 

The funniest thing about Brad- 
ville, I thought, was the Indians. 
Oil had been found on their reserva- 
tion, and many of them rode around 
in big limousines, wrapped in red and 
green striped blankets. 

Gradually it dawned on me that 
there was something queer about my 
father’s garage business. I didn’t 
like the looks of the men who some- 
times came to our rooms to see father. 
He said they were oil drillers but they 
didn’t look like working men. 


NE night I was to learn the 

truth. I had been in an auto 
accident with a couple of the town 
boys, and they blamed it on my be- 
ing drunk, when all of us had really 
been drinking. This made me furious. 
I rushed home, and in telling my father what had hap- 
pened, I cried: 

“I'd do anything, yes, anything, to make a fool of some 
man tonight!’ 

My father looked at me strangely. ‘‘My dear daughter,” 
he began, sarcastically, “do you—do you really mean 
what you just said?” 

“Yes,” I said defiantly, “I do.” 

Then I saw that he had visitors. Three men were 
gathered around the little table which was covered with 
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papers, whisky bottles and empty glasses. The men were 


staring at me. I heard my father say gloatingly: 

“Well, boys, the little girl’s with us, and if she’s the 
daughter I think she is, we’ve cooked that Indian’s goose 
right now.” 

My father introduced his friends to me as “Judge” 
Hudson, Chuck Jones and Bennie La Marr. They were 
a sinsister looking lot, and I should have shrunk from 
any contact with them, but after the ordeal I had just 
been through I was ready for anything. The men 


“Ladies! Gentlemen!’’ he cried. 


exchanged meaning glances and then told me of their plans. 

They had been trying for some time to get possession 
of some oil property which belonged to a very wealthy 
Indian. They had tried every trick they knew, but had 
been unsuccessful. Would I help them? 

All pretense of honesty had been discarded, and I 
agreed to vamp the Indian into signing the property over 
to them. I justified myself by calling it revenge. I had 
been the under dog too long. Now I would make some- 


“I give you a toast to the most 
beautiful woman in the world,” 


body else pay for the snubs I had to endure. 

Of course, the gossip went around town that 
I was responsible for the accident, and Mr. El- 
wood barred me from the country club. Girls, 
too, cut me in the streets, and none of the boys 
called me up. 

Bill Norton, the soda jerker, was my only 
friend, and it was he who took me to a town 
dance and introduced me to a_ handsome 
stranger by the name of Jeff Deere. I felt myself 
immediately attracted to Jeff Deere, and he 
made it perfectly plain that small town gossip 
didn’t mean a thing to him. 


E began going out on long rides together, 
and soon I found myself hopelessly in love 
with him. In love! I, who was supposed to be 
through with men and setting my trap for a 
greasy old Indian! And then I discovered 
that Jeff Deere, the man I 
loved, was that selfsame Indian. 
What could I do? Father, 
little realizing my true feeling, 
was gloating over the success of 
his plans. And if I told Jeff 
the truth, he would 
hate me. I couldn’t 
givehim up. He was 
my only hope for 
happiness. .So when 
he asked me_ to 
marry him, I said 
“Ves,” 

The ceremony was 
performed in a near- 
by town, and I tele- 
graphed my father 
the real situation, 
hoping he would un- 
derstand. But when 
I went home to get 
my clothes and say 
good-by, he almost 
threw me out of the 
house, while Chuck 
Jones made a sinister 
promise to ruin me 
yet for “double-cross- 
ing” him. 

And Chuck Jones 
kept his promise. He 
showed Jeff a receipt 
for two hundred 
dollars made out by 
my father to Judge 
Hudson, for “ser- 
vices rendered by 
my daughter, Cherry 
Duane, with regard 
to a certain oil pro- 
ject,” as well as a receipt for forty dollars for a riding- 
habit that I had to buy. 

Jeff, without giving me a chance to explain, stormed 
and fumed. With palpitating heart I endeavored to 
make Jeff realize that this all happened before I fell in 
love with him. But every time I spoke he cut me short 
with some horrible epithet. Finally he rushed away 
in the darkness, leaving me alone. . 
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When Jeff slammed the door of our hotel room in my 
face he banished me into. the darkness of despair. 
The hours that followed were the most terrible of my 
strange, fate-ridden life. When I went from that softly 
lighted room into the cold, gusty winds of the autumn 
night, I left all my happiness behind. 

I had suffered before; had known grief, disillusionment, 
cruel injustice, but beside this they seemed only the sor- 
rows and hurt pride of an impetuous schoolgirl. Always be- 
fore I had been rebellious, defiant, angry at the people who 
had hurt me. But now I had no one to blame but myself. 

The wild, impulsive Cherry of old was crushed, over- 
whelmed by this heavy blow. 

T couldn’t blame Jeff. He had loved me, had thought he 
found me false. He must be suffering as much as I was. 
I remembered how angry he had been the night when he 
had proposed to me and IJ had refused. He thought then 
it was because of his Indian blood. He was proud and 
sensitive concerning his race. What humiliation he must 
now be suffering! 

I longed to comfort him, to assure him of my love. But 
I could never show him my tenderness again. He despised 
me now, had spurned me like a mangy cur, called me a 
woman of the streets! He had ordered 
me to get out of Bradville that night, 
and dully I strove to do his bidding. 


OMEHOW I found my way to the 
railroad station, bought a ticket and 
waited for the evening train to Blanton. 
It was an all-night trip, 
but I did not get a berth. 
I was too numb and help- 
less to undress and go to 
bed. I sat up in a day- 
coach, oblivious of the 
curious stares of my fel- 
low passengers. 

Through the long hours 
of that night I went down 
into the depths of agony, 
my soul in torment, going 
over and over scenes 
from the past, deliber- 
ately wounding myself 
again and again with 
thoughts of the mistakes 
Thad made, the wrongs I 
had committed. This was 
my punishment, I told 
myself. 

During my honeymoon, 
happiness had _ blinded 
me. I had thought I was 
free from the past, from 
‘the Duanes’ dark heri- 
tage. All through my 
brazen, heedless youth I 
had snatched greedily at 
tinsel pleasure, taking all 
I could get, and never 


paying the price. I had 
lured men and_ then 
laughed at them. Dan 


Rennie had held me close 
in hisarms; Jack Elwood 
had traded kisses far dance invita- 
tions; those “sugar daddies” back 
in New York had fallen for my 
line. But Fate had waited for real 
love to come to me before exact- 
ing her final payment. 

I reached Blanton early in the 
morning, stumbled into our hotel 
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suite, half dead for sleep. After my long, wakeful night, 
I was too fatigued to think any more. I fell across the 
bed and slept, fully dressed. 

I was awakened late in the afternoon by the shrill ring- 
ing of the telephone. Dully I wondered who on earth 
could want me. Nobody mattered in the world any more 
except Jeff, and he would never call me again. 


MAN’S voice, smooth and agreeable, greeted me. 

“Mrs. Deere? This is Andrew Bradshaw, of 
Bradshaw, Pierce and Bradshaw, attorneys. I have 
had word from Mr. Deere, asking me to see you on a 
matter of business. We handle all his affairs, you 
know. Can you see me tonight, or shall we wait until 
morning?” 

“You are Jeff’s lawyer?” I asked sharply, beginning to 
guess what it was about. 

“Yes, I handle all his most personal affairs,” he answered 
smoothly. ‘‘There is a good deal of detail to go over about 
—-well—about settlements, I believe—”’ 

“Settlements!” I cried, suddenly roused to anger by his 
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calm acceptance of my tragedy. ‘There will be no settle- 
ments. There is nothing for us to talk about.” 

“But, my dear lady, Mr. Deere expressly directed me to 
arrange for this,’’ he protested. ‘‘Believe me, you will find 
he is prepared to be most generous—”’ 

“Generous! I’m not interested in his generosity. There’s 
nothing at all for us to talk about. Don’t come up here, 
for I won’t see you!” 

“Oh, of course not, Mrs. Deere,” his voice sounded em- 
barrassed. ‘‘You’re tired tonight, nervous. I’ll call in the 


morning—”’ 


UT I slammed the receiver on its hook. That was one 
humiliation I would not endure. Jeff had called mea 
street walker. I had taken his insults—he had a right to 
insult me. But I wouldn’t let him pay me off. He couldn’t 
break my heart and then pension me for life. 
I must get away from the hotel tonight, I decided; 
hide somewhere where Jeff’s high-priced lawyers 
could never find me. I was like a wounded animal, 


scurrying for shelter. Calling the office for the evening 


“He took our picture!’’ Della cried in amazement 
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papers, I hunted hastily through the want ads. There 


were scores of them: 

“Sleeping room; single,business girl preferred.” 

It was a pleasant, kindly voice at the other end of the 
wire that finally decided me, after answering a number of 
the ads. The voice and the reasonable price, for [ knew 
I couldn’t go to an expensive place. I had only the money 
that Jeff had stuffed in my bag the morning before. 

Desperate for some hard physical labor that would dull 
the pain in my heart, I set furiously to work, packing my 
beautiful clothes; I tried to forget what the dainty gar- 
ments had meant to me, to Jeff. They were only a means 
of using up my energy now. I folded sheer chiffon and 
satins, silks and velvets, and packed them carefully away 
in the new trunks. 

Packing and sending off the trunks kept me busy for 
some time. When I was dressed and ready to go, I looked 
carefully around the rooms to be sure there was no trace 
left of my belongings to offend Jeff’s eves. Waves of 
sickness swept over me as I thought of what had happened. 
Sobs choked me and I hastily shut the door and locked it 

on the rooms that had been paradise to 

me for those six short weeks. 
The place I was going to was far out 
in the suburbs. Getting a taxi I drove 
through a busy industrial district, 
along streets lined with 
warehouses and brick 
buildings; then out a long 
way past small stores, 
restaurants and garages. 
A decided change from 
the luxury of the Hotel 
Blanton. 


E stopped at a 
low, white-painted 
bungalow on a quiet 
street. All the houses 
nearby were small, and 
some were shabby. But 
the lawns were neat, the 
place had an air of peace- 
ful respectability. The 
woman who met me at the 
door was pleasant faced, 
with gray hair and a 
plump, motherly figure. It 
was a relief to get there. 
I had found a shelter, a 
hiding place, at least, and 
this woman who _intro- 
duced herself as Mrs. 
Berkey, seemed very kind. 
“We only take one 
roomer, to use up the 
spare room,” she said, 
bustling about with my 
luggage. “It’s a back 
bedroom, but it’s got a 
private entrance and it’s 
right next to the bathroom 
You get a lovely south 
breeze in summer.” 

She led the way into a 
small, immaculate bed- 
room, whose plain fur- 
nishings were enhanced by 
white ruffled curtains at 
the windows, a few bright 
pictures and _ flowered 
chintz cushions. 

I looked about the room 

gratefully and tried to 
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answer her, but the faint suffocating feeling of sickness 
that had confused me several times before seized me 
again. I stumbled toward the bed, then suddenly fell 
across it in a dead faint. Some time later I came to my 
senses sufficiently to help Mrs. Berkey undress me and 
get into bed. She fussed and bustled about the room, 
putting my clothes in the closet, straightening the dressing 
table, opening windows. 

“Poor child, you’re all worn out,” she said kindly. 
“Now you'll be comfortable. Just go off to sleep and 
forget everything, and in the morning you'll be fine.”” I 
tried to thank her, but I was too weak and drowsy to talk 
much. Almost at once I fell into a heavy sleep. 

But in the morning I wasn’t “‘fine,” as she expected. I 
awoke with a dizzy headache, with nausea that wrenched 
me from head to foot. I was sick, sicker than I had ever 
been in my healthy young life. I tried to get up, but pain 
and nausea downed me. Lying wretchedly back on my 
pillows, I wondered dismally what was to become of me. 
I was all alone. My bag was stuffed with money—Jeff 
had always forced so much on me—but that wouldn’t pay 
for a long illness, doctor bills. 

When Mrs. Berkey came to my room I told her how sick 
I was. She looked at me strangely, folded her plump 
hands in her lap. ‘‘What do you think it is?”’ she asked. 


“Oh, I don’t know, I don’t know,’’ I moaned.. “I just 
know I’ve never been so sick in my life.” 
ne ELL—I guess we’d better get Doctor Bentley, 


then,’’ she said and bustled away. 

By the time the doctor came I felt a little better, and 
could answer the volley of questions he shot at me. After 
he had examined me he said pleasantly: ‘Well, my dear, 
it’s quite common to all humanity. Of course, we can’t 
be absolutely sure yet, but there’s no real doubt in my 
mind. You have all the symptoms.” 

“The symptoms of what?” I cried, alarmed. I looked 
wildly from the doctor to Mrs. Berkey and their knowing 
smiles gave me a sudden, astonishing thought. 

“You don’t mean—you can’t mean -I’m going to have 
a baby?” 

The doctor chuckled. “I’m not promising anything 
at all. But in my own mind, there’s very little doubt. 
You mustn’t worry or fret yourself at all. You’re in 
splendid condition, a very healthy specimen, and you'll 
get along splendidly. You'll have several more weeks of 
this unpleasantness, then you’ll feel perfectly well. And I’ll 
give you something now to make you more comfortable.” 

I couldn’t answer him, just nodded, while the tears 
came weakly to my eyes. When they left me alone, I 
sobbed aloud. Things were crowding too suddenly upon 
me. I couldn’t realize it all. This was one possibility 
I’d never even thought of. Jeff and I had talked happily 
about children once or twice, had agreed we’d be closer 
together and happier than ever when they came. I’d 
never worried about it, for I knew we had plenty of money 
to take care of a baby— 

But now what was I to do, all alone, spurned and de- 
spised by the man I loved, without the affection and care 
I needed so badly? I was too weak and sick to think about 
anything. I could only turn my face to the blank wall 
and cry. 

By the afternoon some of my sickness had passed and 
when Mrs. Berkey came in with a bowl of steaming hot 
soup I found I could eat. She settled herself in a rocking 
chair and watched me as [ ate. 

“Well, dearie, you’re surely a lucky girl,” she said 
cheerfully. 

“Lucky?” I asked in wonderment. How on earth could 
any one think that of me? 

“’d say so. Here I’ve been married twenty-seven 
years and nary a chick nor child. Why, the main reason 


Henry and I rent this room is because we get so lonesome. 


I’d give my eye-teeth to be in your place.” 
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I. smiled cynically. 
wouldn’t!” I said. 

“‘Why—-is your husband dead?” she hesitated about 
asking the question and I saw the doubt that had arisen 
in her mind. 

“No, he’s not,”’ I told her. 
we're separated. 

“Oh, I’m really married! It’s perfectly legal. 
find my marriage certificate in that black bag.” 

She refused hastily to look at my “proofs.” 

“Oh, I know everything’s all right dearie—but I’m 
sorry about your trouble. Maybe this will help; babies 
bring lots of quarrelsome couples together again.”’ 

“No, nothing can ever do that,”’ I said sadly, the bitter- 
ness of my sorrow welling up in my heart. Tears flooded 
my eyes and I put the soup bowl aside, crying helplessly. 

“There, there, dearie, we can’t have this!’ Mrs. 
Berkey cried in great concern. ‘‘You mustn’t give way 
to your feelings. You’ve got another to think about 
besides yourself now, remember. Always think of that 
and it will keep you from brooding on your trouble. 
You’ve got to keep your health for the baby’s sake.” 

For the baby’s sake! That sounded so queer. She 
couldn’t be talking about me. It still seemed impossible, 
but her words were to be the inspiration I needed to take 
me through the next few months. 

“But how am I going to live?” I exclaimed helplessly. 
“Tf I’m sick all the time I can’t work.” 

‘“‘Haven’t you got some money to tide you over awhile?” 
she asked. 

‘Well, there’s about a hundred and fifty dollars in my 
hand bag,” I said. “I was counting on that until I could 
get a job. And I’ve got some jewelry that ought to be 
worth something.”’ 

“That’ll help,” she said cheerfully. ‘‘Let’s see your 
trinkets. My cousin works in a jewelry store. He 
could help you sell them and get a better price than you 
could in a pawnshop.”’ 


“Maybe you would—maybe you 


“But he might as well be— 


You'll 


SHOWED her where my jewel case was and she 

brought it out. As she opened it, taking out first one 
and then another of my trinkets, she gasped in surprise. 
And my heart sank lower and lower at the memories the 
gleaming jewels called forth. 

“Why, these are real! Diamonds, sapphires, an emerald— 
pearls! Why, Mrs. Deere, you don’t have to worry about 
money. These are worth enough to keep you going for 
ages!’ Mrs. Berkey was impressed.° ‘‘“Now don’t you 
worry one bit. You can sell these as you need the money, 
my cousin will see that you get a decent price. It’ll give 
you a chance to get to feeling better now, and later you 
might work a little while.”’ 

It was good to have Mrs. Berkey so interested in my 
problem and, in spite of my sadness, I felt a little comforted 
by her cheery talk. We made our plans, and for a reason- 
able price she agreed to give me my meals until I began 
to feel better. A miserly thought came into my head. I 
didn’t want to part with any more of my jewels than I 
could help. They were a precious link with the past; with 
my short, blissful honeymoon. Maybe I could go to 
work soon if I tried hard to get well. And I resolved to 
do all I could to brace up. 

It was a hard battle, though. In the mornings I was 
wretchedly sick and helpless. And even when I felt 
better, I would lie weak and exhausted, unable to get up 
much interest in life. I hated to eat and grew very thin. 
But gradually the thought of motherhood was growing 
more real to me, taking on meaning. Slowly a sense of 
satisfaction came over me. The knowledge that I was to 
bear Jeff’s child began to heal my suffering. 

One day, sitting beside my window, I saw the future 
almost as a revelation. I had been banished, driven 
from paradise. I was accepting my punishment and now 
I was finding solace. I wasn’t (Continued on page 194) 
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BISCUITS AND HONEY for Sun- 
day supper. Royal biscuits can be 
baked immediately after mixing, or 
covered and set aside in a cool 
place for baking several hours tater, 
or even the next day. Because two 
acid reacting ingredients, cream of 
tartar and tartaric acid, are com- 
bined in Royal, the dough begins 
to rise as soon as mixed and con- 
tinues to rise when put into the 
oven. This is what is meant by 
“double acting.” 


ROYAL MASTER RECIPE for 
baking powder biscuits: Sift to- 
gether 2 cups flour, 4 teaspoons 
Royal Baking Powder* and 4 tea- 
spoon salt. Using steel fork, mix in 
two tablespoons shortening lightly 
and thoroughly with the dry ingre- 
dients. Slowly add 34 cup milk (or 
half milk and half water) to make 
a soft dough, mixing lightly with 
fork. Toss dough onto slightly 
floured board, Roll or pat dough 
out lightly with hands to about one- 
half inch in thickness. Cut out with 
biscuit cutter which has been dipped 
in flour. Place on slightly greased 
pan and bake in hot oven at 475° F. 
ten to twelve minutes. Makes 14 
biscuits. If a shorter biscuit is de- 
sired, use 3 or 4 tablespoons short- 
ening instead of 2 tablespoons. 


LIGHTENING BISCUITS: Follow 
Master Recipe, using more milk to 
make soft dough. Drop by spoonfuls 
on greased baking sheet or in muffin 
tins and bake immediately in hot 
oven at 475° F. for 10 minutes. 
Makes 15 biscuits. 


* Be sure to use only Royal, for 
which this recipe was planned. 


THE CREAM OF TARTAR 
in Royal comes from luscious 
grapes grown in southern 
France. Remember—when you 
buy—Royal is the only nationally 
distributed Cream of Tartar bak- 
ing powder. That is why Royal, 
for sixty years, has been recog- 
nized throughout the world as 
the purest, most wholesome, and 
most dependable baking powder. 
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THAT DoEs 17! 


Want to tease the appetites of your Sunday 
supper guests? 


Make biscuits! 


And make enough. For when they’re dim- 
pled brown and tender-crusted ... with a 
melt-in-your-mouth flavor... they’ve a way 
of disappearing ! 

Biscuits are quick and easy—they bake 
in ten minutes. Just one thing to remember 
—the importance of your baking powder. 


The Cream of Tartar in Royal Baking 
Powder invariably makes your biscuits a 
delight to the most critical taste ... gives 
them an unmistakable “quality” of flavor and 
of texture. 


For your next Sunday night supper have 
biscuits made from the Royal recipe. They'll 
come out of the oven feathery light... mar- 
vels of tender flakiness. Serve them piping 
hot ... with butter and fresh, golden honey. 
Every guest will beg to be asked again! 


THE Roya Baxinc PowDER Co., Dept. 111 
100East 42nd Street... New York City 


Please send me the new revised edition of the 
Royal Cook Book, containing over 360 recipes. 


Free! 


New edition of the 
Royal Cook Book, 
containing sand- 


wich suggestions, Name 
cooking tempera- 
tures and other Address 


new features... 


City. State 


What's in the 


Canned Raspberries? Try this Raspberry Delight 


1 package Raspberry Jell-O 

1 cup boiling water 

i cup raspberry juice and cold water 
i cup canned raspberries, drained 


berry juice and cold water. Pour \ into 
mold. Chill. When slightly thickened, fold 
in raspberries. Fill mold with remaining _ 
Jell-O. Chill until firm. Unmold. Serve 
with sweetened whipped cream flavored 


Dissolve Jell-O in boili with almond extract. Serves 6. 


water. Add 105 


Let JELL-© transform 
“a little of this or that — into 
GLORIOUS NEW DISHES! 


OPEN the cupboard door and peep in. What do you see? 
A bit of fish? ... a little meat... cake...some grape juice? 
... scarcely enough for more than one or two persons? 

Then lend an ear to Jell-O’s magic! 

For Jell-O can make those tiny portions into. . . deli- 
cious dishes to serve six or eight persons! 

Out of next to nothing at all, Jell-O can help you con- 
trive surprises that your family will prefer to many a far 
more expensive dish. 

_ For they’re delicious—these Jell-O good things! And so 
unusual that they make proud dishes for ‘‘company best’’! 

Try these recipes. And send for the FREE Jell-O book- 
let of salads! desserts! 

For all these good dishes, use genuine Jell-O. None other. 
It comes in five pure-fruit 
flavors, each package sealed 


BEG.U.S..PAT. OFE 


by a special process, to pre- 
serve that fruity freshness of ELEC 
flavor. Jell-O is a good-for- 


you food—one of the easiest 
foods in the world to digest. 
Buy Jell-O six packages at a 
time, so that you'll always 
have an assortment of fla- 
vors on hand, © 1930, G. F. Corp. 


Cupboard ? 


Cake? 


Jell-O Cake Pudding I package 
1 cup boiling water Cherry or Rasp- 
1 cup cold water or berry Jell-O 


fruit juice 2 cups plain cake, 
diced (stale cake 
may be used) 
Dissolve Jell-O in boiling water. Add cold water 
or fruit juice. Chill. When slightly thickened, 
fold in cake. Pile in sherbet glasses. Serve plain, 
with custard sauce, or with whipped cream. 
Serves 6. 


eT 


A cup of cooked fish? 


Rice and Fish Loaf x package Lemon 
1 cup boiling water Jell-O 
VY cup cold water VY teaspoon salt 
VY cup chili sauce 1 cup salmon, tuna, or 
1 small onion; finely other cooked fish 
chopped 2 cupscold cooked rice 
I green pepper or 6 stuffed olives, chopped 


Dissolve Jell-O in boiling water. Add cold water, 
chili sauce, and salt. Chill. When slightly thick 
ened, fold in remaining ingredients. Turn into 
loaf pan. Chill until firm. Unmold. Slice and 


serve with a tart sauce. Serves 8, 


Golden Glow Salad : package Leme 
on Jell-O 
tcup boiling water 1 cupcanned pineapple, 
1cup canned pine- diced and drained 
apple juice I cup grated raw carrot 
1 tablespoon vinegar 14 cup pecan meats, fines 
VY, teaspoon salt ly cut 
Dissolve Jell-O in boiling water. Add pineapple 
juice, vinegar, and salt. Chill. When slightly 
thickened, add pineapple, carrot and nuts. Turn 
into individual molds. Chill until firm. Unmold 
on crisp lettuce. Garnish with Hellmann’s Maye 
onnaise. Serves 6. 


Carrots ? 


<<< ————— > 


Vesterday’s chicken? 


Jellied Chicken and 
Vegetable Loaf 1 package Lemon 
134 cups boiling chicken Jell-O 
stock or canned I cup asparagus, 
chicken soup cooked and diced, 
3 tablespoons vinegar or I cup peas, 


34 teaspoon salt cooked 

1 teaspoon prepared i cup celery or cab- 
mustard bage, chopped 
zt cup cooked chicken, 1 pimiento, finely 
chopped chopped 


Dissolve Jell-O in boiling stock. Add vinegar, salt, and mustard. Chill. When slightly thicke 
ened, fold in remaining ingredients. Turn into loaf mold. Chill until firm. Unmold. Serves 8. 


~~ 


A cup of grape juice? 


- 


Grape Zip z package Lemon Jell-O 
x cup boiling water I cup grape juice 


Dissolve Jell-O in boiling water. Add grape juice. 
Chill. When slightly thickened, beat with rotary 
egg beater until like whipped cream. Pile in 
sherbet glasses. Chill until firm. Serves 6. 


All measurements on 
this page are level 


a recipe booklet just 
full of JELL-O surprises! 


State. 
Fill in completely—print name and address 


In aie Sree i Jell-O Company . Canada, Ltd. 
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severely if I treated my now most un- 
welcome guest with any hint of dis- 
courtesy, because they were both ex- 
tremely fond of her. In fact, I felt that 
they preferred her presence in the house- 
hold to mine. 

I do not know how long I lay there sob- 
bing, but the next thing I knew I heard 
Chloe Ann leave her room and tap softly 
at my door. I feigned sleep, and presently 
she went away. 

I knew I could not face her upon that 
night without revealing my true feelings 
for her and I hoped that by morning I 
would have myself in check and be able 
to conceal my inner feelings. 

The next two weeks Chloe Ann and I 
seemed to be running a race for the love 
of this man. I noticed that Bob avoided 
Chloe Ann as often as possible, paying me 
every attention. Once or twice she even 
asked him in my presence to take her for 
a walk into the garden, but he always re- 
fused these advances with courtesy. 


[ Was beginning to forget the scene I 
had witnessed in the garden, as I felt 
that Chloe Ann was wholly to blame and 
I knew that if Bob Hargrave did not al- 
ready love me he soon would. 

I became a willing slave to his charms 
and oftentimes it appeared that we two 
girls fought openly for his favor. Life be- 
came almost unbearable at times and I 
prayed that Chloe Ann would cut her 
visit short, as I was furiously jealous by 
this time of any little attention Bob 
showed her. 

I was deeply in love with Bob and I 
was perfectly miserable, fearing that he 
did not return my love, since he had not 
yet declared himself. Chloe Ann, too, 
loved him with all the ardor of her selfish 
heart. We were in a terrible plight and I 
often lay awake by the hour after the 
rest of the household had retired, wonder- 
ing which of two unhappy girls would 
be Bob’s choice. For surely he would 
choose and take one of us to “‘Cottona,” 
his old plantation home, as its young 
mistress. 

I made up my mind that if my guest 
should be the lucky one that I would 
step aside and try to view the whole 
situation sensibly. For, loving Bob as I 
did, I could appreciate how Chloe Ann 
must feel, although neither one of us had 
ever discussed the subject. On the other 
hand, we kept tactfully away from it. 

Bob came over almost every evening 
now and one balmy night he whispered 
that he had something very important to 
ask me. We slipped quietly out of the 
house, avoiding every one, and soon we 
were strolling down the old lilac path in 
the garden. There with the moon and 
stars beaming down upon us Bob took me 
gently in his arms and said, “‘Nancy, my 
own beautiful little girl, I have loved 
you since we were children and I want you 
to become my wife.” He looked down 
into my face, searching for my answer. 
Shyly I told him that I returned his love, 
and it would make me so happy to become 
his wife. 

He held me close to his heart, raining 
kisses upon my lips and whispering softly 
to me of his love. We sat for hours dis- 
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cussing our plans for the future and I 
asked Bob when we would tell my parents 
of our betrothal. He suggested that we 
give a big reception and announce it 
formally. I fell in with his plans and it 
was with a light heart that I walked back 
to the veranda with him. 

I asked him if I might tell Chloe Ann 
of my happiness and he said, ‘Yes, by 
all means,” adding with a laugh that he 
thought she had tried to capture him for 
herself, but he was too deeply in love 
with me to pay her any attention. 

I felt my news would be quite a sur- 
prise to her, and I also had a feeling of 
compassion for her, because I could im- 
agine myself in her place. At the same 
time I felt that it would be an injustice 
to her to keep her in suspense about the 
affair. 

Bob bade me an affectionate good-night, 
then mounted his horse and started to- 
ward home. 

How well I remember waiting on the 
terrace until the last echo of the horse’s 
hoofs had died away in the distance! 
Then I ran gaily into the house and wended 
my way up tomy room. Just as I opened 
the door into my boudoir, Chloe Ann, 
who occupied an adjoining suite of rooms, 
called to me to come in and chat awhile. 

Our conversation was rather strained 
due to the fact that our minds seemed to 
be wandering far away. I know full well 
that I was thinking of my lover, scarcely 
hearing anything that Chloe Ann said. 
She, too, I think, must have been think- 
ing about Bob, for suddenly she cried out 
in an excited voice, ‘‘By the way Nancy, 
were you in the garden with Bob this 
evening?” Then adding, without giving 
me time to answer her, ‘“You know, my 
dear, I consider Bob Hargrave my per- 
sonal property, and I am sure it will only 
be a question of time until he will pro- 
pose to me.” 


I COULD tell by her manner and her tone 

of voice that she was only trying to draw 
me out on the subject; at the same time, 
fearing just what my reply would be. I 
knew that I would have to tell her of my 
engagement now, because it would be 
unwise to keep her in darkness concerning 
it. 

“Chloe Ann,” I said as gently as I 
could, ‘I do not want you to feel hurt 
at what I am going to tell you. Bob 
asked me only this evening to become 
his wife, and I am so happy. Will you 
wish me joy?” 

She flew into a violent rage, accusing 
me of spoiling her game, while all the 
time I knew that she thought she could 
have won Bob’s love, had I only stood by 
and given her half a chance. 

She said, “‘I knew all the time that you 
were trying to take him from me, know- 
ing that a brilliant marriage like that 
would give me all the things for which I 
have always longed.” 

She vowed that she would not stand by 


“and see me marry Bob Hargrave. That 


if I did not break my engagement to him, 
she would find the means of doing it, 
even if it meant bloodshed. 

Never had I seen a woman in such a 
violent outburst of temper, but it sud- 
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denly subsided as quickly as it had come 
and, in a nervous, uncontrolled voice, 
Chloe Ann wished me happiness. I was 
very much surprised at her sudden turn 
of manner and yet extremely glad that 
she had decided to accept things calmly. 
I kissed her warmly, a thing which I had 
not done for many weeks, due to our mu- 
tual love for one man whom we had both 
hoped to win. I felt that my friend was 
very generous, and that she was a real 
woman when she could so easily forgive 
me for being the winner instéad of the 
loser, in the game of love we had been 
playing for at such high stakes. I felt 
sure that she was more gracious than I 
could have been under similar circum- 
stances. 

I think we even began to plan my 
trousseau and I told Chloe Ann that I 
wanted her to be my bridesmaid. It 
was nearly dawn when we finally de- 
cided that we both must get some sleep 
in order to participate in the grand ball 
at the Minchins’ which we were to at- 
tend that night. 


How well I remember all the events 

which led up to the terrible tragedy 
which took place that evening. Chloe Ann 
seemed to be in very high spirits all day 
and I never once suspected her of plan- 
ning to do the awful thing she did do. 
It must have been premeditated, be- 
cause surely no one could do what she 
did without giving it very careful thought 
beforehand. 

We were in gay, good humor while we 
were dressing to go over to the Min- 
chins’, for we all anticipated a good time, 
as this old and aristocratic family was 
noted throughout the countryside for 
its elaborate entertainments. 

Just as we were getting into the family 
carriage, one of the servants called and 
said some one wanted to speak to me on 
the phone. I ran into the house, not a 
little irritated to be summoned to the 
phone at such an inopportune time. My 
irritation vanished when I heard my 
lover’s voice at the other end of the wire. 
It seemed that Bob’s mother had suddenly 
taken ill and did not feel like accompany- 
ing him to the Minchins’, so he asked me 
if 1 would mind waiting and driving over 
with him. I was overjoyed at the pros- 
pect of being alone with my lover and I 
waved mother, father and Chloe Ann a 
happy farewell, promising to follow the 
moment Bob arrived. 

In an incredibly short length of time 
T saw the Hargrave carriage turning into 
our drive. I hastily gathered up my 
evening wrap so as not to delay our de- 
parture. Bob, however, had other plans 
and he begged me to give him a few 
minutes alone, as the evening was still 
quite young and there was no need for 
us to be in such haste. 

We walked into the garden and Bob 
took me into his arms, kissing my lips 
as he whispered, ‘‘My own darling Nancy, 
words fail me when I try to tell you of 
my deep and sincere love for you.” 

I do not know how long we sat thus, 
making plans for the future. We were 
absolutely oblivious of the passing of 
time. I did, however, at last remember 
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our engagement for the evening, and I 
quickly arose, saying, ‘‘Come, Bob, 
mother and father will be worried about 
us, then too we can not afford to miss 
the cotillion. You know we always take 
part in that!” 

I always looked forward to dancing 
with Bob; he moved with such rhythm 
and easy grace. For two successive 
vears Bob and J had been partners for 
the cotillion. 

The air was growing a little chilly, so 
I thought I would get a warmer wrap 
from my room. Bob asked to accompany 
me, as the house was in utter darkness, 
my father, having given all the servants 
the evening off, and they were either in 
town or in their own quarters, a small 
house back of our own. So being loath 
to go into the house alone, I accepted 
Bob’s offer to go with me. We ascended 
the steps gaily and when we arrived at 
my svite of rooms J asked Bok to come 
in and approve of them as mother had 
just had the whole interior of the house 
redecorated and refurnished. It was 
while Bob was going from room to room, 
admiring the decorations and furnishings, 
that I fancied I heard the outer door 
open and close. I was filled with fear 
and panic as I always had had a dire 
dread of some one breaking into the house. 
I walked swiftly and noiselessly to Bob’s 
side and whispered, ‘‘Bob, I am posi- 
tive I heard some one enter the front 
door.’”’ Bob tried to aJlay my fear say- 
ing “Darling. I heard nothing. I fear 
my little girl’s imagination is playing her 
tricks.”’ 


HE put his arms about me protectingly, 

and I felt reassured by his complete 
composure. We were standing thus in a 
tight embrace, when my gaze wandered 
to the open door. To my amazement and 
surprise I beheld Chloe Ann looking at 
us menacingly. 

I was so completely taken by surprise 
at her sudden appearance that I was 
spellbound and could not utter a sound. 
Her face was a mask of fury and she hurled 
every insulting insinuation at me that 
her tongue could summon. One did not 
have to guess that she already thought 
me Bob Hargrave’s mistress. 

Both Bob and I tried to quiet her, but 
she raved on and on until she was com- 
pletely spent. I took all of th’s calmly. 
I know now that Chloe Ann thought I 
would flare up and create a scene in Bob’s 
presence, thereby lowering myself in his 
sight. Noting that this plan of hers 
didn’t work she tried other tactics. 

She began to sob bitterly. and these 
were the exact words she hurled at me: 

“Very well, Nancy Dillsworth, if you 
wish to play second fiddle to this wonder- 
ful man of your choice. go ahead, but 
don’t forget that I have warned you. 
Also this bit of news may be of interest to 
vou: Bob and J are already lovers and 
if vou don’t believe me. ask him to tell 
you of our trysts. While he is about it 
he might just as well tell vou what has 
gone between us.”’ 

She settled back in her chair with a 
look of complete satisfaction upon her 
countenance. I looked at Bob and I 
could tell by his expression that he was 
innocent of the things of which she was 
accusing him. 

Bob came over to me, smiled gently 
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down into my face and said, ‘“‘My dear, 
do you believe this of me?”’ I assured him 
that I did not, saying: 

“Come, let’s be on our way to the 
Minchins’. And to show that I believe you 
innocent I shall ask Mrs. Minchin to an- 
nounce our betrothal tonight during the 
ball.” 

I was determined that nothing and no 
one should take Bob from me. I firmly 
believe now that it was my determi- 
nation that our engagement should be 
formally announced at once, that in- 
furiated Chloe Ann and led her to com- 
mit a terrible deed on this fatal night. 

For no sooner had I spoken to Bob 
than Chloe Ann snatched a tiny pistol 
from her evening bag and fired. The 
bullet went straight into Bob’s heart and 
he slumped to the floor. I was frantic 
and fell on my knees at my lover’s side, 
calling wildly for him not to leave me. 

The sight of the bright red blood 
coming through his white shirt front 
completely sickened me and I lost con- 
sciousness. 

When I finally came to my senses I was 
in my own bed and I heard Chloe Ann 
in a high nervous voice saying to my 
foster parents, ‘‘No, indeed, Mr. Dills- 
worth. There can be no doubt but what 
she did it as you can see it was done with 
the tiny pistol you brought home to her 
last week.”’ 

I could hardly believe my ears, for 
here was the real murderess taking ad- 
vantage of my supposed unconsciousness, 
blaming me for the death of my lover. 
I arose and wildly denied her vile accu- 
sations, screaming out my innocence, for 
how could I bear the death of my lover 
let alone being accused of murdering him? 

Father told me to keep quiet as my 
denial only proved my guilt, saying: 

‘How could you bring such disgrace 
upon the Dillsworth household? But I 
might have known that something would 
happen and I’ve only myself to blame 
for adopting one we knew so little about.” 


FELT that everything was hopeless and 

that my life hung in the balance. You, 
dear readers, can see how, being thus con- 
demned, I was never given a fair chance. 
Then, too, I was so wrought up over my 
lover’s tragic death that I was unable 
to put up a good fight for my freedom. 

I was taken at once to jail, and not 
even allowed to attend Bob’s funeral. 
My parents engaged lawyers for my de- 
fense, but I knew that they thought me 
guilty of this crime, and did not want me 
to gain my freedom. 

Even to this day I can not understand 
how I lived through that horrible week 
before my trial took place. But having 
lost Bob I felt that life was not worth 
living, and I didn’t seem to care what be- 
came of me. 

This is the story the real murderess gave 
to the jury the day I was found guilty 
and sentenced to life imprisonment for a 
crime of which I was wholly innocent. 

She told of my telephone conversation 
on the eve of Bob’s murder; of how I had 


remained at the plantation promising to, 


follow to the Minchins’ ball as soon as 
Bob arrived. She said she developed a vi- 
olent headache (of which she was a fre- 
quent subject) shortly after she arrived 
at the Minchins’ home. She slipped out 
unobserved by any one, thinking that per- 


haps the fresh air would alleviate the 
pain in her head, but as time passed the 
pain grew worse instead of better. It was 
then that she decided to ask one of the 
Minchin coachmen to drive her back to 
the Dillsworth plantation. 

She told the jury she was so completely 
overcome with the pain in the head that 
the thought of encountering Bob and'me 
on the way did not once enter her mind. 

She did remember. however, seeing the 
lights in my recins as she drove up to the 
house. She said she dismissed the coach- 
man and let herself quietly into the house 
with the latch key she had been privileged 
to carry since she was a guest of the 
plantation. 

Just as she stepped from the vestibule 
into the front hall, a shot was fired which 
seemed to come from the direction of my 
rooms. 

She quickly ran upstairs and, finding 
my door closed, flung it open hurriedly. 
At this point in her narration she broke 
down and wept for several minutes. How- 
ever, she gradually regained her com- 
posure and went on with the story. 

She told of gazing down upon Bob with 
the horrible blood stain upon his cloth- 
ing and of seeing me standing a few feet 
away holding in my hand the pistol which 
father kept in his desk for protection 
against a possible intruder. 


HLOE ANN said that when I discov- 
ered her presence in the room, I im- 
plored her to help me to escape. She said 
she was firm in her refusal to aid a crimi- 
nal, and when I saw that she would not 
help me, I fainted. 

She told that she had great difficulty in 
dragging me to my bed. When she had 
finally accomplished this task, she began 
to wonder what she should do next. She 
dreaded the thought of calling Mr. and 
and Mrs. Dillsworth home because she 
knew how upset and stricken they would 
be when they discovered the crime I had 
committed. 

Finally her sense of better judgment 
told her that if she did not wish to in- 
criminate herself, she had better summon 
Mr. and Mrs. Dillsworth at once. 

She told of her hurried telephone con- 
versation with my foster father to which 
he agreed, and of running over to the ser- 
vants’ quarters and calling those that were 
there. They had heard the shot but 
thought it was someone out hunting 
possums. 

The rest of the story was just as she 
told it to the Dillsworths when I was 
regaining consciousness on the evening 
the crime occurred. 

The judge drew her out as to her rela- 
tions with Bob and she admitted that 
they were deeply in love with each other 
and had expected to be married in the 
near future. She also said that I loved 
Bob Hargrave and had tried to win him 
away from her. That when my plans 
failed I was so completely overcome with 
jealousy of their mutual love that I killed 
him for revenge. 

She made a very pathetic and con- 
vincing picture in the court room as she 
was dressed very somberly, and wept 
bitterly at intervals throughout the 
session. She lied beautifully and com- 
pletely won the jury. 

My defense was too weak to combat her 

(Continued on page 90) 
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Rady VALLEE SAYS... 


“PUT YOURSELF ACROSS” 


“For that subtle ‘added ounce’ of energy 
I follow the simple advice of great physicians” 


“How you feel has a lot to do with how 
people feel aout you,” says Rudy Vallée. 
“Lots of folks handicap themselves 
by getting sluggish and run-down, 
Naturally they can’t ‘put themselves 
across.’ They are half sick. 

“When I was rehearsing for the Fleisch- 
mann Radio Hour I heard so much 
about yeast that I decided to try it. 
I was under a terrific strain—playing, 
singing, planning my talking, singing 
picture ‘The Vagabond Lover.’ Well, 
what famous physicians say about 


yeast certainly worked out for me. It 
gave just that ‘added ounce’ of energy 
I needed to keep me ‘on my toes.’” 

A remarkable food, Fleischmann’s 
fresh Yeast brings you quick new en- 
ergy by purifying and stimulating your 
whole digestive tract. Elimination be- 
comes regular, prompt, complete. Appe- 
tite picksup. Digestion improves. Com- 
plexion troubles rapidly disappear. 

Start eating Fleischmann’s Yeast to- 
day! You can get it at grocers, res- 
taurants and soda fountains. 


EAT 3 CAKES 
of Fleischmann’s 
Yeast daily, just 
plain or dissolved in 
water. Every cake 
now contains two 
vitamins indispens- 
able to health— vita- 
min B and the ‘‘sun- 
shine’’ vitamin D. 
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and the lawyers hired to handle her case, 
and I knew when the jury went to delib- 
erate what their decison would be. 
I lost all hope of ever proving my inno- 
cence and gaining my freedom. The jury 
found me guilty of second degree murder. 

I was led back to my cell shortly after 
the judge sentenced me to life imprison- 
ment and the next day, in the company 
of two Federal officers, I was taken to the 
State Penitentiary. 

Of my prison life I need not tell you, 
for you have already no doubt read many 
versions of the suffering of the con- 
demned. I will state, however, that I 
worked diligently all the years of my 
imprisonment in order to forget, and to 
try to forgive those who had condemned 
me. And when at last I was given my 
freedom, through a pardon, I did not 
especially care because I felt that a con- 
demned woman could never find either 
employment or happiness in this life. 


DO not know what would’ve become 

of me after my release had I not, by 
chance, met a social worker in a distant 
city, for I had gone to another state after 
I was released from prison. This kind 
and sympathetic woman listened to my 
story and believed in my innocence and I 
began to feel once more that there was 
some good and beauty in life after all. 

This woman helped me to get a good 
position and I am at the present time 
employed by one of the social service 
agencies in one of our large cities. No 
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one here knows of my past life and I am 
so happy and content in my work that 
life again seems worth the living. 

Chloe Ann did not prosper long nor was 
she ever happy in her freedom which she 
so preserved through condemning an in- 
nocent woman. She married a man who 
was a habitual drunkard and her life was 
one of complete torture and misery. 


NE day when [returned home from my 
day’s work I found a small boy wait- 
ing for me at the door of my apartment. 
He handed me an envelope which I quickly 
tore open. Fancy my surprise at be- 
holding the handwriting of Chloe Ann 
Mitchell, for one was not apt to forget 
her peculiar script having once seen it. 
She explained that she had seen and 
recognized me in the street, having, her- 
self, come a short time before to this very 
city; that she had followed me to my 
apartment with the intention of asking 
my forgiveness; and that her courage 
had failed her as she was afraid to ring 
my bell. 
She was dying in a nearby hospital 
and she begged me to come to her at once. 
All the old loathing and enmity welled 
up in my heart and at first I felt that I 
would have to refuse her request, but on 
the second thought I knew that I could 
not refuse the last request of a dying 
woman. 
When I reached her bed in the hospital 
ward I was completely overcome with 
pity at the sight of her. All of her beauty 


was gone, and her hair was as white as 
the driven snow. One could see that she 
had suffered not only in body, but in 
soul. She was too weak to talk to me as 
the dark angel was hovering very near. 
She did, however, manage to gaze up in- 
to my face uttering these two words only, 
““Nancy—forgive.” I smiled down upon 
her and told her she was forgiven. With 
a look of peace upon her face she passed 
into the Great Beyond. 

I shall always. be grateful to my Creator 
for giving me the grace to forgive Chloe 
Ann,of her sin which caused me to suffer 
a living death for fifteen years. I do not 
believe that I could have forgiven her 
had not this verse of Holy Scripture come 
into my mind when she looked so appeal- 
ingly and wistfully at me. ‘Father, for- 
give them, they know not what they do.’ 

Chloe Ann’s body would have been 
buried in Potter’s Field, as she had 
no relatives living, and her husband 
could not be found. 


M* compassion was so great for her 

that I told the hospital authorities I 
would take care of all the expenses, since 
she had been a dear friend of mine in our 
youth. I saw to it that her poor remains 
had a decent burial and paid for every- 
thing out of my meager savings. To this 
day, the very thought of this act of kind- 
ness has been of great comfort to me, 
and I have grown happier in my work for 
I have learned that “To err is human; 
to forgive divine.” 


Because He Doubted Me 


I lay almost in one position, on my back. 
Then, one evening. Maidie came running 
in.to tell me that she had an offer of 
night work: extra typing, with good pay. 

“I accepted, mother,’ she explained 
lightly, ‘“‘because I didn’t see any sense to 
wasting time and energy that might be 
used to better ourselves.” 


AS the months passed, Maidie could 
no longer assume her liveliness. 
Night after night she returned home, dead- 
tired. With only a few cheerful words, 
she would crawl into bed and be at once 
asleep. Often I lay and listened to her 
breathing. It was always the short, 
rapid breathing of a body utterly ex- 
hausted. In the morning, I watched, 
with tears in my eyes, the voung feet 
force themselves to walk with a vigor 
that was far from real. I tried to warn 
her, with my eyes. but she would always 
evade them. Intuition told me what the 
inevitable outcome would be. In the 
course of time, my fears came true. 
Maidie broke down, and the doctor for- 
bade her going out for at least two weeks. 
We had to have a woman come in to 
attend to us. Maidie, on the cot, in 
our single room, lay and stared up at 
the ceiling. Often I would catch a 
glimpse of her face and behold the tears 
glistening in her eyes. And when at last 
she was able to be about again she left 
for work in the morning with a great 
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dread showing in her strained features. 

She returned at noon. She stood look- 
ing at me for a time. Then, perhaps 
seeing the question in my eyes, she sud- 
denly broke down, weeping right before 
me. 

““My—my place was filled, mother,” 
she said. ‘It’s all right, though. I'll 
have another—tomorrow.” 

I tried to put my left arm across my 
little girl’s thin shoulders. A torrent of 
words wanted to come out, but I was 
powerless to enunciate them. Silently 
in my mind and heart I cursed the cruel 
fate that could do this thing to us. 

It was but the beginning of the most 
trying period of our lives. I shudder at 
the very thought that I might have to 
ever go through such a time again. My 
little girl suffered blows that would have 
crushed the souls of strong men. 


"THERE was no job the next day; nor the 
next; nor the next. Places were filled. 
It was during a period of business depres- 
sion, and people were hanging on for dear 
life to their jobs. Even long experienced 
people were not getting jobs. What 
chance, then, had a slip of a girl just 
barely out of school? 

One night Maidie came home, pale as 
a ghost and trembling. I tried to catch 
her eye, but she persistently evaded me. 
Then, when finally she did look at me, 
her head bowed with shame and hurt and 


she rushed to my bedside and broke into 
a storm of passionate weeping. I knew 
at once what had happened; I knew onlv 
too well. Her worn clothes, her pallid 
appearance, had caught the eve of the 
type of man who is ever watching for 
those signs. I knew that some cad of 
the streets had approached my daughter. 
The humiliation of it had pierced to 
Maidie’s soul, and she wept now like a 
little child who feels utterly lost and 
beaten. 


UT there was no time for bruised souls. 
Always there was the grim, relentless 
specter of poverty grinning at us. Next 
day and always the next and the next, 
Maidie trudged on her quest for work. 
This went on for weeks. At last we 
were at the limit of our credit. Complete 
desperation seized us, and it became an 
impossibility to hide it. In grim reality, 
we were up against the wall, with not a 
thing to defend ourselves from the wolf 
at the door. 

One day the curt intimation came to 
us that we would be allowed no more 
credit at the grocery store. Food, the 
one essential of our existence, was taken 
from us! I saw Maidie go deathly white, 
but she merely nodded her head and said 
nothing. 

That night, without a word or a nod to 
me, she left the house with a swift stride 

(Continued on page 92) 
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RILLIANT, bewitching, beautiful, Lady 
Buchanan-Jardine leads the gay whirl of 
smart young English society at balls and dances, 
famous race meetings, hunting and house parties. 
She is of the fairest English type, with eyes of 
delphinium blue and hair of gleaming gold. 


Her rose-petal skin is much admired for its 
delicacy of texture and coloring. She gives it 
the utmost care. “‘Here in England,” she says, 
“smart women follow a daily régime to keep 
their skin fine, firm, fresh and clear. 


“Simple care is always best,” she adds with 
her dazzling smile. “Pond’s Method is easy, sat- 
isfactory, complete. The Cold Cream cleanses so 
thoroughly ... the Tissues remove cream gently 
«..the bracing Freshener is just the skin tonic 
we all need... the Vanishing Cream is exquisite!” 


Fottow these simple steps of Pond’s Method: 


During the day—first, for complete cleansing, 
generously apply Pond’s Cold Cream over face 
and neck. Pat in with quick, caressing upward 
and outward strokes. Let the fine oils penetrate 
every pore and float the dirt to the surface. 
Do this several times during the day, always 
after exposure. 


Second—wipe away all cream and dirt with 
Pond’s Cleansing Tissues, softer, more absorbent. 

Third—soak cotton with Pond’s Skin Fresh- 
ener. Briskly dab your skin. This mild astrin- 
gent banishes oiliness, closes pores, tones and 
keeps your contours youthfully firm. 

Last—smooth on Pond’s Vanishing Cream for 
powder base and exquisite finish. 
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Cold Cream and wipe away with Tissues. 
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that was strange to her. I wondered 
what she had in mind. For hours I 
waited; the kind of hours that age a 
person in a night. About eleven o’clock, 
Maidie returned. Her usually gentle 
voice was hard and crisp when she spoke. 
She took several bills from her bag and 
‘said, ‘Well, mother, we won’t starve 
yet awhile. This will tide us over, I 
think.” 

It is a good thing Maidie was not 
looking at me. I think the light in my 
eyes would have frightened her. The 
shock of her speech shot through me, 
but I could not move to vent it. Only 
my eyes moved, and they must have 
gone around like the eyes of a mad 
woman. 

A wild question coursed through my 
mind, ‘‘Where had Maidie got the 
money?” Later on, I was ashamed of it. 

But one can perhaps understand that 
first thought of mine; it was the thought 
of a mother; of a mother who knew the 
world. Later on, a sort of peacefulness 
came and I smiled at myself, as much as 
my lips would allow me to smile. I felt, 
in my heart, that my little girl had done 
nothing wrong; that, somehow, she had 
borrowed the money. It would hurt 
Maidie’s pride even to borrow, and that 
explained her short, hard tones. Maidie 
was good. Nothing could ever make her 
otherwise. I think she saw that I felt 
all right, for she smiled. 

How quickly and inexplicably does 
luck change. It was but a few days 
after this that an offer came to Maidie 
of a job with a wholesale drygoods firm. 
One of the girls there had married and 
given up her job, and I think Maidie had 
pleaded so earnestly that she had im- 
pressed the manager. She started in to 
work with a more hopeful mien than I 
had seen for many months. 


HINGS went well with her, although 

it took all she could make to keep us 
going. You must keep in mind that, at 
this time, I was lying on my back, power- 
less and mute, merely existing from day 
to day. Often I thought I saw a harassed 
look on Maidie’s face, as if she were ask- 
ing herself, ‘‘Will mother be this way— 
always?” 

She must have held a secret conference 
with the doctor, for, some weeks later, 
he made an examination of me. He said 
nothing but, later, after Maidie had seen 
him, she intimated that a well-known 
nerve specialist was coming to see me. 

‘“‘Everything’s going to be all right, 
mother,”’ she said cheerfully. ‘I just 
know he'll fix vou, dear.”’ 

The specialist called, with our doctor, 
in a few days. The examination did not 
last long. ‘The specialist, indeed, was 
quite surprised. 

“Why, a very slight operation will put 
this lady in the best of health again,” 
he said. ‘‘It might have been done long 
ago, if you'd known.” 

The old doctor was smiling kindly and 
Maidie was nearly crying from relief. 
She bent down and hugged me. 

“Didn't IT tell you, mother? 
say he would?” 

They went out leaving the door a 
trifle ajar. They did not know it, but 
my acute ears caught their low tones. 

“And h-how much will it cost, doctor?” 


Didn’t I 
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Maide was asking in an anxious tone. 

“Not much, as operations go,”’ said the 
specialist. ‘‘About a hundred dollars, 
in all, I should judge.” 

A hundred dollars! My heart sank. 
He might just as well have said a million. 
A hundred dollars—and Maidie had all 
she could do to make ends meet for us. 

Her next words came to me like a burst- 
ing bomb. Her voice was quiet but de- 
termined. 

“Very well,’’ she said. 
range for it at once.” 

My mind was so befuddled and I was 
so nervous and excited during the days 
that followed, that I had little time to 
worry over where the money was to 
come from. The operation was quickly 
arranged for, with the efficiency of ex- 
perienced doctors. Before I quite realized 
it, there came the hour when I was being 
wheeled into the operating room. I 
could see within the room the competent 
specialist preparing himself. 


“Please ar- 


AIDIE left me at the door. She 
leaned over to kiss me and to say: 

“‘Now everything's going to be all right, 
mother. Just think, in a few minutes 
you'll be coming out of there, a brand- 
new, dear mother! Isn’t that wonderful?” 

I tried to smile at her, as they wheeled 
me into the room. 

I must, naturally, pass over that space 
of time during which I was under the 
anaesthetic. I was later told the opera- 
tion was one of the shortest on record— 
although any operation on the brain 
must be short. 

It wasasuccess. They knew that when 
I began to come out of the anaesthetic. 
A nurse bent down to catch my first 
mumbled words. ‘Then Maidie bent 
down. She said—-and it seemed to me 
a voice a million miles away—‘‘Hello, 
mother!’ | 

Automatically, for I did not know I 
was speaking, I mumbled, ‘Maidie.” 
They toid me afterwards that Maidie 
fainted outright. 

When I was out of the hospital and 
convalescing at home, there was many a 
time when I would have liked to ask 
Maidie about the payment for the opera- 
tion. But I thought it best not to. 
Maidie had done all in her power for me, 
and it seemed only fair to refrain from 
asking questions if Maidie did not care 
to tell me. 

I was convalescing for a very long 
time. It was during this time that a 
young man started going about with my 
daughter. His name was Harold Wilsey, 
and he worked for the same firm that 
Maidie worked for. Maidie brought 
him to our home a number of times. He 
appeared a nice sort of boy, although his 
arbitrary ideas upon many things were 
somewhat narrow and intolerant. I put 
this down to the natural intolerance of 
youth, however. 

The two of them stayed much around 
our home, during those evenings when 
Harold visited Maidie. I thought for a 
while that it was out of consideration 
for me. I do not like to see young people 
sitting around inside too much. so I took 
occasion to tease Maidie about it. 

“Oh, Harold would rather be here, 
mother,”’ she said. ‘‘Going out costs a 
lot of money nowadays and he wants to 


save as much as he can while he’s young.” 

So that was it! I didn’t say so, but 
I was frankly thinking that perhaps 
Harold was a bit “‘tighter’”’ than he need 
be. I did not mention it to Maidie, for 
her tone of voice plainly confessed she 
sided with Harold. The natural thought 
came to me. Was my daughter falling 
in love? 

The passing weeks gradually answered 
that question. More and more was 
Maidie’s conversation occupied with the 
opinions of Harold. More and more was 
Harold’s name mentioned. And once or 
twice she came to me, crying over some 
thoughtless thing that Harold had said. 
If Harold had the power to hurt her, I 
knew then that my baby’s heart had 
been captured. 

Can I ever forget that night Maidie 
came to me, flushed and breathless and 
with her great eves sparkling! 

“Oh, mother,” she all but gasped, 
“we're engaged! But it won’t be for 
quite a while yet—the wedding, I mean. 
Harold wants to save a little more.” 

She looked at her finger, and sought 
to explain, ‘‘We aren't going to have an 
engagement ring, mother. They’re not 
necessary and Harold can't afford one 
ee now. But isn’t it—isn’t it wonder- 
u >”? 


SN’T it wonderful! My mind traveled 
far back to that night when I, too, had 
said that. It is always very wonderful 
when youth loves. and has been asked 
to marry the one she loves. But I could 
not help feeling that Maidie was hiding a 
deep disappointment, when she gaily said 
that she was not to have an engagement 
ring. In my day that was half the thrill, 
and I believe it still is—in a maiden’s 
heart. However, I said nothing about it. 
But it seemed as though the demons of 
sorrow and ill luck were not yet done 
with us. 

One night Maidie, happy as a lark, 
went to the door to let Harold in. We 
had taken a modest apartment of two 
rooms as soon as I was able to be moved, 
and I could see, through the open bed- 
room door, Harold’s figure. There was a 
scowl on his face and his eves were blaz- 
ing with anger. Maidie had seen at 
once that something was wrong, for she 
immediately came and closed the bed- 
room door. As the door and walls were 
very thin, I could not help but hear all 
that was said, especially as Harold was 
talking in a loud voice. He said, without 
anv introductory greeting: 

“Ts it true. what I just heard about 
vour getting money from some fellow at 
the business school you used to attend?” 

“Why, Harold!” I heard Maidie gasp. 
She sounded too astonished to be able 
to say more. 

“IT want a straight answer,” cut in 
Harold’s harsh tone. 

Maidie’s pride was aroused. ‘You 
shall have it,’ she told him. - “Yes, I 
did borrow money from Mr. Burwell. 
I was forced to, at the time, and he was 
the only possible one I could go to. He 
once told me that if I ever needed help 
in any way, to come to him. He is an 
instructor at the school.” 

“Oh, so you borrowed it!’ Harold's 
voice sneered. ‘‘That’s not the story I 

(Continued on page 94) 
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“Use no soap except Palmolive’ 
says NIRAUS, of Madrid 


Known throughout Spain as one of the foremost specialists on care of the skin 


“All my clients are asked to use no soap 
except Palmolive. The pure palm and 
olive oils of which it is made give the 
skin deep, thorough cleansing. Daily 
cleansings with Palmolive have a tonic 
and rejuvenating effect on the skin.” 


“PTHE basis of all complexion care is, 

or should be, to cleanse the skin 
thoroughly twice a day, using soap and 
water.” That is the opinion of Niraus, 
well known beauty specialist of Madrid, 
Spain. 

But Niraus warns against the use of 
ordinary soaps. He realizes that some 
soaps have a tendency to irritate the 
skin—bringing coarse pores, causing the 
texture to lose it smooth loveliness, 
For that reason he specifies one soap and 
one only—Palmolive. Like most modern 
beauty experts, Niraus believes in the use 
of vegetable oils in facial soap. These 
cosmetic oils are so bland, so gentle on 
the skin, that 18,012 beauty specialists, 
all over the world, advise the daily use 
of Palmolive. 


“No soap but Palmolive” 
“All my clients are asked to use no 


PALMOLIVE RADIO HOUR — Broadcast every Wednesday night—from 9:30 
to 10:30 p. m., Eastern time; 8:30 to 9:30 p. m., Central time; 7:30 to 8:30 
p. m., Mountain time; 6:30 to 7:30 p. m., Pacific Coast time-over station 
WEAF and 39 stations associated with The National Broadcasting Company. 


An assistant giving a facial treatment in the salon 

of Madame Elin Dahlstrand of Stockholm, who 

finds that “Palmolive Soap lather revives and 
strengthens the tissues.?? 


soap except Palmolive,” says Niraus. 
“The pure palm and olive oils of which 
it is made give the skin the deep, thor- 
ough cleansing that is 
required in order to 
rid the pores of all 
accumulations.” 


Nivaus’ reputation extends throughout Spain. 

His salon is one of the handsomest in the 

South of Europe and his smart clientele 
includes many royal personages. 


Niraus is a skin specialist of wide 
experience and enviable reputation. He 
advocates this simple daily treatment, 
to be used morning and night: massage 
a fine creamy lather of Palmolive Soap 
gently into the skin, allowing it to pene- 
trate the pores. Rinse, with warm water, 
then with cold. And you're ready for 
rouge and powder! 

Use Palmolive every day. Consult 
your beauty specialist regularly. And 
remember~—a clean skin is absolutely 
necessaty in order to get best results 
from special beauty care. Palmolive is 
made entirely of palm and olive oils. 
These oils—and nothing else—give it 
nature’s fresh green color. And these 
oils make it the perfect skin 
cleanser and beautifier. 


One week’s use will show 
you why millions use it for 
bath as well as face. 


Retail Price 10c 
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heard. It was an entirely different one.” 

“What do you mean?” I could tell from 
the breathless way she said it, that 
Maidie was trembling from the shock of 
hearing him talk that way. 

“Y’ll tell you what I mean, and I won’t 
mince words!” he spat out cruelly. “I 
mean that men don’t give money to 
girls, without something in return!” 

“Harold—Wilsey!” Maidie’s shaking 
voice held horror, amazement and humil- 
jiation. “You—you—” She tried to say 
more, but her emotions got the better of 
her, and the next instant she had rushed 
through the bedroom door and cast her 
shaking body at the side of my bed. 

“Oh, mother, mother!” were the only 
words she could say, and she kept re- 
peating, ‘‘Oh, mother, mother!” 


"THE shock of the thing—for it had all 

happened in less than five minutes—at 
first held me speechless. Now, with 
my daughter weeping hysterically by 
my bedside, an ungovernable fury suf- 
fused me. I felt feverish with anger, that 
helpless anger of the weak and ill. I 
tried to raise myself from bed, but the 
effort sent me back against the pillows 
out of breath. All I could summon the 
strength to do was to put my arms 
around my little girl; to command, as 
loudly as my voice would, the coward 
who had broken Maidie’s heart to leave 
the house at once. 

“Go at once!” My voice shook. ‘I 
am sorry my daughter ever met you; 
it. would have been better if she never 
had. Get out and don’t ever look at her 
again! You are beneath contempt.” 

Perhaps my words, Maidie’s sincere 
suffering, or perhaps because he had had 
time to consider his terrible accusation, 
made him change his attitude a little. 
He became at once glum and _ tongue- 
tied. He turned as if he would say some- 
thing, but I forestalled him. 

“Nothing you can say will excuse you. 
Please go,’ I told him. 

His face became sullen and he started 
toward the door. 

Just then the bell rang. Maidie quickly 
lifted her head from the bed and looked 
at me questioningly. Then she dried 
her tears and went out to answer the ring. 

The next I heard was a manly, cheer- 
ful voice laughing, ‘‘Well, Miss Cameron! 
You're looking first-rate! I thought I'd 
just drop around and see how our little 
soldier was getting on! Do you mind?” 

“Mr. Burwell!’ Maidie’s pleased voice 
was filled with surprise. She laughed a 
trifle embarrassedly and said, ‘‘Do come 
in! I must admit that you surprised me, 
though.” 

He laughed again; a hearty laugh that 
one could not help liking, so infectious 
it was. 

I saw, through the doorway, a fine, 
well-built man of twenty-eight or thirty, 
with a strong face and a smile about his 
lips that bespoke tolerance, understand- 
ing and sympathy with humankind. A 


‘it’s all right. 
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man, he struck me, who knew the values 
in life. 

Maidie turned stiffly to Harold, and 
introduced the two. 

“Very glad to meet you, Mr. Wilsey,” 
smiled Mr. Burwell genially. 

“How are yuh?” Harold replied sur- 
ily, looking glumly down at his feet. 

Mr. Burwell looked puzzled, but passed 
the snub off with a tolerant smile. Maidie 
beckoned towards my bedroom. 

“You must meet my mother, Mr. 
Burwell.” 

“So this is our sick lady!” his infectious 
smile made us both smile. ‘‘My, you’re 
looking well, Mrs. Cameron. A little 
while longer and vou’ll be up and about, 
the same as ever!” 

It is not the easiest thing in the world 
for a near-invalid to hide emotion and 
I think Mr. Burwell saw the faint signs 
of my recent anger. He gazed at Maidie 
in a puzzled manner. Maidie, embar- 
rassed, looked away. Then from the 
outer room came Harold Wilsey’s sullen 
voice: 

“Well, I'll be going. It looks as though 
I’m no longer wanted here, now that 
your friend—”’ 

“Harold!” Maidie interrupted in a 
shocked voice. She hastened to the 
other room and spoke a few words to 
Harold. 


COULD sce him sneer as he said, loud 
enough for Mr. Burwell to hear, ‘‘Oh, 
I suppose vou figure he’ll 
take care of you, the same as he did be- 
fore.” 

Mr. Burwell saw Maidie’s drooping 
head, saw the tear glisten on her cheek. 
He strode to the outer room. 

“What is the trouble, Miss Cameron?” 
he asked quietly. 

“Nothing. It’s all right.” 
tried to keep her voice even. 

But Harold’s vindictiveness was again 
unleashed. “Sure, it’s all jake,” he 
scoffed. ‘She figures vyou’re a better bet 
than I am, that’s all.” 

Mr. Burwell grabbed Harold by the 
front of his coat and shook him. His 
kindly voice was now cold and cutting. 

“‘Apologize to Miss Cameron at once,” 
he commanded. 

“Apologize! What for?” Harold velled. 
“Do you think I'll apologize to a woman 
who has been bought?” 

Maidie was sobbing quietly, from 
humiliation and shame. Mr. Burwell 
stood for just a moment, peering hard at 
Harold, his mind quickly grasping the 
whole matter. Then he saw it all and 
the curl of contempt on his lips made him 
look like a killer. 

He wasted no words. His fist shot out 
and Harold staggered and fell to the floor, 
holding his chin in mortification. 

“Get up!” snapped Mr. Burwell. 
Harold struggled up. Before he could 
evade it, the hard fist again met his 
chin. He fell again; this time whimper- 
ing fearfully. 


Maidie 


“Get up!” Mr. Burwell ordered. 
Harold tried to crawl out of reach, but 
before he could do so, he was jerked 
upright by two strong hands. Once 
again the iron fist sent him to the floor. 
This time he lay still, sniffing weakly, 
acting as cravenly as it is possible for 
any one to act. 

Mr. Burwell stood over him, and his 
tone was still cold and hard. 

“Now let me tell you something—for 
the good of your filthy mind,” he said 
curtly. ‘‘Next time you hear a rotten 
lie, go to a man about it. Don’t come 
and bully a woman. It’s creatures like 
you that are responsible for most of the 
filth in this world. You just can’t con- 
ceive of any man doing a woman a favor 
without demanding what you think he 
wants in return for it, can you? When 
a man chooses to help a woman out, 
there’s just one reason for it, in your 
dirty brain, isn’t there? That’s the only 
sort of thing you understand!” 

He pointed a finger at the door and his 
voice trembled with anger. 

“Now get out! And think it over! 
Try. to make a man of yourself—al- 
though I doubt if that’s possible with 
your kind! You're filthy to the end of 
your lives. You’re too much of a cad 
to comprehend anything else. Get 
out—quick!”’ 

I heard frightened feet scuttle for the 
door; then the slam of the door hastily 
closed. 

Mr. Burwell crossed to where Maidie 
stood. His voice was suddenly gentle 
and sympathetic. 

“Don’t let it bother you, my dear,” 
he soothed kindly. ‘It’s really not 
worth it, you know. Forget him.” 

Perhaps I should end this right here. 
But was it the end? 


APPILY, it was but the beginning for 

Maidie. The beginning of the most 
beautiful period of her young life. Her 
infatuation for Harold quickly dis- 
appeared, in face of the delicate and 
refined attention of John Burwell. Ten- 
der, understanding, wise John! He has 
made Maidie’s life a lovely thing. 

Seeing each other often, they rapidly 
fell in love. In a short time, they were 
married. I was well enough, when that 
glad day came, to attend my daughter's 
wedding. 

May I add that I live with my daughter 
and my son-in-law? We are a happy 
family, for Maidie and I, and John and 
I, understand each other too well to per- 
mit any of the annoyances and dislikes 
that often corrupt a household under 
such conditions. I think one has to go 
through the flaming furnace of trial and 
suffering in order to gain a deep under- 
standing of the human soul. 

And so I dedicate this to Maidie. for 
it was her splendid young courage alone, 
that brought us safely through. That, 
and the profound understanding of a man 
like John Burwell. 
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F you are using a toothpaste 

in the vain hope that it will 
correct or cure some disorder of 
teeth or gums, you must heed 
this plain warning! 
Thousands of people are harm- 
ing their teeth by believing that a 
dentifrice can cure — and neglect- 
ing to go to the dentist for the 
proper scientific treatment which 
he alone can give to teeth and gums. 


No dentifrice can prevent or cure 
pyorrhea. No dentifrice can perma- 
nently correct acid conditions of 
the mouth. No dentifrice can firm 
the gums. Any claim that any den- 
tiftice can do these things is mis- 
leading, say high dental authorities. 
A dentifrice is a cleansing agent— 
like soap—and should be made 
and sold and used with the one 
object of cleaning the teeth. 


This is a tremendously important 
object in itself. Everyone wants 


*Why Colgate’s Cleans Crevices 
Where Tooth Decay May Start 


Greatly magnified picture 
of tiny tooth crevice. Note 
bow ordinary, sluggish 
toothpaste (having high 
“*surface-tension’’) fails 
to penetrate deep down 
where the causes of decay where the toothbrush 
lork. cannot reach. 


This diagram shows how 
Colgate’s active foam 
(having low “‘surface- 
tension’’) penetratesdeep 
down into the crevice, 
cleansing it completely 


“Antiseptics and Drugs are 
worthless in Toothpastes” 


—Says Noted Health Magazine 


Read this warning: 


: “The only function of a dentifrice 


is to aid in the mechanical 
cleansing of the teeth without 
injury to them . 
tics and drugs incorporated in 


dentifrices are valueless, neither, _ 
curing nor preventing disease.” _ 


From an article in “Hygeia”’ 


othe health magazine ofthe oo. 
: _ American Medical Assaciation.— 


clean, sparkling teeth. Everyone 
knows that cleanliness of teeth 


and mouth is vital to complete 
health. 


Why not, therefore, accept this 
sane and common-sense attitude 
toward toothpastes. Dentists are 
all urging it. Stop looking for a 
dentifrice which will cure. Begin 
seeking the one which will clean 
your teeth best. 


Because it does this one thing 
superlatively well, Colgate’s has 
become the world’s largest-selling 
toothpaste. Millions of people use 
it, and for 26 years have kept 
tight on using it, because they 
have found it cleans better. 
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‘The reason for this is simple. 
Colgate’s contains the greatest 
cleansing agent known to 
man, in a special, mild, effec- 
tive form. This cleanser, when 
brushed, breaks into a spark- 
ling, active foam. Careful scientific 
tests have proved that this foam 
possesses a remarkable property 
(low “surface-tension”) which 
enables it to penetrate* deep down 
into the thousands of tiny pits 
and fissures of the teeth where 
ordinary sluggish toothpastes can- 
not reach. There, it softens the im- 
bedded food particles and mucin, 
dislodging them and washing them 
away in a foaming, detergent wave. 


Thus Colgate’s cleans your teeth 
thoroughly, safely. You have not 
fooled yourself with “cures.” 


Also in powder form for those who 
prefer it—ask for Colgate’s Dental 
Powder. 

The 25c tube of Colgate’s 
contains more toothpaste 
than anyother leading brand 
priced at a quarter. 
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“You know, Joanna,” he began, “I 
really ought to talk to you, I suppose. 
But I’m too tired to talk.” 

“What should you talk to me about?” 

“About what you and IJ are doing,” he 
said as we reached the elevator. ‘I— 
I won’t ask you really to be my wife. 
You don’t even know what life is all 
about, I guess. But—” 

“But aren’t we getting married—right 
now?” I wailed, completely in the dark 
as to his seeming riddles. 


“QURE! And wel let it go at that,” 

he squeezed my arn? kindly. ‘‘Don’t 
you bother your littly. Bead,’ Joanna. 
Youw’re going to get married to me, and 
I’m going to take you to New York, and 
that’s all there is to it.” 

Silently we walked down the half de- 
serted streets, and I was grateful for the 
cool freshness of the morning air. I 
wondered where Mr. Jones had been all 
night and what had happened that made 
him look so pale, but I was grateful to be 
beside him and have his arm through 
mine. We walked for fully twenty min- 
utes, and then turned into a low, pictur- 
esque building and climbed two flights of 
stairs to knock on a shabby door. 

A half hour later, we came out that 
door, arm in arm—man and wife. I was 
dazed at how simple and unaffecting the 
process had been. An ordinary civil 
service, read in Spanish and then again 
in English. Howard Edward Jones put 
a ring on my finger after it was all over, 
but he did not kiss me, nor I him. I had 
never really figured out what a wedding 
was. But it had seemed in my imagina- 
tion to be a painful, exacting never-to-be 
forgotten ceremony that set an entire 
town talking and settled once and for all 
the question as to whether babies were 
left in a turnstile or not. 

No such mysterious business was our 
wedding. A quiet, simple reading of 
words, signing of names, paying of money, 
accepting papers, and saying good-morn- 
ing to four, uninterested, dull-eyed men. 
And then, arm in arm, we went out the 
door, man and wife, and down the two 
flights of steps to the street. 

“T think some coffee would go good 
right about now,” my husband squinted 
up at the sun as if measuring the weather. 
“What say?” 

I nodded. 

We walked a little way to a restaurant 
by the water, where we sat outside at 
little tables and my husband ordered a 
full breakfast in his awkward Spanish. 

“Am I all married to you now?” I 
ventured presently. 

He looked at me and, for the first 
time, grinned. 

“Yup!” He nodded. ‘How do you like 
it?” 

“Oh, fine!” I murmured. Then I put 
my hand out and touched his arm. 
“Would you do something for me? Would 
you—just—just call me Mrs. Jones?” 

He frowned, not unkindly, and patted 
my hand. 

“Good-morning, Mrs. Howard Edward 
Jones,” he said gently. “How do you 
like your wedding ring?” 
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“Oh, I love it,” I laughed happily. 
“Tt’s the first ring I’ve ever owned.” 

“Probably won’t be the last. It’s not 
much. Only two bucks. But the best I 
could do--what with other expenses.” 

“It’s beautiful,’ I insisted sincerely, 
for to me no other ring in the world could 
ever be half so beautiful. ‘Mr. Jones, 
wasn’t it easy—getting married?” 

“You funny child!’ He smiled as he 
welcomed the pot of hot coffee and the 
boiled eggs. ‘It’s always easy to get 
married. Too easy! But this wasn’t as 
easy as it looked to you. You should 
know the legging and the jawing I did 
yesterday to get as far as putting on your 
ring this morning.” 

“Didn’t they want you to marry me?” 
I puzzled. 

“Don’t trouble your little head. Eat 
your eggs while they’re hot. You know,” 
he waved a spoon at me as he talked with 
a full mouth, “You know, we’ve got lots 
to do today. Got to get your picture 
taken for your passport?” 

“What’s that?’ I asked. 

“Never mind. But you got to get your 
picture taken, just the same. Costs as 
much as your ring. Then I’m going to 
take vou to a barber and have your hair 
cut—bobbed! Don’t look so aghast! It 
won’t hurt. And then you'll be more 
grown up and look like a real American. 
You are American, aren’t you?” 

“T think so,” I muttered shamefacedly. 


“NTOT that it matters. But you aren’t 
a Spaniard; any one could tell that. 
“Then you must write a letter to the 
nuns back in your asylum, and tell them 
you are married and gone to New York. 
Can you write?” 

“Of course,” I flared. 
and English.” 

“Some wife I got!” he grinned. 

“Then we got to pack, you know. And 
then—we're going to dinner at the hotel 
with some friends of mine I ran into 
yesterday.” 

“Oh, Mr. Jones!” 

“Don’t call me that before them. 
Call me Howard,” he advised quickly. 
“And I want you to look real nice. I 
think maybe I should get you a sweater 
and skirt—-a sports dress, you know; to 
wear in the mornings. And maybe a 
fluffy ruffle for tonight at dinner. I want 
you to look swell.” 

“But—wear different things all in the 
same day?” I marveled. 

“Veh. Sure! That’s what ladies are 
for. You got to get used to that. You 
been wearing the same dress like your 
skin for years, I guess. Got to get used 
to wearing different things. You'll 
learn—when you see—others.” 

I did not know what he meant by 
others, then. 

“Now, this lady we are going to have 
dinner with tonight,” he resumed largely. 
“You watch her. She wears all laces and 
ruffles and wispy things at night. Eve- 
ning dress, you know. And when I ran 
into her after I left you yesterday—she 
had on the swellest knitted stufi—made 
her look so breezy and good-natured.” 

“Who is she??? I asked, curiously. 


“Both Spanish 


“Her name is Dorothy Peters,” he 
said slowly as he buttered another slice 
of toast. ‘‘She’s been down here a month 
with her father, and I never knew it. 
Brought her father down for his health. 
Just carried him off to make him quit 
working too hard. That’s the way she 
does things.” 

There was something in his voice— 
something behind his eyes that would 
not meet mine—that made the age-old 
wisdom of womankind rush to my rescue. 


“TS she—Mr. Jones—is she the lady 
you told me about—that you loved 
much—and she wouldn’t love you?” 

“Yeh, that’s her!” he jerked out as he 
gulped down some more coffee. 

1 didn’t dare speak. But after a mo- 
ment, he talked himself—probablv glad 
to have some one to open his heart to. 

“I met her just after I left you,” he 
told me quietly. ‘‘We were both pretty 
surprised. She told me where she was 
staying and asked me to come over for 
dinner at eight o’clock. I couldn’t. Had 
too much to do. But I said I’d be over 
later and have a little drink with them. 
I got there about ten o’clock, and went 
with them to the Casino. I met a man 
there that seemed to be very close to 
Dorothy and her father. I didn’t like 
him none at all. But I was a gentleman. 
We quit about one in the morning and 1 
went back to our hotel to my room to 
sleep.” 

Again he paused and lit a cizarette, 
while he squinted at me gazing at him in 
absorbed interest. 

“{ might as well own up, Joanna, that 
you pretty near didn’t have a husband 
today at all.” 

“Why—what—”’ 

“Cause I got chicken-hearted, seeing 
her again like that, so unexpected. She 
called me on the phone about nine yester- 
day morning and woke me up. Asked 
me to have lunch with her—and 1 did. 
At lunch she told me she was engaged. 
I’m the kind of clown who would never 
notice her ring. To the man who had 
been with us the night before. They 
had just become engaged. He’s a wealthy 
New Yorker that they had met down 
here. So, you see—that’s that!” 

I didn’t see at all—except that he was 
very unhappy, and that there was a 
bitterness in his voice as he spoke. 

“So that’s how I almost wasn’t your 
husband this morning, Mrs. Jones,” he 
added gaily. “And it’s also how I am 
your husband this morning.” 

“Did you tell her—about me?” 


“No. What difference would it make? 
I don’t know why—I just didn’t. I let 
her have all the dramatics herself. But 


when she asked me to dine with her 
father and her fiancé and herself tonight, 
I said sure, if I might bring a friend. And 
she just laughed and said certainly. So 
I’m taking you tonight. And you’re 
going to look swell, if I go broke doing it! 
And J’ll introduce you as Mrs. Howard 
Edward Jones—and you must call me 
Howard. Don’t forget it, will you?” 

I shook my head in agreement; for I 

(Continued on page 152) 


An Answer to Many a Mother’s 
“What Can I Do2” 


The LIES of CHILDREN 


By WINTHROP D. LANE 


O lie is one of the most disturbing 

things children do. They lie to get 

out of scrapes, to avoid punishment, 
because they fear their parents, to im- 
press others; for all sorts of reasons. 
Children have nearly as many reasons 
for their lies as have grown-ups. 

Your child lies, and you are worried. 
What shall be done about it? How shall 
he be punished? What measures are to 
be taken? Why does Alice think she has 
to tell these little fibs, anyway? And 
what in the world gets into George that 
he thinks he has to come across with 
these big whoppers? 

Of course, if your child lies because he 
heard you lie, then it isn’t so good. 
Your precepts will be wasted if they 
don't accord with your practice. Chil- 
dren are not philosophers, and they will 
imitate conduct much more quickly than 
they will accept any good advice. 


OME children acquire too great a 
dread of lying. This is strange, but 
it is so. 

I heard a child declare, ‘‘Willie (his 
younger brother) said this horse was 
made of wood, but it isn’t. It’s made 
of rubber, so Willie lied.’ He thought 
the mere error wes a lie. Another child 
scolded his big sister Mary roundly be- 
cause she said it was bedtime. 

“It is only ten minutes to seven,” he 
said, ‘and Mary says it is bedtime.” 
So he thought Mary had lied. In each 
case somebody had tried to explain to 
the child what a lie was, and he had be- 
come confused. 

Parents sometimes worry needlessly 


about the lies of children. Every child 


lies; vou can set that down as a general © 


rule. Lying may not be quite so natural 
as eating, but it is just ebout as universal. 

The child who had never told a lie 
would be a strange animal; the tempta- 
tions occur too frequently, and human 
nature is weak. So don’t get too excited 
if you catch your child in an occasions] 
falsehood. ; 

And don’t forget that sometimes it’s 
hard to tell just exactly when a child 
has lied. 

If your child comes in from school and 
says, ‘‘Mother, I saw a cannibal on the 
street today and I ran. JI didn’t want 
him to eat me,’”’ you probably will not 
accuse your child of lying; you will 
say he has a good imagination. The 
element of intentional deceit, to accom- 
plish a purpose, ought to be present 
before you accuse your child of lying. 
Of course, a lie may be an act, not mere 
words. 


UPPOSE your child is in the next 

room, playing with the scissors. You 
know he is playing with the scissors— 
and he has been told not to. You say, 
“Charles, come here.” 

He says, ‘‘No.” 

You say, ‘‘Yes.”’ 

He says ‘‘No,” and then comes, osten- 
tatiously holding a toy in his hand. His 
purpose is to make you think he has been 
playing with the toy all along. In this 
instance, the child is certainly guilty of 
intent to deceive; a lying act, we might 
call it. 

Another thing to remember about lies 


is that all of us are pretty bad witnesses. 
We don't always know just what hap- 
pened; we think we know and tell the 
story, but perhaps we get it wrong. 
Somebody else, seeing the same event, 
tells it differently. Experiments have 
been held to show that the testimony of 
eye-witnesses differs very greatly among 
the witnesses; one person sees a thing 
one way, another another. It would le 
2 mistake to punish your child for a lie 
he didn’t tell. 


Wwe are we all so amused by the lies 
that we read in books—or see on the 
stage? We hold our sides with laughter 
sometimes if the person who tells the lie 
is fictitious. You remember the lies 
Penrod tells in Booth Tarkington’s 
story? And Huckleberry Finn? Wow! 
What whoppers that boy did utter! We 
sit there and read—and laugh till the 
tears run down our cheeks. Notice 
yourself at the movies—and see if 
vou don’t grin or snicker when some 
kid tells a lie. It must be that there 
is something in a lie to appeal to some- 
thing in us. Maybe the drama catches 
us—we wonder if the fellow will get 
away with it; or we wonder if we could 
do as well. But when it’s our own child, 
the situation is altogether different. 
And this is quite right, for we can’t 
Ict our children grow up to be liars. 
The best preventive that I know of is 
to surround the child with an atmos- 
phere of truthfulness. If other members 
of the family do not lie, the child is likely 
to be a truth-teller himself. We seldom 
realize how much influence a family 
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has on a child. It 
has a_ tremendous 
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influence; it is his 
training school dur- 
ing the impression- 


able years, when 
he has no other. 
What the family 


does, the child 
learns to do also. 
He will, of 
course, hear lies 
elsewhere, but he 
will compare 
standards of con- 
duct outside the 
family with those 
in the family—and he 
is very likely to stick 
to the standards 
found in the bosom 
of his own family. 
Don’t hold up an 
impossible ideal to 
the child. Don’t 
say, “Never lie. It 
is always wrong.” 
The child may 
ask, “‘Mother,would 
you lie to save 
Daddy’s life?”? — 
and then what will 
you do? Children 
put these hard ques- 
tions to us by the 
hour, and we some- 
times get stuck. 


OST of us will 
admit that we 


we give children for 
not lying? It isn’t 
so easy, when lying 
is so common. You 
may say, ‘‘Lying is 
bad, wicked.” He 
may not believe 
you. You may say, 
“The Ninth Com- 
mandment says we 
shall not lie.” This 


may be effective, or 
it may not. I think 
a better reason is 
the practical reason 
that nobody can 
depend on anybody 
else if we all go 
around lying. Here 
we are, all in the 
world together, try- 
ing to live together. 
And how far are we 
going to get if people 
lie to each other? 
Nobody knows what 
the other fellow 
means; nobody 
knows when he can 
depend on the other 
fellow. 


Your child, if he 

is about six, can 
understand such ar- 
gurrents; his mind 
will take them in. 


— 


_ 


So 


Give him an ex- 
ample. Say to him, 
“How would you 


would lie under cer- 
tain circumstances. 
It is usually better 
to be pretty frank with a child and give 
him an idea of how things really are in 
the world, than to give him a wrong 
idea which has to be corrected later. 

Of course, if he hears you say to the 
street car conductor, “This child is under 
five, and doesn’t have to pay,” when he 
knows that he is five and a half, all your 
good work may go for nothing. He has 
heard a parent lie—and that counts for a 
great deal to a child. 

Now, suppose a child has lied. We 
can imagine various lies a child might 
tell. He might say that he did not break 
the window with a baseball. He might 
say that he did wot spend the nickel for 
candy. He might say that he did noé 
know who sicked the dog on the cat— 
when he knew that you did not want 
the dog sicked on the cat—but he did 
know who did it. 

First, find out why he has lied. Mo- 
tives are very important in children’s 
acts. Children sometimes do wrong 
things from good motives; like lying to 
protect a companion, to avoid being a 
snitcher. 

In that case, you can’t very well 
condemn the motive, but you can object 
to the act. Point out to him that the lie 
was not necessary; that he could have 
said, ‘“Yes, mother, I know who sicked 


the dog on the cat, but I don’t think I 
ought to tell. I don’t think you ought 
to make me.” Then you and he can 
discuss the matter in another way. The 
lie was merely because he didn’t know 
any other way of meeting the situation. 
Your remarks to him will be a very good 
object lesson; he will learn something. 
He will learn that situations can be got 
around, sometimes, in other ways than 
lying. 


HE lie may be one that calls for pun- 

ishment—like saying he didn’t break 
the window or spend the nickel. In that 
case let your punishment be quick, 
direct—and see to it that the child 
knows exactly why he is being punished. 
There are many ways of punishing 
children, whipping being only one. You 
can deprive him of some privilege; you 
can send him to his room; you can tell 
him he can’t have desserts for a couple 
of days. With a little ingenuity, vou 
can think up various forms of punish- 
ment. The child will respect the punish- 
ment more if you are dignified about 
it. Don’t punish him foo severely. A 
child’s sense of justice is keen. 

Follow the punishment with some 
remarks about lying. Tell him why 
people don’t lie. What reasons shall 


like it if I lied to 
you? Suppose you 
asked ire to read to 
you, and I said I had acold and couldn’t 
read—and then you keard me reading 
to Betty. You would know that I had 
lied, wouldn’t you? Wouldn’t that make 
you feel bad? Wouldn’t you say, ‘Mother 
lied to me; I'll never know when she’s 
telling the truth.’ Well, that’s the way 
it is when ycu lie; we don’t know 
when you're telling the truth.” 

Add, if you want to, that the world 
doesn’t like liars, for that is perfectly 
true. 

And you can prove it by giving them 
actual examples. 

Another way of overcoming lying is to 
let the child retrace his own steps to the 
truth. If he has to go to the person to 
whom he lied and set matters right, that 
will make a great impression on him— 
and may cause hesitation before he lies 
again. Indeed, it may be the best 
punishment possible. 

The best rule here, as in everything 
else, is frankness and straight dealing 
with vour child. Don’t treat him as if he 
has no mind or personality of his own, 
but try to understand him. And, if he is 
old enough, talk things out with him. 
Understanding accomplishes more than 
force or fear, and your child will like you 
better for it when he is old enough to 
have children of his own. 


This is the first of a series of fascinating articles on parents and children by Mr. Lane, one 


of America’s foremost child psychologists, covering such puzzling problems as “‘The Fears of 
Children”; ‘The Punishment of Children’’ ; “When Your Child Asks Questions,’’ and others. 
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EL ..to every 


reader of Irue Story 


servings 


of the most 
delicious 
cereal you 
ever tasted 


A cereal so nourishing that Doctors have urged it for years 
..a cereal so delicious that millions of children and grown-ups 
hail it joyously every morning. 


Wouldn’t YOU like to try it? Just mail the coupon below 
and you'll receive FREE a friendly little package of Wheatena 
. . . the delicious sun-browned wheat cereal. 


In two minutes you can transform the contents of this little 
package into 3 fragrant dishes that will make your mouth water. 


Wheatena is not just’’a good cereal.” It's a great natural 
food . .. made from the entire sun-browned wheat kernel 
... therefore, supplies the precious elements needed for 
strong bones, sound teeth, firm muscles and [robust health. 


If you do not wish to wait a single day to enjoy this 


THE WHEATENA CORPORATION wonderful cereal (and we wouldn't blame you) ... ask your 


Wheatenaville, Rahway, N. J. Grocer for a full-size package. 
Gentlemen: Please send me, by return mail, 


one of your friendly little packages of 
Wheatena ... the sun-browned wheat cereal 
... sufficient to make three generous servings. Se a t A n re 


Dela bate es THE SUN-BROWNED WHEAT CEREAL 


MIXED 
SIGNALS 


Betty Starts More 
than She Expected 


to interfere with his eating. He 

could have brainstorms all day long, 
but as for eating all day, well—that would 
be a bit difficult, and probably not so 
much fun as it seemed on first thought 
for, contrary to the general family im- 
pression, he really wasn’t hungry all day 
and every day. 

Well, anyway, around noon on the day 
before St. Valentine’s day, Billy found 
himself eating. Not only that, but he 
also found himself having brainstorms. 

Some of these brainstorms were ridicu- 
lous. Even Billy knew that, but he also 
knew that one of them was an idea highly 
worthy of the White mentality, as his 
proud aunt would have said. In fact, it 
was an idea so worthy that he beamed 
benevolently at Betty, and took another 
helping of pudding. Betty beamed right 
back but, like most young sisters, she 
didn’t know exactly what she was beam- 
ing about. 


Bie never allowed his brainstorms 


OW it happened that Billy was beam- 
ing about signals. Heand some of his 
friends had formed a club, and one of the 
first things they did was to learn the 
Morse code by heart. Their original in- 
tention was to use it to rescue people 
from sinking ships and things like that, 
but because they didn’t know where there 
were any sinking ships, Billy had thought 
of another use for it—as a system of 
communication among all the members of 
the club in the neighborhood. 

Billy’s friend, Jerry, lived at the top 
of the hill just up the street from the 
Whites’ house. There were three other 
houses in between these two, but as 
Jerry’s house was so very high, Billy 
could see the whole back of it from his 
attic window. He had often observed 
this fact before and thought something 
should be done about it, and now at last 
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he would, for if he 
could see the back 
of Jerry’s house, 
Jerry ought to be 
able to see the 
side of his. 

Jerry was eating 
and wishing for something exciting when 
Billy burst in upon him with his new 
discovery. They immediately investi- 
gated further and this led to another dis- 
covery—that not only could you see the 
Whites’ house from Jerry’s window, but 
if you stuck your head out far enough, 
you could see the bathroom window of 
Andy’s house across the street, and the 
kitchen window of Roger’s house on the 
other side of the hill. 


HIS made everything hotsy-totsy for 

signaling. Of course, there were a few 
problems. But what were problems to 
that good White mentality resting in 
Billy’s head? é 

He quickly remedied the fact that he 
couldn’t see Jerry’s window and Jerry 
couldn’t see his, by their both hanging 
drop lights down the side of their houses. 
These were plugged into reading lamps, 
and flashed on and off by just turning the 
switch. And as for Roger and Andy, all 
they had to do was to take flash lighis 
and point them in the general direction 
of Jerry’s house, where Jerry, acting as 
central, could relay the messages to 
everybody. 

Billy insisted that this signaling busi- 
ness, like all the other activities of 
the club, should be a deep, dark mystery 
to Betty and the other girls. 

Well, it was. But the existence of the 
club itself had long been known to Betty 
and her friends, and they had about de- 
cided that something ought to be done 
about it. 

The actual decision to action came 
when the girls checked up on _ their 
brothers and discovered that they were 
all acting mysteriously at the same time. 
Andy’s sister Mary told how her brother 
was spending all his spare time in the 
bathroom and Roger’s sister revealed 
that her brother had practically settled 


with Her Neighborhood 


Girls’ Club and 
Sisters’? Union 


in the kitchen. These facts, corubined 
with Billy and Jerry locking themselves 
up in their room most of the time, cer- 
tainly indicated something that demanded 
action. 

But what action? The girls all ad- 
mitted that this club business of the boys 
was really becoming quite terrible, but 
none of them seemed to know just what 
could be done about it. 

Then Betty had a happy thought. If 
bricklayers, actors and musicians, and 
people like that, could have unions, why 
couldn’t sisters? That was it. They 
would organize a Sisters’ Union, the only 
qualification being that you had to be a 
girl and had to have a brother. So Betty 
went scouting around the neighborhood 
and, before long, she had rounded up 
seven sisters. They all went to Jerry’s 
house to hold their first meeting. 


ELL, when they started to meet 
they discovered to their great sur- 
prise that they hadn’t really anything of 
importance to meet about. Of course, 
they were to found a Sisters’ Union, 
and they felt they ought to play a part 
in the life of the community like the 
“Vadies’ Aid,’ or the ‘‘Mothers’ Club.” 
But just what could they do? Trixie, 
Jerry’s sister, suggested that they put 
on a play and give the profits to the 
“Better Babies Fund.’’ But when it came 
to giving out the parts, everybody wanted 
the boy parts. Nobody wanted to play 
a girl, if another girl was to be a boy. 
There was no fun in being the heroine if 
the hero was a girl. 

Finally, in their vain search for some- 
thing to do, they came to the question of 
what the boys’ club did. Certainly they 
seemed to be always busy and having 
lots of fun. So it was decided to find out 
the secret activities of their brothers and 
hold another meeting. Incidentally, they 
voted to call themselves the ‘‘Neighbor- 
hood Girls’ Club and Sisters’ Union’’; 
and everybody swore to keep secret 
everything}that had been said and done. 

Now Jerry had seen the girls enter the 
house from his bedroom window, and 

(Continued on page 102) 
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“I thought I was doing 
everything a wife and 
mother could do. Then 
our doctor showed me 
my mistake.” 


“TT happened when Bob didn’t get the 
promotion he’d expected. He was dis- 
couraged. Clear through. Said he knew it 
was his own fault. That mornings—the 
time when most of the big jobs had to go 
through—were the very times he was tired 
out. Nerveless—pepless—unable to con- 
centrate or put punch into his work. 


“That set me to thinking. For it was 
much the same thing little Bobby’s teacher 
had said about him. ‘Bobby seems tired, 
nervous and restless in the mornings. He 
can’t seem to keep his mind on his studies.’ 


“But it took our wise old family doctor 
to really open my eyes. Yes, Bob and 
Bobby both had nervous fatigue, he said 
—the kind of nervous fatigue I alone could 
cure. For it came entirely from the wrong 
kind of breakfast. ‘When your breakfast 
doesn’t give energy that lasts,’ he said, 
‘then nervous energy must be used in- 
stead. And the man or child who tries to 
do work on nerves instead of food, is hope- 
lessly handicapped in the race for success.’ 


“Since that talk a month ago, my fam- 
ily do their morning work on food energy 
instead of nervous energy. Every morning 


I do my share by starting them off 
with the breakfast I’m sure will stand 
by them all morning long—hot 
stimulating Quaker Oats.”’ 


Why Quaker Oats gives more 
lasting energy 


Quaker Oats is unsurpassed for 
splendid nutrition—for perfect food 
balance. That’s why it gives sustained 
energy. Why it protects against ner- 
vous depletion. 16% of Quaker Oats 
is protein. 65% is ‘‘energy” food. 
There’s abundant vitamin B... rich 
minerals to build good blood, firm 


THE QUAKER OATS COMPANY 


Quaker Oats ..-two kinds...at your grocer’s 


teeth. There's roughage, too, to make laxa- 
tives unnecessary. 


No morning is too hurried for this 
energy breakfast. For Quick Quaker cooks 
deliciously done in less time than it takes to 
make coffee. This is because Quaker roasts 
the choice whole oats to a delicious nut- 
sweet tenderness. This pre-cooking makes 
long home-cooking 
unnecessary—and 
gives that rich, zestful 
“Quaker” flavor. Your 
grocer has both the 
Regular and the Quick 
Quaker Oats. 
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had sneaked downstairs to listen. Dis- 
covering what the meeting was all about, 
he had returned to his room and signaled 
to Roger, Andy, and Billy the innermost 
secrets of the ‘‘Neighborhood Girls’ Club 
and Sisters’ Union.” 

So when Betty returned home, Billy 
was all set for her. Before she even got 
in the house he was shouting at her, ‘“‘My 
dear darling little sister, was her great 
big brother mean and croo-el to her? 
Huh! Was he so mean and croo-el that 
she had to get protection from all the 
other sisters in the neighborhood?” 
With that, Billy was off again to his 
room. 

Betty just stood and thought. Some- 
thing was radically wrong. Why, that 
big bum! How the dickens did he know 
that? And if he knew it, probably every- 
body else did, too. But how? 

Very slowly she went over to her 
mother. 

“Has Billy been out of the house to- 
night?” she asked. 

“No,” said her mother. 

“Well then, has any one been here to 
see him?” persisted Betty. 

“No,” said her mother. 


ETTY found it hard to believe. ‘You 

mean to say,’ she demanded, “that 
Billy has been alone in his room all 
evening?” 

“Yes,” said her mother. 

Betty went to bed wondering. 

The next morning Betty learned that 
her fears were well founded. All of the 
boys knew about the Sisters’ Union and 
were only too ready to kid her about it. 
And after a whole day of being kidded, 
Betty was desperate. So that evening 
she again called her friends together and 
they went to Trixie’s for another meeting. 

Betty, being president of the union, 
said that somebody ought to make a 
resolution to find out how Billy and his 
friends had discovered their secrets. Now 
everybody was perfectly willing to make 
resolutions, but somehow it didn’t help 
to solve the problem in hand. How did 
their brothers learn of the union just by 
staying in their rooms at home? Not 
only that, but how did they learn the 
secrets of the organization word for 
word? It just wasn’t natural. 

It happened that there was a tricky 
heating system in Jerry Rawson’s house. 
Instead of a radiator in the living room, 
there was a hot air shaft opening into it. 
And Jerry, being a rather ingenious per- 
son, had discovered that by opening the 
shaft and listening at the other end in 
the cellar, he could hear every word 
spoken in the living room. 

Needless to say that shaft was now 
open as the meeting of the Sisters’ Union 
was in progress. Also a wire was run 
from the droplight outside Jerry’s 
window down into the cellar and Bob 
Marshal stationed there. It was his 
job to listen in and send the necessary 
messages, for Jerry had other activities 
planned for himself. 

In the midst of the second meeting of 
the Neighborhood Girls’ Club and Sisters’ 
Union, Jerry appeared and announced 
himself as the greatest mind reader in 
history. At first, the sisters tried to pick 
him out, but soon they began to be in- 
terested, in spite of themselves. 

Jerry told the girls that no matter what 
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they thought of, he could concentrate on 
it so hard that pretty soon any one of 
their relatives in the neighborhood that 
they chose would receive the thought 
through the air, and telephone, telling 
them word for word what it was. 

Betty said she had thought of some- 
thing. When Jerry asked her what it was, 
she replied, ‘“‘The flea named Oscar who 
lives on the tail of the cheese hound which 
belongs to the Sultan of Turkey.” 

“All right,” said Jerry. ‘‘And where 
do you want it sent?” 

“To my father!’ answered Betty in a 
whisper. 


ERRY trembled. He was sure Bob, 
listening down in the cellar, couldn’t 

have possibly heard it. But quick think- 
ing came to his rescue. 

He repeated the whole thing loudly 
and slowly and all the girls thought that 
was the way mind readers always acted. 

While Bob was sending the message 
over to Billy, who was to persuade his 
father to phone back, it was necessary 
for Jerry to keep the girls interested. So 
going over to the couch, he took the 
spread from it and wrapped it around his 
head in what was supposed to be Hindu 
fashion. He did this very slowly, so as to 
take up as much time as possible, but no 
telephone bell sounded before he had 
finished. By this time the girls were im- 
patient and had about decided that they 
were just being kidded. In fact, they 
were just about to throw Jerry out when 
the telephone rang. 

A great quiet immediately descended 
upon every one as Betty went to answer 
the phone. Evidently it really was her 
father for she just stood and listened, and 
with every word she heard, her mouth 
opened a little more, until finally it just 
couldn’t open any further. 

This impressed everybody tremen- 


dously, and soon they were all crowded 
around the telephone. They took turns 
listening, and one by one they all acted 
much the same as Betty had, for her 
father just kept repeating, ‘The flea 
named Oscar who lives on the tail of the 
cheese hound which belongs to the Sultan 
of Turkey.” 

Excitement ran high. Did Jerry really 
mean to stand there and tell them that 
he had thought so hard about the flea 
that Betty’s father had begun to think 
about it too? 

Well, that’s just what Jerry did mean 
to tell them, and he was immediately 
besieged with thoughts that everybody 
wanted to send to their relatives. And 
Trixie was so impressed with her brother’s 
powers that she called in her father and 
mother to witness the feats of their 
miracle-making son. 

Jerry’s mother wanted to send a mes- 
sage to the butcher, telling him to deliver 
some pork chops in the morning, but 
Jerry carefully explained that thoughts 
could only be transferred to some blood 
relation. 


AFTER much dispute, Andy’s sister 

Mary was allowed to be the next 
one to send a thought. She, also, 
didn’t say it loud enough for Bob to 
hear it down in the cellar, and in the 
excitement of having grown-ups present, 
Jerry forgot to repeat it as he had 
done before. 

Bob got flustered. How the dickens 
could he send a message when he 
didn’t know what it was? So forgetting 
everything, except that he wanted to 
find out what that message was, he 
shouted back up the hot air shaft, ‘Hey, 
will you say that a little louder, please?” 

Everybody stopped talking. They 
were as if turned to stone. And Jerry 
first turned as white as a sheet and then 
as red as a beet. 

Finally Betty 
burst out, “Why, 
(Continued 
on page 105) 


M orning After Morning — 


ee 


‘THE SAME HEARTACHE. 


ORNING after morning ... A rush downstairs — 

“goo’ by honey... can’t stop this morning .. . got 

to catch the 7:48” —and the tails of Tom’s overcoat dis- 
appearing through the door! 

There I stood — yes, broken-hearted! Again the same 
untouched breakfast, the same... 

Then it came to me—witharush. I had been neglecting 
Tom! They always were the same—those breakfasts. The 
same fruit...and toast ...and coffee... 

I thought of pancakes—and how Tom loves them. Aunt 
Jemima’s—tender cakes smothered in lots of butter and 
syrup. (How I’ve blessed Aunt Jemima ever since!) 

T’ll never forget how he came downstairs the next morn- 
ing. Running, as usual. But at the bottom, he stopped. 
Sniffed. 

“What’s that, dear? Smells mighty good.” 

“Come and see,” I challenged. (Never a word from him 


Tune in on the 
Aunt Jemima 
Radio Program 


Until- 


about the time!) 

Did he eat breakfast at home that morning? And how! 
He’s broken completely of the breakfast-down-town habit 
now 

Nearly every morning I whisk up a little milk or water 
with Aunt Jemima Pancake Flour and in 2 minutes I have 
a stack of light fluffy cakes. Sometimes we have Aunt 
Jemima’s Buckwheats. Tom’s so fond of them. 

And Aunt Jemima makes the best waffles and muffins! G 
Why don’t you send for a free sample and the recipe book? \ a ' 
You’ll always use Aunt Jemima Pancake Flour, once you’ve = Bunt rue 
tried it! The Quaker Oats Company. 


Free—to get a trial size packige of Acint Jemima Pancake 
Flour together with recipe leaflet giving many lempling ways 
of serving pancakes and waffles, just fill oul and mail coupon. 


The Quaker Oats Company 
- Dept. J-1, St. Joseph, Missouri 


Buckwheat sample. 


Pancake sample. 
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CARAMEL PUDDING (The most magical recipe 
ofall). Place unopened can of Eagle Brand in boiling water and 
\ keep at boiling point for 234 hours, being careful to keep can 
covered with water. Remove from water, chill thoroughly, then 
a keep unopened can in refrigerator ready for use. To serve when 


a quick dessert is needed, remove top of can, cutting along the 


b side so that the contents may be removed whole. Cut in slices 


MAGIC MAYONNAISE (It never fails) Beat one 
¢egg yolk thoroughly, and add in the order given: 24 
cup Eagle Brand, 1 teaspoon dry mustard, % tea- 


CHOCOLATE COCONUT DROPS (Simple—and 
simply delicious) Melt 1 square unsweetened choc- } 
olate in a double boiler. Add 24 cup Eagle Brand‘ 
and 34 pound shredded coconut. Mix well, drop by $ ° 
spoonfuls on a greased pan. Bake in a moderately / 
hot oven 15 minutes. 


“If oil is disliked, melted butter may be substituted. 


ITH Eagle Brand on the shelf, you’ve 
nothing to worry about. For Eagle 
4Brand—haven’t you heard?—is the magic 
\ that changes two or three ordinary ingredi- 


ASo quickly! ...So easily!.. . Try these recipes 
\\and prove it in no time at all. 

Please don’t think of Eagle Brand as ordi- 
qnary canned milk. It is two ingredients in one. 
)\ Pate fresh, full-cream country milk, ready 
? “blended with fine sugar. Twice as rich as 
qbottled milk, because most of the water has 
been removed. Silky-smooth, creamy, deli- 


FREE! 
Send today 


spe A ee 


PEANUT MOCHA ICING (A marvelous new 
flavor) To 34 cup Eagle Brand, add 1 tablespoon strong coffee 
and 2 tablespoons peanut butter. Blend well. Add gradually 134 
cups sifted confectioner’s sugar, until icing is ight consistency to 
spread. Beat until smooth and creamy. Spread on cake. 
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Eagle Brand 
CONDENSED MifZ 


IT’S MILK AND SUGAR TOO. 


\spoon salt, 34 cup pure cider vinegar, and 14 cup“ 
‘ salad oil. Stir with fork or beat with Dover egg beater. ® 


and garnish with nut meats, whipped or plain cream, or fruits 


CHOCOLATE SAUCE (Another failure-proof re- 
cipe) Melt 2 squares unsweetened chocolate in double boiler. 
Add 1!/; cups Eagle Brand and stir over boiling water five mine 
utes until mixture thickens. Add 14 teaspoon salt and % tor 
cup hot water, according to consistency desired. If you like a 
chocolate mint flavor, add a drop or two of oil of peppermint. 
May be served hot or cold. 


cious—truly a magic mixture, as you can 
see by the recipes given here! 

You'll find two hundred more ways of 
saving time, trouble and money in “New 
Magic in the Kitchen,” our complete recipe 
book. It gives you the Eagle Brand story, too 
—tells you why this milk is so nourishing and 
digestible, why it is one of the finest foods for 
underweight children. Just mail the coupon. 


Wonderful for coffee! 


Is that a surprise to you? Thousands of 
people prefer Eagle Brand for creaming and 
sugaring coffee. They find Eagle Brand far 
more digestible than cream, for one thing. 
And what delicious coffee it does give you 
—golden-brown, rich, creamy—at half the 
cost of separate cream and sugar! 


/ |) Tue Borpen Company, 
_ Borden Bldg., 350 Madison 


pe book! 


: Please send me the free reci 
in the Kitchen.” 


Name. 
| Address. 


H 
i 
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Mixed Signals 


(Continued from page 102) 


you big swindlers, I knew it was a fake 
all the time. Come out of that cellar, 
Bob Marshall, I’d know your voice a mile 
away. Concentration! Bah! And say,” 
she turned on Jerry, ‘‘What has that 
light out there been flickering for all eve- 
ning—its health?” 

Immediately the whole room was agog. 
Betty had to explain. She wasn’t so 
dumb as she looked. She had been sus- 
picious from the beginning. 

That’s why she had whispered, ‘‘To 
my father!” 

Hadn’t she seen Billy studying the 
Morse Code, and learned most of it her- 
self? And as for club secrets, she could 
spring a few, too. She happened to know 
that the Boys’ Club password was 
“Allapazazza.” Mr. Jerry Rawson 
promptly beat a retreat and signaled the 
members of the boys’ club to assemble 
immediately in his room. 

It was a crestfallen lot of boys that 
came together that night. They all 
knew that when this got around the town 
next day, they were going to be kidded 
worse than they had ever kidded the girls. 
So when Betty came to bargain with 
them, they were only too willing to 
listen. 

She said that the only way they could 
save themselves from public scandal was 
to join their own club with the Neighbor- 
hood Girls’ Club and Sisters’ Union and 
to let the girls take part in all their ac- 
tivities. 

The boys all looked at each other. 
Jerry, for one, was more than willing to 
join anything as long as Betty belonged 
to it. As for the rest. Well, why not? 
Girls aren’t so dumb as they might be, 
and some girls, it seems, are a little bit 
brighter than boys. 

So the Girls’ Club and the Boys’ Club 
combined, and became ‘‘The Neighbor- 
hood Social Club” with the combined 
password of ‘‘Allapasesame.” 

Their first activity was an ice skating 
party the next afternoon. And then 
they put on that play with the boys 
playing the boy parts and the girls play- 
ing the girl parts, for who wouldn’t want 
to be a heroine when her boy friend was 
the hero? 


All fathers and mothers 
owe it to their children 
to read Winthrop D. 
Lane’s fascinating article 


on 


THE LIES OF 
CHILDREN 


which appears on page 97. 
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That looks 


like one 


bar of soap 
to me_ 


Or: COURSE it looks like one bar 
of soap. But there’s more in Fels-Naptha 
than meets the eye. Two helpers in a 
single bar—soap and naptha—the “they” 
that gives you extra help. 

Prove it. Unwrap a bar of Fels-Naptha. 
You see soap—good golden soap. Now 
smell. Note the naptha—plenty of it. 

Naptha has a wonderful way of coax- 
ing dirt loose from clothes. And the soap 
combined with it does the rest. With these 
two cleaners working together, grime and 
grease haven't a chance! Your clothes go 
to the line clean and sparkling white. 

Fels-Naptha is gentle to clothes and 
hands. It works well under any conditions 


—washing machine or tub; in hot, luke- 


FREE 


ey? 
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warm or cool water; whether you soak 
or boil the clothes. 

Fels-Naptha is useful between wash- 
days, too. Dishes, windows, woodwork — 
there isn’t a soap and water task that can’t 
be done with less work with Fels-Naptha. 

That’s a big statement. But Fels- 
Naptha is waiting at your grocer’s to 
back up every word of it. Order a few 
bars today—or ask for the convenient 
10-bar carton. Try Fels-Naptha! See how 


much extra help “they” can bring you! 


Whether you have been using Fels-Naptha for 
years, or have just now decided to try its extra 
help, we'll be glad to send you a Fels-Naptha 
Chipper. Many women who chip Fels-Naptha 
soap into their washing machines, tubs or basins 
find the chipper handier than using a knife. 
With it, and a bar of Fels-Naptha you can make 
fresh, golden soap chips (that contain plenty of 
naptha!) just as you need them. The chipper will 
be sent you, free and postpaid, upon request. 
Mail the coupon. © 1930, FELS & Co, 


FELS & COMPANY, Philadelphia, Pa. T.S. 2-30 
Please send me, free and prepaid, the handy 
Fels-Naptha Chipper offered in this advertisement. 


Name. 


Street. 


City- 


—_—State. 


Fill in completely—print name and address 


HaAnpby HOUSEHOLD HINTS 


So You Can See What’s Going On 


F you paint one side of a stocking 
darner white and the other black, it 
will be more convenient for darning 
both light and dark hose.—Mrs. R. F. 


In place of agate or tin covers on 
stew pans, use a glass cover from a glass 
baking dish. These covers will stand 
any amount of boiling heat and one can 
watch the process of the cookery through 
the glass without lifting the lid and letting 
the steam escape.—Mrs. P. K. 


A Word to Wise Mothers 


When making quilts for the baby’s 
crib or buggy, I buy ordinary quilted 
table padding and cover with sateen, or 
some other soft material. These quilts 
can be laundered many times and will 
never be lumpy as when cotton batts are 
used, and it isn’t necessary to tie them 
so closely.—Mrs. W. R. C. 


Heap mashed potatoes upon a 
large plate and mold them into 
a form that resembles a cake. 
Over the top of the cake, spread 
a frosting of green peas that have 
been cooked and put through a 
sieve. Decorate the sides with 
rings of well-cooked carrots. In 
the top, stick a straight, cleaned 
raw carrot with a candle in it.— 
Mrs. I. S. 


My kiddies for the last four 
years have kept me busy tying 
shoestrings. I have recently 
found out that tying the strings 
in abow then taking the loops 
and tying them in a single knot 
keeps them tied for all day. Try 
this and see how much time it 
saves you.—Mrs. C. B. 


A covered basket containing 
small plavthings and curios is 
kept in my living room. It has 
helped to make pleasant many 
visits when little people have found the 
conversation of the grown-ups tedious. 
If a child is allowed to take some trifle 
home, his bliss is complete.—Mrs. J. 
W. R. 


When making bibs, why not make them 
long enough to cover the children’s 
dresses like an apron? They can be cut 
the same as a bib, with two additional 
strings to tie back the sides.—Mrs. J.J. Kk. 


Like most mothers with a toddling 
baby, I had trouble’ in keeping mine 
away from the head of the stairs, while 
I was working downstairs. This iall, 
instead of storing away the extension 
gate used across the opening on the porch 
in the summertime, I fastened it at a 
door frame at the head of the stairs. I 
used two clamps, one on the opposite side 
of the stairway, the other on the opposite 
side of the door frame. Now I can- ex- 
tend the gate either across the doorway, 
keeping him in the room without having 
to close the door, or across the top of the 
stairway.—Mrs. R. B. S. 
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Condiment Cabinet 


T have had fastened above my kitchen 
stove a white enamel medicine cabinet. 
In this I keep all my spices, seasonings, 
baking powder, soda, etc. Now these 
small cans and boxes are al! in plain view 
and handy to the stove when cooking, 
thus eliminating much time and energy 
hunting for them on a cupboard shelf.— 
Mr. R. W. H. 


Keeping Cake Fresh 


Hf you find that home-made cake dries 
out quickly in the tin cake box, try cover- 
ing your next cake with a thick porcelain 
mixing bowl, and notice how moist and 
fresh it will remain. Our grandmothers 
used those old granite crocks for keeping 
their cakes; but the yellow mixing bowl 
is the nearest thing to a ‘‘crock”’ that we 
have in the modern kitchen.—Mrs. R. 
S. 5. 


Have you some time-saving tricks 
that your experience in the kitchen 
has taught you? Have you invented 
any little conveniences that lighten 
the home maker’s burden in the 
kitchen and dining room? If you 
have, be sure to describe them, and 
mail your items to HANDY HOUSE- 
HOLD HINTS, TRUE STORY Maga- 
zine, 1926 Broadway, New York,N. Y. 


We promptly pay $2.00 for every 
hint chosen for publication. 


Material submitted. and found 
unavailable will not be returned. 


Winter Storage for Bathing Suits 


Large fruit jars are excellent storage 
places for swimming suits during the 
winter months. It prevents them from 
getting moth eaten, faded and misplaced. 
—Mrs. L. F. P. 


Parcel Post 


When tying up a parcel post package, 
first wet the cord before tying. It will 
shrink as it dries and package will stay 
more securely tied.—Mrs. G. 


Up-to-date Plate Warmer 


A wire letter basket firmly wired to 
the top of a steam or hot-water radiator 
in the kitchen makes a most serviceable 
plate warmer. The plates may be put 
in the basket after breakfast, covered 
and left until noon. 

This is a much safer way to heat fine 
china than in the oven, where an exces- 
sive amount of heat will break them.— 
R. E. T. 


More Cooky Wisdom 


If you have a boy or girl away at col- 
lege or school who is fond of cookies. an 
easy way to send them is to save your 
coffee tins and use the covers fora cutter. 
As the cookies shrink a trifle in baking, 
you can stack them neatly on top of one 
another and never have anv fear of their 
being crumbs on arrival at their destina- 
tion.—H. E. F. 


Running short of flour recently while 
I was baking cookies, I finished up the 
batch of dough by rolling the cookies in 
cracker dust. The result was so much 
nicer than with the usual white flower 
that I intend using the cracker dust in 
its place in future. The cookies have a 
nut-like flavor that is delicious.—Mrs. 
Be Le S, 


When Gathering Lace 


If sewing lace which is to be gathered, 
on material, it is unnecessary to 
sew through lace with needle and 
thread. Just pull gently the top 
thread which is woven in the lace. 
It will gather nicely and save a 
great deal of time.—Mrs. P. Kk. 


New Use for Potatoes 


Sometimes pancakes stick to 
the best of aluminum riddles. 
By rubbing a raw potato over the 
griddle, vou can do. away with 
this trouble.—Mrs. W. J. 


To Clean Silver Quickly 


When polishing silver or any 
small objects, instead of rinsing 
and draining them in a pan or ona 
board, I do this in a wire colander. 
In this way all the grit and excess 
polish will go through the wire 
leaving the silver clean. It will 
also dry quickly for shining.— 
W.M. J. 


Keeping Asparagus Whole 


In opening canned asparagus, if the 
can is opened from the bottom, instead 
of the top as is customary, the contents 
will slide out on the more substantial ends 
of the stalks, and the deélicate tips, so 
easily broken, will remain whole and 
attractive in appearance.—A. E. J. 


Savory Ham 


The ordinary boiled ham bought at 
the delicatessen shop is vastly better if 
fried lightly over a low flame for about 
five minutes before serving. You may 
even have ham gravy by pouring a little 
milk or hot water in the pan after the 
ham is removed, and letting it come to 
a boil.—L. C. G. 


New Use for Pilot Burner 


I cook oatmeal over a pilot burner at 
night by merely giving it about a minute’s 
start on the gas burner and then set it 
over the pilot burner. By morning it is 
all ready to serve.—Mrs. D. W. 
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DID YOU KNOW THERE'S A 
NEW LAUNDRY SOAP THAT 
SOAKS CLOTHES WHITER THAN 
THEY CAN BE SCRUBBED? 


NEXT WASH DAY 


YES, MARY, | USED RINSO TODAY. 
YOU WERE RIGHT...I NEVER 
SAW SUCH A SNOWY WASH! AND 
WHAT SUDS. THICKEST EVER! 


WHY, MARY, 
THAT SOUNDS 
IMPOSSIBLE! 


clothes!” 


IT’S TRUE! THIS GRANULATED SOAP 
SAVES SCRUBBING AND BOILING 


Read what women 
all over the country say 


" Jast gray, : 
ee ce ae Scotten Avenue, Detroit, 


Michigan. “How w 


“Rinso makes such creamy, cleansing suds in our 
d water—the dirt just 504 ! S 
se 3260 Gough St., San Francisco, Calif. 
Mrs. John McCrossin of 218 West 20th St., ey 
York N Y., says, “There's no scrubbing to wear 0 
the clothes—th 


° 
ope nee is wonderfully easy on ™ 


They’re scarcely in hot suds at all. 


‘ me m 
Millions use Rinso. Thousands write u 
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HOW THAT MUST SAVE 
THE CLOTHES! I’LL TRY 
IT NEXT WASHDAY 


dingy wash!” says Mrs. 


hite and clean Rinso makes the 


ks out,” writes Mrs. A.C. 


ey last much longer now.” And Mrs. 


i Road, Chicago, says, 
f 4412 Sheridan oe 


letters like these. 


The whitest washes in America 
are not scrubbed—not boiled 


... washed snowy by these safe, active suds! 


vee see them on the line every- 
wnere! Snowy-white and spark- 
ling in the sun. So sweet and clean 
you can smell their freshness! 

And these whitest washes in 
America are just soaked clean. Not 
scrubbed. Not boiled. Just soaked 
in famous Rinso suds. No wonder 
clothes last much longer! 


All you need on washday 


Even in the hardest water, Rinso is 
all you need for the week’s wash. 
No bar soaps, chips, powders, soft- 


THE 


GRANULATED 


eners—just Rinso. Its thick, creamy, 
lasting suds loosen dirt. See how 
much whiter clothes come from 
tub or washer. See how your hands 
are spared. 


And Rinso is so economical! 
Granulated, compact, one cupful gives 
more suds than two cupfuls of light- 
weight, puffed-up soaps. 


Great in washers, too 


The makers of 38 leading washers 
recommend Rinso for safety and for 
whiter clothes. Get the BIG house- 


SOAP FOR 


TUB 


hold package and follow the easy 
directions for best results. Use Rinso 
for dishes, too—for pots and pans 
—and for all cleaning! 


Guaranteed by the makers of LUX— 
LEvER BROTHERS Co., Cambridge, Mass. 


Qs izes 
@ most women 


buy the large 
package 


OR 


WASHER 


How to Make Springs, Mattresses, Blankets, Pillows and 


Comforters Contribute their Maximum to 


SOUND SLUMBER 


By HELEN B. CROUCH 


New York State College of Home Economics 


TEVE and I were married seven 
S years ago. We were pretty young 

to take the plunge, our families 
thought, but we persuaded them that we 
knew what we were about, because Steve 
had a good position in a garage, and was 
a perfect genius at mechanics, while I 
knew a lot about economical housekeep- 
ing from practical experience as the oldest 
in a big family. 

Steve was so enthusiastic and ener- 
getic that I was firmly convinced that 
we would be wealthy by the time we 
were thirty. 

If Steve did not own every garage in 
the county by that time, I was sure he 
would be making a fortune on one of his 
inventions. 

We took a shabby and not very com- 
fortable little house, because it had the 
great advantage of a fairly large building 
in back for tools, as well as a large room 
for Steve’s workshop. Here was where 
he could create the invention that would 
bring us fame and fortune. 

Because I was sentimental and very 
hopeful in those days, I named it “The 
Room of Dreams Come True.” 

Instead of playing bridge or visiting 
the neighbors in the evening, Steve 
started a strenuous program for success. 
Every night after supper, he either read 


_ the difficulty. 


one of his books on mechanics or worked 
on his mechanical contrivances while I 
sat beside him and sewed. All the time 
I was calculating how soon we would 
have a lovely house furnished just as I 
wanted it, with an electric dishwasher 
in the kitchen and, instead of our shabby, 
combined living and dining room, a 
lovely big room with a fireplace and com- 
fortable chairs. 

Six years later, Steve was still working 
in the same garage and we were living 
in the same old house. The only new 
furniture we had been able to afford was 
a baby crib and carriage. Steve’s few 
raises were just managing to keep up 
with the bills for the babies. 


REAMS were not coming true very 
fast, and life was discouraging, al- 
though the big invention was finished 
and had been patented for two years. 
Steve was confident that if he could 
get enough capital to start making it, 
he would be a rich man; but there lay 
He had not been able to 
raise enough capital to swing the first 
venture, though he had had several offers 
from persons who wanted to buy the 
invention. Unfortunately, these offers 
were not large enough and it simply 
meant that some one else would get the 


money that belonged to Steve. I was 
opposed to selling, though often it 
seemed the only thing to do. I was hav- 
ing a hard enough time myself making 
ends meet at home on Steve’s salary, 
and even a few hundred dollars would 
have made life much easier just then. 

About that time Aunt Mattie came 
on the scene. Aunt Mattie is my great- 
aunt, the only one of our family who ever 
married money. She and her husband 
went West early and later settled in 
China and, as she never wrote to any 
one, we soon lost track of her. In our 
family she had long since become a 
myth, figuring only in a frequent simile, 
‘fas rich as your Aunt Mattie.”’ 

Then suddenly the news came that 
Aunt Mattie, over eighty now, was re- 
turning to visit all her relatives. Cousin 
Jim in Chicago wrote that she was an 
alert, active old Jady who was interested 
in every one and everything, but she had 
a frightful temper and an abominable 
disposition. 

“It’s all because she suffers terribly 
from insomnia. When she can’t sleep 
she flies into a rage,’”’ he wrote. 

“She finds all our beds uncomfortable, 
says that no one but her old Chinese 
servant, who is now dead, ever knew how 
to make a bed properly and talked so to 
my wife about being un- 
happy and uncomfortable 
that she caused tears. So 


Aunt Mattie is leaving us 
and coming East to you. 
If your beds aren’t perfec- 
tion, ’'m sorry for you.” 


HEN T read that 
letter I telephoned 
to Steve’s garage and told 
him, ““We’re made. I've 
got a plan at last for 
financing your invention.” 
Then I went to work 
and cleared out every- 
thing from Steve’s work- 
shop. It was to be made 
over into Aunt Mattie’s 
bedroom because it was 
large, airy and cut off 
from the rest of the house, 
insuring entire quiet. 

I suggested to Steve 
that he do over the walls 
and floors evenings while 
I planned to make the 
room as restful as possible 
and also make an inten- 
sive study of bed comfort. 
We put in two busy 
months of hard work 
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WHY WE CAN OFFER 
GENERAL ELECTRIC 
CLEANERS AT 


THESE PRICES 


At your convenience, you try a 
General Electric Cleaner. You buy 
because you recognize its supreme 
value and because you have confi- 
dence in the General Electric guar- 
antee. You save money by purchasing 
this cleaner yourself in the store at 
which you deal. 


This method of selling, efficiency man- 
ufacturing, and economic distribution 
methods, explain why cleaners of such 
high quality can be sold at such low 
prices. 


If you haven't a cleaner or if you have 
a cleaner which is not as new—and 
efficient—as you'd like it to be, trythe modern 
For the Standard and Junior . ° 
models, either of two sets of at. eneral Electric. The coupon attached will 
tachments—at $6.50'and $10.00. bring you the details. 


Dealers who are interested in a 
General Electric Cleaner fran- 


eiica cine tawited ienrliaue: Either of the large G-E Cleaners plus the 
G-E Hand Cleaner, gives you complete 
cleaning equipment—and at a total price 
hardly more than that of an ordinary cleaner. 


The G-E Hand Cleaner does the work of 
attachments but with far less effort. It cleans 
its way into ordinarily inaccessible corners. 
And it weighs only 3% pounds. 


JUNIOR MODEL 


oo, AP? j 


~~ 


Prices quoted are those which prevail East of the Rockies, less 
attachments. MERCHANDISE DEPARTMENT, GENERAL ELECTRIC 
COMPANY, BRIDGEPORT, CONNECTICUT. : 


Join us in the General Electric Hour, broadcast every Saturday at 9 Section V-112 

P.M., Eastern Standard Time, on a nation-wide N.B.C. network. Merchandise Department 
General Electric Company 
Bridgeport, Connecticut 


Please send me complete information 
R E ] IE I about General Electric Cleaners. 
CLEANERS aie 


Tested and approved by Good Housekeeping Institute 
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while Aunt Mattie was 
visiting other relatives on 
her way East, and _ in- 
vested every cent we could 
beg or borrow. 

We did the walls in a 
soft tan shade and put 
cool, soft green curtains 
at the windows and a soft 
rug on the floor. Dark 
shades at the windows 
would keep out the light 
when necessary, and allow 
late sleeping. We fixed 
the large closet with 
plenty of comfortable 
shelves and drawers as 
well as shoe racks. If 
Aunt Mattie were neat 
and fussy, she would have 
all the conveniences for 
order. 

Since we couldn’t afford 
expensive furniture we got 
simple, unfinished pieces, 
comfortable and in good 
taste, and Steve painted 
them green to match the 
curtains. Beside the bed’ 
we put a little table and 
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a shaded lamp. We also 
put lamps on the dressing 
table and desk and beside 
the chintz-upholstered chair. There was 
to be no annoying glare from lights. 

The simple, square three-quarter bed- 
stead we chose had plain lines and looked 
most restful when painted green. We 
took care to place it so that it would face 
away from the light, instead of toward 
the windows. 

This much done, I started out to learn 
about springs and mattresses, those most 
important items for comfort. 

First I read an account of some recent 
investigations made by scientists on 
sleep, and learned that the ideal spring 
and mattress combination for restful 
sleep is resilient, well balanced, holds 
the body comfortable in a natural posi- 
tion, and allows it to move easily. I 
found out, too, that warm but light weight 
bedcovers and good bed-making have 
much to do with sound slumber. 


HEN I went out to shop for springs 

and mattresses. I saw so many dif- 
ferent kinds of springs that day that 
Steve told me I talked about coils and 
spirals in my sleep. 

In general, there are four main types: 
The first two are the woven wire, and 
the linked wire fabric, both flat, and 
both stretched springs which hold the 
body as in a hammock. The other two 
are variations of box springs whose coils 
support the body. 

The wire fabric kind, commonly found 
on cots, soon sags in the middle and be- 
comes uncomiortable if not 
strongly made. Spiral and 
box springs need a sufficient 
number of coils placed close 
together to give stability, 
yet they must be arranged 
so that there is no friction 
between them to cause 
squeaking. For comfort and 
good service good coil springs 
are best. I saw one type 
which had connecting wires 
from one coil to another to 


give elasticity, allowing the spring to 
conform to every pressure of the body 
and support it from top and sides. 

Box springs are much like these in their 
construction, except that they are boxed 
in with a firm ticking cover which con- 
ceals the springs and keeps out dust. 
The coils themselves are first covered 
with a padding of felt or cotton; then all 
is encased in the ticking. These finally 
were my choice for Aunt Mattie’s bed. 
The ticking cover exactly matched that 
of the mattress I chose. 


ELECTING a mattress was another 

real problem. There are so many kinds 
on the market. Cotton-felt mattresses, I 
knew, were inexpensive, and are durable 
and comfortable, too, if of the best 
quality. But cotton mattresses vary, 
from the thin, cheap variety made from 
cotton waste or short fibers which soon 
pack down and lose their resiliency, to 
the best grade made of long-fibered 
cotton, placed layer upon layer until the 
whole is twice as thick as the mattress 
desired. Then the cotton is pressed into 
a ticking-case and stitched to hold the 
contents in place. Cotton mattresses 
have the disadvantage of being less re- 
silient than others and of absorbing 
moisture and becoming heavy. Hair 
mattresses, the salesmen told me, will 
last a lifetime, because they can be re- 
made by adding extra hair. They are also 
most resilient, not absorbent, free from 


odor and they do not pack down. Silk 
floss mattresses, I learned, are especially 
soft and sanitary, but do not stand up 
under hard wear. An interesting new 
type of mattress is built of many little 
fine wire coiled-springs, each encased in 
muslin to prevent the springs from slip- 
ping and the metal coils from rubbing. 


"THESE latter are growing in popu- 
larity and are very conducive to 
sound slumber. And I finally decided 
on one of them. 

Now the job was to get just the right 
bedcovers. I had always thought of ideal 
bedcovers as fresh, pleasant to feel, and 
both light and warm; so I resolved on 
smooth sheets and no heavy weights like 
compact quilts, to disturb Aunt Mattie’s 
slumbers. 

The length of the covers was a first 
consideration. 

I know how I feel when I get in a bed 
made with short sheets and blankets so 
that, before morning, I either pull them 
out at the bottom or endure cold shoul- 
ders which the blankets won’t cover. 

None of that for Aunt: Mattie, I re- 
solved.. Her covers were to be large 
enough to tuck in well at the bottom 
and sides of the bed; yet come up com- 
fortably around her neck and shoulders. 
I knew if I selected the right. size, the 
bedclothes would give comfort and pro- 
tection and make the bed look neat and 
hospitable, as well. 

In the well-made bed the 
lower sheet is stretched 
smooth and taut, and tucked 
in firmly on all four sides, 
while the upper sheet is 
tucked in firmly at the foot 
of the bed and is long enough 
to fold well down over the 
blankets at the top and pro- 
tect them. 

So my sheets were to be 
twelve to eighteen inches 

(Continued on page 112) 
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pass merciless Close-up Test - - 


Like 9 out of 10 screen stars, they have long kept 
their skin at its best with Lux Toilet Soap... 


GertruDe LawrENCEt 
“T’menthusiastic about it.” 


Marityn Mittrr: “It 
keeps skin satin-smooth.” 


Winnie Licutner: “Cares 
for my skin perfectly!” 


Rutu Cuarrerton says: 
“Lux Toilet Soap keeps 
my skin beautiful,” 


HE moment the talkies “arrived,” 

many of the most famous stars 
’ of the Broadway stage were signed by 
- the great motion picture studios. Then, 
under the glare from the huge incan- 
descent close-up lights, they faced the 
cruelest test a skin can possibly meet. 


Unless their skin showed alluringly 
smooth and fine on the screen, they 
could scarcely hope to “get across.” 


Beatrice Liture is de- 


voted to Lux Toilet Soap. These Broadway stars passed the 


test, needless to say. Theirs was the 
flawlessly smooth skin demanded. And 
never were they more appreciative of 
the gentle care Lux Toilet Soap has 
given their skin. 


Long ago the famous women of the 
theater made Lux Toilet Soap their 


Bins 


CLaupETTE COLBERT: 
“Keeps skin so smooth!” 


Lenore Uric says: “It 
keeps my skin so smooth.” 


Bosse Arnst: “A mar- 
velously delicate soap.” 


prrtmaeeicice 


Joan Bennett: “Keeps my 
skin so exquisitely smooth!” 


Mary Earon says: “It 
keeps my skin so beauti- 
fully fine and smooth.” 


Heten Morean: “—a won- 
derfully satisfactory soap.” 


Jeanetre MacDonatpsays: 
“Tt keeps my skin /ovely.” 


own. It is the official soap in 71 of the 
74 legitimate theaters in New York 
alone—and in other leading theaters 
throughout the country. 

In Hollywood, of the 521 important 
actresses, including all stars, 511 are 
devoted to Lux Toilet Soap. At their 
request, all the great film studios have 
made this white, delicately fragrant 
soap official in their dressing rooms. 


You will be delighted with Lux Toilet 
Soap, too! You can keep your skin 
just as clear and smooth as the famous 
women of the stage and screen keep 
theirs. It does lather so generously, 
even in the hardest water! Order sev- 
eral cakes—today. 


Ann Pennincton says: “I 
wouldn’t be without it!” 


+ Heven Cuanviersays: “I’m 
devoted to Lux Toilet Soap.” 


Lux 
Toilet Soap 


Luxury such as you have found only in fine 
French Soaps at so¢ and $1.00 the cake... 


“105 


Norma Lex says: “It leaves 


Heten Kane says: “It keeps 
your skin like velvet.” 


my skin so softly smooth.” 


Peccy Woop says: “I always 
use Lux Toilet Soap.” 


uiZ 


NONE SUCH Cooky 


“My home’s the family cooky jar 
—as the children have discovered! 
I’m only alittle fellow, but every- 
body says I’m delicious and cram- 
med full of nourishment — with 
the None Such Mince Meat you’ve 
known these many years!” 


Ho you tried these tempting 

cookies? There’s a firm and 
crunchy goodness to them that 
will make them a steady favorite 
in your home —a wholesome 
treat for all the family. They're 
ideal, too, for bridge, and for the 
bite between meals. 

Today’s the day for a surprise! 
Order atin or package from your 
grocer. Stir up a batch of None 
Such cookies and revive your 
cooky-jar. Here’s your recipe— 
and we’re holding a book of 49 
other None Such treats for you. 


Send for it. 


MERRELL-SOULE Company, Inc. 
350 Madison Avenue, New York 


None Such Cookies 


1 cup butter or other shortening; 1 L 2 cups 
sugar; 3 eg 


has been broken up inte very adaedi pees Cup 
if desired. 


add nut meats and None Such and the 
remainder of flour. Drop by spoonfuls 
an inch or two apart on a greased bak- 

_ ing sheet and bake in a moderate oven 
3500 until golden brown. Remove from 
oven when still soft and cover before 
entirely cool. 


NONE SUCH 


MINCE MEAT 


HEAD 


CHEST COLDS 


Quick Relief With 


JAPANESE OIL 


“Don’t Let Pain Keep You At Home" 

iW It’s remarkable how quickly JAPANESE OIL breaks up a cold. 
/ Often in 24 to48 hours. For head cold inhale antiseptic oper 
For chest cold, sore throat, rub in vigorously. JAPANESE 
OIL used by millions of busy people instead of Hot Water 
Baga, Electric Devices, Greasy Salves, Sticky Plasters, for 
4 Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Sore Muscles, Sprains, Stiff Joints. 
Rub it on. It generates a pleasant soothing warmth that 
drives out the pain QUICK! Won't burn, blister or etain 

your ekin. Its clean antiseptic odor doesn't offend. 
vears success behind it. At Druegiats, 
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wider on each side, and at least that 
much longer at each end, than the 
mattress. One hundred and eight 
inches seems to be the desirable length 
for sheets for full-sized beds. The width, 
of course, varies according to the 
width of the bed. At first I thought I 
would buy sheeting and make my own 
sheets, but I found the difference in price 
was so slight that the saving was hardly 
worth the effort. I found many grades of 
cotton sheeting on sale, from heavy, 
coarse, unbleached muslin, inexpensive 
and excellent for wear, but difficult to 
wash when new, and yellowish in color; 
to the finest quality of bleached muslin 
sheeting which is called percale. I 
wanted sheets for Aunt Mattie that felt 
firm and smooth, with a surface resem- 
bling linen, so I eventually indulged in fine 
percale. Linen, of course, is the most 
beautiful sheeting but is quite beyond 
my purse. 


MY* own family will not be provided 

with even the percale, but I thought 
it was worth it for Aunt Mattie’s bed. 
One advantage of this material is that 
there is no fuzz on the surface, which gives 
a smooth appearance, so it does not soil 
as readily as other sheet materials. 

I learned a few points about quality 
while I was shopping for sheets. If pos- 
sible, it is a good idea to take home a 
sample and see if it washes well and if the 
warp and filling yarns are strong. In 
buying ready-made sheets, a little testing 
at the store has value. Rub the sheet 
vigorously between thumb and _ first 
finger. If a white powder is left on the 
thumb the material has been sized or 
starched too much; while it appears 
smooth and firm it will be sleazy after 
washing. Too much sizing is often used 
to make material look better than it really 
is. I tried this same test when I bought 
pillow cases. Those made of tubing and 
hemmed I found were most practical, as 
laundering soon wears off other finishes 
such as hemstitching or scallops. 

I had a real education in shopping for 
blankets. The nicest blankets I found 
were of light, fluffy wool. 

“But aren’t these too light to be 
warm?’’ I asked the clerk. 

She told me they were warmer than 
heavy blankets; that weight has nothing 
to do with warmth. This was an entirely 
new idea, so far as our family was con- 
cerned. On the coldest nights Steve al- 
ways used to get out his old army blanket 
and say, ‘‘This weighs a ton, so it’s sure 
to keep us warm.” 

The clerk told me that all-wool or 
mostly wool fluffy blankets and down 
pufis—the lightest of bedcovers—give 
the greatest amount of warmth. 

I learned to my great surprise, that it 
was not the fibers in the blanket, but 
rather the still air held between them 
that made them warm. This air does 


not conduct heat easily, and so 
prevents the heat of the body from 
escaping. 


Wool fiber is very elastic, and during 
the spinning each fiber springs back from 
its neighbor causing tiny air chambers 
to be formed, which make the blanket 
both light and warm. 

If these little chambers are forced out, 


as when the blanket is poorly laundered 
and packs down, then it will feel heavy 
and lose warmth. In selecting my 
blankets, therefore, I chose those that 
felt spongy, slightly wiry, were light in 
weight and had a deep fuzz on the surface. 
To be sure they were well constructed, 
I tested their strength by pulling them 
between my hands. ‘The cheap ones 
then showed a tendency to pull apart. 

I also bought an attractive wool puff 
covered with green china silk. There 
were very pretty ones covered with 
rayon, sateen, satin and even silk brocade, 
but I decided on the less expensive 
variety. 

Well-filled, but not heavy pillows of 
medium size, and a dainty dimity bed- 
spread completed my shopping, just in 
time for Aunt Mattie to accept my 
invitation for a visit. 

We heard news of her from all the 
relatives along her line of travel; the 
news was always the same. 

She was an interesting old lady and a 
pleasant visitor, until after she had tried 
their beds two or three nights. Then she 
complained about bumpy mattresses, 
sagging springs; noisy, unpleasant bed- 
rooms and heavy covers. 

When my father learned that Steve 
and I were the next on the list to be 
visited, he sent us his sympathy. Nobody 
could please Aunt Mattie, he said, and if 
any of the relatives had “hoped she might 
leave them a silver spoon or so in her will, 
they had certainly been fooled.” 

“I don’t know where you and Steve 
will put her in your little house, but you 
will have at least one comfort. She’ll 
probably stay there only one night.” 

Aunt Mattie arrived. 

She took to Steve immediately, and 
seemed to enjoy the children and was in 
the best possible spirits until evening. 
Then she seemed uneasy and talked a 
great deal of her insomnia, and of how 
noises disturbed her. When I thought of 
that carefully-made bed with the covers 
turned down just so, and the pretty, 
restful bedroom Steve and I had made, I 
felt confident. 


Bur the next morning when I took her 
breakfast up I had begun to feel un- 
easy. What if the milkman had disturbed 
her at four o’clock? What if she disliked 
green bedrooms? What if the percale 
sheets weren’t smooth enough? All that 
work gone for nothing, as well as more 
discouragements about the invention! 
When I tapped on her door, however, I 
was answered in the most cheerful voice. 
Luck beyond my greatest hopes. 

“Come here, child,” said Aunt Mattie, 
“and let me kiss you for giving me the 
first comfortable night in years.” 

She has stayed with us almost a year 
since that day, much to the amazement 
of every one. 

Eventually, she took a good interest 
in the invention. 

I can’t tell about it vet, but it is for 
airplanes, and will make air travel safer. 
She and Steve have formed a company, 
and are now building an efficient little 
factory for making the device. Several 
of the best companies have arranged to 
use it as part.of the standard equipment, 
at Steve’s price. 
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wonder why no one 
ever comes to my house TWICE” 


€¢ HEY like to have me at their 
homes—but they’ve always 

some excuse to stay away from 

mine. There’s something wrong, some- 
where—but I can’t find out whatitis.”’ 
A charming woman, and a home 
that looks above reproach. Yet that 
house is shunned by all her friends— 
and no one has the heart to tell her 
why! Unpleasant odor—how many 
lovely homes are really spoiled by it! 
Friends do find it hard to speak of it. 
And you, yourself, cannot know when 
your own home offends—you are too 
long accustomed to its all-pervading 
presence. So many things can cause it, 
too, things that aren’t your fault at 
all. Cooking odors, the soapy smell 


of laundering, stale tobacco smoke, 
dampness, neighborhood odors—any- 
thing! Even in the most spic-and-span 
home you can never be sure! 

Yet it is so easy to put your home 
beyond suspicion—to banish forever 
the social handicap of unpleasant 
odors in the home. Vantine’s Incense. 
Just burn a little every day and see 
how wonderfully it changes things. 
Every hint of bad odor vanishes at 


once; you have a home that’s a joy to 
step into—a house where every room 
has the sweetness of lovely flowers. 
Dances, parties, dinners, evening calls 
take on a new delight in that extra 
touch—the delightful fragrance of 
Vantine’s Incense. 


FREE TRIAL OFFER 


Let us send you three cones of Van- 
tine’s Incense. Choose your favorite 
and mark it on the coupon. Four 
flowery scents: Pine, Violet, Rose, Jas- 
min—Five lingering perfumes: Orien- 
tal Night, Orange Blossom, Narcissus, 
Sandalwood, Wistaria. With it we'll 
send you thenew book, ‘“The Etiquette 
of Incense.”’ Clip the coupon now—and 
have the incense for your next party. 


Name. 


FREE 


A. A. VANTINE & COMPANY, Dept. T-1 


71 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Please send me three cones of Vantine’s 
TCO OSE iar a se ra eee ies (specify 
your favorite odor) also the new 
book, ‘‘The Etiquette of Incense.’’ 


Address. 
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DAGGETT 


CELEBRATE 


THEIR 


WITH NEW 
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and RAMSDELUL 


FORTIETH 


ANNIVERSARY 


PACKAGES 


Sa decorum happily com- 
bined with the daring gallantry of the 
war and post war days... the mauve 
decade gone dahlia so to speak. . . that’s 
the debutante of 1930. A throwback if 
you will to the quality of your grand- 
mother’s young days but with a spirit 
of your own, too, that has never been 
matched in any age. 


For you, the famous family of Daggett 
and Ramsdell cosmetics has been re- 
packaged in enchanting new containers. 
Crystal and silver bottles... porcelain 
and silverjars . . . all charmingly mono- 
grammed . .. all decorative enough to 
set out on your ancestral Duncan Phyfe 
dressing table . . . all containing exactly 
the right beauty aids for complete care 
of the skin throughout your thaey life. 


t 
Now to use them 


ives Apply Daggett and Ramsdell’s 

Perfect Cleansing Cream liberally. It 

liquefies instantly. Cleanses quickly. 
ipe off with tissues. 


Second: Apply Daggett and Ramsdell’s 
Perfect Cold Cream and massage gently 
but thoroughly. Brings new life to the 
tissues. Stimulates the circulation. Wipe 
off with tissues. 


(Chird: Wet pad with Vivatone and slap 
the face sharply with it to close pores, 
invigorate the skin and remove surplus 
cream. 


Fourth: Apply a whisk of Perfect 
Vanishing Cream before your make-up. 
Result: Youth! Freshness! Beauty! 
r) 

For headaches and tired nerves, a gentle 
application of Ha-Kol (Headache 
Cologne). Quick, harmless, safe—used 
for years by physicians and the public. 


@ 
All Daggett and Ramsdell Products in 
their new modern dress are on sale in 
the same drug and department stores 
where you are accustomed to buy. 
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Che girl who inspired them 


Inthe gay nineties the center of fashion 
whirled around the old Waldorf-Astoria 
Hotel on the corner of Fifth Avenue 
and 34th Street in New York. And 
thereby hangs one of the most romantic 
tales in all American business history. 


For opposite this hotel was a little 
apothecary shop. And over that sho 
hung the name Daggett and Ramsdell. 
And within that shop, fashionable cus- 
tomers were to be seen daily, making 
their purchases of this and that. And 
behind the counter in that shop was a 
very cleverman who had both knowledge 
and imagination. And as he watched the 
continuous parade of beauty ... slender 
figures wrapped in velvet, dainty fingers 
concealed in mink muffs, sweet delicate 
faces blooming like roses under gor- 
geous ostrich plumes... he thought, 
“Something must be done to preserve 
all this fair beauty against the inroads 
of late hours, rich foods and wines, 
excitement and pleasures.” 


And so he set to work and evolved a 
face cream...a new kind of face 
cream that was better than any home- 
made creation ever concocted from the 
old recipe books . . . that could actually 
be put in jars and marketed far and 
wide so that the fashionables of other 
cities, and indeed, other lands, could 
enjoy its benefits. And so Daggett and 
Ramsdell’s Perfect Cold Cream was 
born. Mr. V. Chapin Daggett himself 
invented the formula... with his own 
hands he made the first quantity... 
with his own hands he wrapped up the 
jars and sold them to his customers. For 


( “he man who 


Crabs 
these 
(Cease and ae bens 


V. Chapin Daggett, founder 


no sooner had Perfect Cold Cream ap- 
peared on the counter of that little ola 
apothecary shop, than the news flew 
like wild fire among his customers. 
“Here,” they said, “is just what we have 
longed for.” And so it was not long 
before the whole fashionable world was 
using and praising the new cream. 
Queens of fashion and Princesses Royal 
of the theatre flocked to buy. And that 
is how Perfect Cold Cream is today a 
tradition in smart households and in 
the theatre, passed on from grand- 
mother to daughter to granddaughter. 
Once the best and still the best! 


We've saved till last, the best part of 
this story. There is a perfectly charm- 
ing new introductory package of the 
Daggett and Ramsdell products, all in 


Che Debutante OG 


1i3 


Che girl who now uses them 


their 1930 dress. Perfect Cold Cream, 
Perfect Vanishing Cream, Perfect 
Cleansing Cream in regular sizes—not 
samples. A special bottle of Vivatone, 
too; absorbent tissues and cotton; and a 
practical new beauty book withallsortsof 
important information in it. A complete 
beauty outfit called the Debutante Kit. 
You’ve never seen anything like it, for 
the money. If you want one, send 50c. 
to Daggett and Ramsdell, 2 Park Ave- 
nue, New York. These kits cannot be 
bought in the stores as we are making 
a special offer direct to you to celebrate 
our fortieth anniversary. This is a real 
bargain. Do send for it. It makes a 
marvelous week-end or traveling pack- 
age; you can keep one in club locker 
or desk. There’s enough of each prod- 
uct in the Kit to give yourself several 
complete facials. Mail the coupon at 
once for our supply of these new Debu- 
tante Kits won’t last forever! Act now. 


Special Offer —50 CENTS 


DAGGETT & RAMSDELL 


Dept. A-2 


Cwo Park Ave, New ork 


@rcloud had 50 cents bey Daggett and 
Ramsdell’s Debutante Xi. 


HOW and WHY! 


Answers to Your Food Questions 


By FLORENCE L. BECKER 


Nutrition Specialist, Michigan State College 


Every home maker is constantly faced with. problems of cooking, menu making, preserving, 


baking, feeding the sick, etc. 


The advice of an expert is often invaluable. 
zine, therefore, offers its readers the services of Miss Becker. Don’t hesitate to write her. 


TRUE STORY Maga- 
Send 


your letter to Miss Florence L. Becker, TRUE STORY HOME MAKER, 1926 Broadway, New 


York City. 


HE bulk of my mail concerns the 
bulk of the writers. and most of 
them apparently bulk pretty large. 

There are many overweight people 
who fold their hands over their corpulent 
abdomens, sigh, and resign themselves 
to their fate because it is’‘‘just natural” 
for them to be the size and shape that 
they are. But there are others who are 
anxious to solve intelligently their over- 
weight problem. . It is for these latter I 
write. 

Two simple daily rou- 
tines largely control our 
size and shape. For lack of 
better terms they can be 
called our food habits and 
our activity habits. It 
the amount of food eaten is 
out of all proportion to 
our activity, then the excess 
food must, of necessity, be 
stored away as layers of fat. 
On the other hand, if the 
energy spent in activity 
is greater in proportion 
than that supplied by our 
food, underweight is the 
natural result. 

We must exercise more 
and eat less if the scales 
point to dangerous curves 
ahead; and eat and rest 
more if the future looms 
scrawny. In short, will- 


LA 


TO COOK 


Isn't it a real pleasure to prepare 
dishes which make dinner an 
“event’' in your home? 


weight and figure than food and exercise. 
This is usually the case when one doesn’t 
respond to a proper diet and exercise 
regime. However, remember this: 

That it is dangerous to take medicine, 
except under orders of a reputable physi- 
cian, for such a condition. Beware of 
pills and patent medicines for reducing or 
increasing the weight. 

The fat ladies and living skeletons of the 
circuses are gland cases. Their conditions 
denote an elaborate derangement of the 


IT’S 
PLEASURE 


with our wonderful new cook book which 
we have prepared especially for you. 


book. 
every day in the year. 


219 
NEW WAYS TO 
AMANS HEART 


And this cook book is not a 
Sunday or special occasion cook 
There are suggestions for 
There are 


If you want an immediate reply, enclose a self-addressed and stamped envelope 


secretions of the so-called ductless glands. 
And a great many persons who find that 
an increase or decrease in weight will not 
respond to the regulation of their food, 
exercise, rest and other health habits, 
will also be found to have too little or too 
much of some of these internal secretions. 
They need the counsel of a physician. 
For those who wish information on 
controlling weight by diet and exercise, 
I have prepared special literature which 
is available to all TRur Story readers 
upon request. 


The Yolk Is What 
Counts 


Mrs. John K. L. writes: 
“My children are not fond 
of eggs. In fact, I have 
actually to coax them to eat 
whenever I serve eggs. 
Therefore, I should like to 
know whether eggs are so 
important in a child’s diet 
that I must continue urg- 
ing my children to eat 
them against their desire.” 

The yolk of an egg is 
worth more than the white 
and, often, children who 
don’t like eggs enjoy the 
yolk when served alone. 
The yolk is rich in iron 
which is valuable for blood- 
building, and in vitamins 


power is the greatest factor 
in weight control. This 
presupposes a normal diges- 
tion, for we cannot ignore 
that good digestion or poor 
digestion plays an impor- 
tant part in regulating our 
weight. A good digestion 
plus overeating will nat- 
urally lead to overweight, 
while overeating with a 
poor digestion will add 
weight, but usually helps 
to lose it. In fact, it 
isn’t an exaggeration to 
state that many a thin 
person, like the average 
fat person, takes too little 
exercise and too much food. 

In some cases, heredity. 
as well as the secretions of 
the ductless glands, are 
much more important fac- 
tors in determining one’s 
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219 New Ways toa Man's Heart.” 


Name 


Aren't the hours you spend in 
your kitchen the happiest hours 
of your day when you know that 
your family is looking forward so 
eagerly to the delicious dinner you 
are preparing for them? 


For the woman who makes her 
mea!fs more than a mete routine, 
we have prepared a new cook 
book, ‘219 New Ways to a 
Man's Heart.” 


This book contains 219 ideal 
suggestions for varying your 
menus that are from the personal 
scrapbook of a famous Southern 
cook, 


Dept. CB-13, 
1926 Broadway, New York City. 


Please send by return mail the new edition of the TRUE Story cook book, 
I enclose ten cents to cover cost of handling. 


recipes with that tantalizing, old- 
fashioned tang for salads, cakes, 
breads, soups, pastries, preserves, 
puddings, beverages, sauces, Meats 
and desserts. 


“219 New Ways to a Mans 
Heart"’ is not being sold to the 
public. It is free to TRUE 
Srory housewives only. 


Send for your copy now. Just 
fill in the coupon below and return 
it to us, with a dime to cover 
handling costs. We will guaran- 
tee that there will be no more dull, 
humdrum meals in your home. 
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which increase resistance to 
disease. 

You are wise in per- 
suading rather than trying 
to force your children to eat 
the foods which are good 
for them. Children build 
up unpleasant and = un- 
happy associations with 
particular foods if they are 
forced to eat them. Manv 
persons’ dislike of certain 
foods is wholly resultant 
from some one’s having 
insisted that they eat them. 
Of course, one cannot allow 
a child to decide for himself 
what he shall or shall not eat 
until the child has learned 
to like an _ acceptable 
daily variation. But it is 
always possible to be firm 
without being unpleasant. 

(Continued on page 145) 
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are best protecte 


against destructive, serm-laden 


FREE... a 10-day tube of Pepsodent to try 


Within a few days you will see a change in teeth’s appear 


ance. 


ECAY and pyorrhea threaten nine 

mouths out of ten. Germs cause 
decay. Germs and tartar cause pyor- 
rhea. The best way to remove these 
germs from teeth is to remove the film 
that holds them. The scientific way to 
do that effectively is by Pepsodent. 


80% of common dental ills 


now laid to germs 


Certain germs are present in tooth de- 
cay. Other types in pyorrhea; other 
kinds in trench mouth. Authorities be- 
lieve 8 dental troubles out of 10 are 
caused by bacterial infection. 


Germs are covered and imprisoned by 
a dingy, clinging coating on the teeth 
and gums called film. There they breed 
by millions in contact with the teeth. 

Germ-laden film fills every tiny crevice 
in enamel, It clings so tightly that you 


You will find greater protection against decay. 


may brush until you harm the teeth and 
gums without dislodging it effectively. 
That is why all ordinary methods fail in 
combating film. 


Remove film a different way 


To reach and remove these germs, film 
must be combated. To remove film, den- 
tal authorities developed the different 
acting tooth paste, Pepsodent. 

First, Pepsodent curdles film, then light 
brushing easily removes it ... safely, 
gently. No pumice, harmful grit or crude 
abrasive, but a fine, creamy paste pre- 
scribed for soft teeth and tender gums. 

You can tell that Pepsodent is different 
from all other ways the instant it touches 
your teeth. You can see the difference 
in results before your free tube is empty. 
Here is a way to lovelier teeth plus far 


ental research’ 
and foster seri- 
ous tooth éHésgum disorders. 


greater protection from these serious dis- 
eases. Write to nearest address imme- 
diately for your supply to try. 

Use Pepsodent twice a day. See your 
dentist at least twice a year. 


Mail coupon to 
The Pepsodent Co., 
Dept. 212, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., 
Chicago, Ill., U. S, A. 


Name... 


Other Offices: The Pepsodent Co., 

191 George St. . . .« . Toronto2, Ont.,Can. 

8 India St. » « « « London, E.C.3, Eng. 

(Australia) Ltd., 72 Wentworth Av., Sydney,N.S.W. 
Only one tube to a family 3360 


‘The VERSATILE BEAN 


Can Participate in Every Course in the Menu 


By PROFESSOR BRISTOW ADAMS 


of Cornell University 


food, and rightly so. They abound 

with nutritive value; they taste 
good; they are cheap; they are easy to 
cook; they can be used as the basis of the 
main course of a meal or served in salads, 
soups, or as a vegetable. What more 
could be asked of any food? 

Being a highly concentrated food, 
beans, when forming the main part of 
the meal, should be served with some 
green food—tomatoes, lettuce, or a 
salad of uncooked vegetables. 

Freshness is usually restored to dried 
beans by soaking them in cold water 
overnight, or from six to twelve hours. 
They are then 
cooked from 
thirty minutes 
to two hours. 
[ prefer one 
hour, cooking 
slowly, and 
adding salt to 
the water when 
the beans are 
half done. 

Here is a 
group of tested 
and delicious 
recipes present- 
ing limas, red 
kidney beans, 
and navy or pea 
beans in many 
guises. 

Creamed 
Lima Beans 
2 cups cooked 

lima beans 
1 cup cream 
i teaspoonful 

butter 
Salt, pepper, 
nulmeg 

Cover the 
two cups of 
beans with a 
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Bic have always been a popular 


scant cup of cream and let them simmer 
slowly in a double boiler for about ten 
minutes. Then add the butter, and 
season to taste with salt and pepper, and 
a scant dash of nutmeg. 


Beans Hollandaise 

I quart of soaked beans 
1 tablespoonful of butter 
1 egg (yolk) 
1 tablespoonful of minced parsley 
1 saltspoon of black pepper 
Salt 
2 teaspoonfuls of lemon juice 

Boil the beans until they are tender, 
salting them when they are half cooked. 


Beat a large tablespoonful of butter to a 
cream, beat into it the egg yolk, the 
parsley, pepper and lemon juice. When 
this sauce is thoroughly mixed, stir it 
into the cooked beans, but do it care- 
fully, so as not to crush or break the 
beans. 


Lima Succotash 


2 cups soaked lima beans 
L cup of milk 

1 tablespoonful butter 

2 cups corn (canned) 
Salt 

Pepper 


Boil the beans in a quart of water; 
then drain 
them and add 
the milk, but- 
ter and corn. 
Season well, 
and simmer the 
mixture for ten 
or fifteen min- 
utes; it is wise 
to taste the suc- 
cotash, or sau- 
quetash—to use 
the Indian form 
of spelling —- 
and perhaps 
salt it again 
before serving. 


Beans Neuf- 
chatel 


Lcup dried 
beans (soaked 
in water over- 
night) 

1 teaspoonful 
salt 

4 cup butter 

(or butter sub- 
stitute) 

1% cups milk 

2 egg yolks 

(Continued 
on page 141) 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 119 


Here is the Kleenex Way 


to remove cold cream 


— it blots off all the 


surplus cream that 


your skin doesn’t need 


Failure to remove cold cream is 


a grave mistake in skin care. 


a Experts say cold cream should 


be removed with Kleenex. 


A 


Lift two sheets of Kleenex from the New Box, and 

rub them over the surface of the face and throat. The 

Kleenex will blot up all the dirt, grease and make-up. 
Then discard Kleenex. 


Massage cream lightly into the skin and allow it to 
penetrate for several minutes... till it collects impuri- 
ties from the pores and softens the skin. Then—Kleenext 


ful toilet accessory. There are pastel 
tints, very soft and lovely... of pure 
white, if you prefer. The box itself is 
a marvel of ingenuity, modern in de- 
sign and color...and cleverly made to 
hand out automatically, through a nat- 
tow slit, two exquisite tissues at a time 
(the correct number for a treatment). 
You see, you can’t waste Kleenex. And 
the tissues are kept absolutely clean 
till needed. 


More hygienic than handkerchiefs 


Once you know Kleenex you'll find a 
Ask for Kleenex in your favorite color score of uses for these lovely little tis- 
sues. Many use them in place of hand- 


URPLUS cold cream should be blotted 

up from the skin with Kleenex cleans- 
ing tissues. Otherwise... in time you'll 
notice little oily areas around the nose— 
the chin—the mouth. Then blackheads, 
pethaps. And pores made larger. 


Experts insist on Kleenex because of 
itsamazing absorbency. You don’t need 
to rub and scrub and stretch the skin, 
as when you try to wipe away the 
surplus cream with towels and “cold 
cream cloths.” 


Kleenex absorbs by blotting 


Kleenex is so wonderfully absorbent 


that it simply blots up every bit of cream Flesh Pink Sea Green kerchiefs—and certainly they are far 
your skin doesn’tneed. Instantly, gently, Canary Yellow and White more hygienic and comfortable, espe- 
without rubbing. And it lifts up, along cially when one has a cold! 

i i i i colors are absolutel rée...an 
Seite ie Of) Any eos ams OE CUE! ee All drug and department stores have 
lingered in the pores. room and bedroom decorations Kleenex. Ask for it at the toilet goods 


You use these tissues just once, then counter, If you prefer to try it without 
discard them forever. Thus, each tissue : investment, the coupon will bring a 
that touches your face is fresh, soft, and generous sample. 
dainty. And there’s no problem of 
stained and soiled towels—and high 
laundry bills! 


c— —e 
Kleenex Company, Lake-Michigan Building, 
Chicago, Hl. 


The new Kleenex is truly a delight- Please send a sample of Kleenex to: 


TS-2 

IN GNI os sanvsccenssicescqeinussseccespesswosiowslectcndistiveelades 

KLEENEX (it 
Cleansing Tissues CE eseissstseactateccstasrestaestesetestes SH AtE Ss tactissttorss 55 


T really all began because Isobel was 
reared in California where they speak 
of a quarter-acre of orange trees as 

a “ranch.’’? She had thus described our 
suburban lot to a friend who was leaving 
the country to move into town, and the 
friend immediately asked if we could 
afford an asylum for one of her hens, an 
ancient fowl known as ‘‘Pet.” 

Pet was one hen which, for sentimental 
reasons, our friend could not kill, sell 
nor give out to board with any one who 
might give her the ax. (I mean Pet, not 
our friend.) 

Well, we felt adventurous and 
accepted the responsibility of 
providing for Pet’s declining 
years. And before she died Pet 
had made us chicken fanciers 
to the great pleasure of our three 
youngsters, as well as to the 
profit of our table in fresh eggs 
and poultry. 

Also, while I am enumerating 
Pet’s sins, I might add that she 
once almost scared poor Isobel 
to death. 

Mrs. Steele, the neighbor 
across the street, arrived one 
day and asked Isobel, in agi- 
tated accents and an awesome 
whisper, “Oh, my dear, which 
of vour little darlings is gone?” 

“What do you 
mean?” implored Iso- 
bel. ‘Has anything 
happened to any of 
them? Please tell me 
quickly; I can stand 
anything better than 
this suspense!” 

“But the crépe on 
the door?” exclaimed 


Mrs. Steele. 
“What crépe on 
what door?”  de- 
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The HOUSE 
that 


LOVE BUILT 


manded Isobel, dashing to the front door 
without waiting for a reply. 

Throwing it open, she was confronted 
with an orthodox wreath tied with white 
ribbon—an unmistakable emblem _ of 
saddest import. Her first impulse of 
horror and amazement was to tear it 
away ruthlessly; on second thought she 
decided to call her imaginative daughters. 

“Eleanor! Gertrude! Come here; 
mother wants you.” 

“Ves, mother; we’re coming,” the two 
childish trebles piped in union, much to the 
relief of Isobel and to the confusion of 
Mrs. Steele. 

“Did you put 
this on the front 


door?” inquired 
Isobel, not quite 
certain whether 


she should laugh 
or cry. 
“Sure we did,” 


Isobel and Leslie Adventure in 
Chickens and Ducks which Turn 
Out to Be Profitable Playthings 


said Eleanor. “Why not? Pet’s dead!” 

“And we are having a funeral,’ added 
Gertrude. 

Mrs. Steel retired, a little crestfallen, 
Isobel thought, at not having some excit- 
ing news to report. She had the reputa- 
tion of being the most ardent and en- 
thusiastic spreader of neighborhood news 
in the whole community. 

Isobel persuaded the little girls that 
it was not appropriate to have crépe on 
the door of our house, so they were quite 
satisfied to have it on the door of the 
chicken house; and they were wholly 
mollified when I came home, carved a 
headstone out of a shingle and placed it 
above Pet’s resting place near the grape 
arbor. 

Here LIers 
PET 
She Was a 
Good Hen 


[IX truth, she was a good mother and 
took care of the chicks she hatched. 
But as far as we could discover, she 
never laid an egg for us, and was prob- 
ably too old for egg-laving even before 
we got her. 

But then she did get us into poultry 
raising, and that, according to Isobel, 
has led to my keeping my athletic figure, 
for if we hadn’t had the chickens and 
ducks, we might not have had the gar- 
den, and without the exercise of looking 
after all of them, I might have grown a 
“tummy.” This is the logic of women! 

I fenced off a low-lying, untillable part 
of the back vard as a 
run, and because Pet 
was a White Wyan- 
dotte, we stocked 
up on that variety 
of eggs, and let Pet 
hatch them out. At 
first, we had thought 
of having Rhode 
Island Reds, as they 
are fairly good layers 
and excellent table 
fowls. But our next- 
door neighbor had 
Reds, so we decided 
to avoid complica- 
tions by _ getting 
(Cont'd on page 150) 
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earn to Make the New Dresses 


Uy 
_) 


\ 


.. [hrough Free instruction under 
an expert teacher at the nearest 
SINGER HomeE SEWING SCHOOL 


Now, when the tempting new fashions prompt 
you to want more new dresses than in any pre- 
vious season, enjoy this new opportunity to 
learn to make them through Singer home sew- 
ing instruction. Any Singer Shop or Rep- 
resentative will give you full information 
about the available service in your community. 


vy e: v 


[x almost every city and town the Singer Sewing Machine 
Company has long maintained its own shops and repre- 
sentatives. These shops, identified by the famous red ‘‘S”, 
have become familiar to women everywhere as home sewing 
centers where instruction and service are always available. 
Now more than 500 of these shops are offering with the 
new Singer sewing machines an important new service— 
the Singer Course in Home Sewing. At any Singer Home 
Sewing School you can now learn dressmaking by actually 
making the dress of your choice under the personal super- 
vision of an expert teacher. You are shown how to select 
an appropriate design and material, and how to cut out, 
assemble, fit and finish your dress to the last distinctive detail. 
When you have completed your Course, you are ready to 
make an abundance of lovely clothes for yourself and your 
children and also to do quickly and perfectly, on your new 
modern Singer, draperies, curtains and other home furnishings. 
Whether or not you attend the nearest Home Sewing 
School, you will find that every Singer Shop is prepared to 
give you with every Singer sewing machine an invaluable 
service that includes free expert instruction in modern ma- 
chine sewing, also the Singer Sewing Library, containing sim- 
ple, thorough, fully illustrated directions for making dresses, 
children’s clothes, curtains and draperies in your own home. 


5 x 


FREE—Your Choice of These Four Books 


Ask any Singer Representative or Singer Shop to 
show you the interesting books that make up the 
Sewing Library, “Short Cuts to Home Sewing,” 
‘“How to Make Dresses,” ‘‘How to Make Children’s 
Clothes” and “How to Make Draperies.” As a 
special offer, if you will refer to this advertisement 
you will receive your choice of these four beau- 
tiful books without the slightest cost or obligation. 


v 


SINGER 
SEWING MACHINE COMPANY, INc. 


Shops and salesmen in every community. Look iri your telephone directory for nearest, 


shop address 


Copyright, U. S. A. 1930 by The Singer Manufacturing Go. All Rights Reserved for All Countries 


There Are Many Delicious Ways of Using 


DRIED FRUITS 


ordered Jim to the mountains after 

his breakdown and we went to spend 
a year in the wilds, that I would bring 
home an enthusiasm for dried fruits, much 
information on how to get the maximum 
of deliciousness and nutrition from them 
and a bag of original recipes. Truly, 
wisdom often comes from hardship. 

With fresh fruits impossible to get, and 
canned fruits heavy to haul, we turned 
to dried fruits through necessity, but 
with little relish. 

And my first efforts at preparing them 
didn’t improve their standing with Jim 
or the youngsters. The stewed apricots 
were gritty, the dried apple pie was 
leathery and the dried pear pudding was 
tasteless. In fact, nobody ate much of 
any of them. 

I was much depressed, and thought of 
the fruit desserts Jim and the children had 
been so fond of at home. How was I 
going to keep my family in good health 
without fruit to supply the roughage and 
minerals needed in their diet? 

Well, what I did was to make a sys- 
tematic study of the dried fruit problem. 
In this I learned that the process of dry- 
ing fruits has been brought to such per- 
fection in recent years that none of the 
food value of the original fruit is de- 
stroyed in drying except, 
possibly, some of the vita- 
mins. The water is simply 
driven off by evaporation. 
And none of the original 
fruit flavor need be lost if 
the dried fruits are 
properly cooked. 
This statement 
challenged me. 
I determined that I 
would learn how 
to cook dried 
fruits properly. 
And I did. 


| erseres imagined, when the doctor 


LL fresh fruits 
containa 
large amount of 
water, sometimes 
ninety per cent, 
or more, which can 
be restored to the 
dried fruit by 
soaking it in cold 


water. The time 
required for this 
depends on the 


kind of fruit, and 
varies from six to 
twelve hours. 

In this soaking 
process, some of 
the valuable min- 
eral salts of the 
dried fruit natu- 
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By LUELLA FARMER 


rally goes into the water. Therefore, to 
conserve this, dried fruit should always 
be cooked in the same water in which it is 
soaked. 

The best procedure for preparing dried 
fruit for cooking is first to wash it thor- 
oughly with a brush, then drain off the 
wash water and put the fruit to soak, 
using three to four cups of water to each 
cup of dried fruit. 

The best way to cook the fruits so as to 
keep the original fruit flavor is not to 
cook it rapidly, but always simmer it, 
adding the sugar just before taking it 
from the stove. 


HOUGH stewing is the more usual 
way of cooking dried fruits, I tried 
baking apricots and prunes with excel- 
lent success. I put the fruit and water 
in a covered casserole, and let it bake in 
the oven along with a ham. On removing 
it from the oven, I added the sugar. 
The family were all enthusiastic over 
the results of this experiment as the long 
baking developed an unusually rich flavor 


and the fruit looked extremely attractive 
in the glass baking dish. And from my 
standpoint as the cook, it was easy to 
prepare, requiring little attention while 
cooking. 

Later I tried variations by baking with 
lemon, cinnamon or whole cloves, to give 
the fruits different flavors. 

The family especially enjoyed combina- 
tion fruit casseroles made of several fruits 
baked together with some slices of lemon. 

Even prunes, which I used to scorn, 
became popular on our table. We had 
them both baked and stewed. California 
prunes, I found, were naturally so sweet 
that they were better if cooked without 
sugar. Occasionally, however, to each 
pound of prunes, I added the juice of one 
lemon and this demanded also two to 
four tablespoonfuls of sugar. Oregon 
prunes, which are more tart than the 
California ones, always needed some 
sweetening, even when cooked without 
lemon. 


RAISINS we also found delicious, 
whether stewed or baked. The old- 
fashioned Muscat raisins, which required 
tedious hand seeding, have now prac- 
tically given way to the seeded and 
seedless raisins. 

The seeded raisins are 
grown with seeds which are 
removed by a process which 
leaves the raisins plump and 
separate. Seedless raisins 
are usually the very sweet, 
golden-brown Thompsons, 
excellent for eat- 
ing, for confec- 
tions and for use 
in plum pudding 
and fruit cakes; 
and the yellow, 
tart Sultanas, 
which are excel- 
lent as a dessert. 

Jim became par- 
ticularly fond of 
dried figs, which 
we found could 
be bought both 
pressed and 
pulled. The pulled 
figs we considered 
the best buy be- 
cause they are the 
whole fruit dried 
with all the nat- 
ural syrup, while 
pressed figs, 
though less expen- 
sive, have had 
some of the syrup 
drawn off for mak- 
ing medicine, or 
(Continued 

on page 134) 
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Vee wiry sere fale endl base 


“Sometimes I wonder how I 
could have been so young 
and foolish! Mind you... 
up to ihe time I was five 
months old, I didn’t know 
what real comfort was. 
I was chafed all the time. 
And so cross...no wonder I 
couldn’t sleep as much as our baby 
book said I should!... 

Then...my mother finally fixed things 
up. “Here’s a powder made specially for 
you!’ she said — and with that, some- 
thing lovely came into my life! It’s 
powder—but oh, so different from any 
we'd ever used before. So much softer 
and finer. It cuddles up next to me, 
gentle and cool — and now I know 
what real comfort is! If my mother had 
known what it would mean to me, I’m 
sure she’d have told me much— much 
— sooner!” 

e e e 
The Chief Chemist says — every mother 


should know. To understand the impor- 
tant difference in baby powders, you must 
know the difference in talcs. For Johnson's 
Baby Powder, only the finest Italian talc is 
used, This is made up of soft, tiny flakes-— 


SOAP 


but the inferior talc used in some baby 
powders contains sharp, needle-like par- 
ticles! The trained observer readily sees 
this difference under a microscope. You'll 
find the difference this way, too... 


Rub a little Johnson’s Baby Powder 
between your thumb and finger. Now do 
the same with other powders . . . you'll 
know, soon enough, if they're made with 
inferior talc! Another important thing to 
remember—Johnson’s Baby Powder con- 
tains vo stearate of zinc. Decide wisely! 


Now—a soap that is really good enough 
for:babies! Johnson’s Baby Soap is made 
especially for babies—ftom purest high- 
gtade olive and other vegetable oils. It is 
as bland and soothing as the finest Castile 
soaps—but unlike Castile, Johnson's Baby 
Soap gives a rich, smooth lather and rinses 
off quickly and completely, leaving the 
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skin soft and velvety. Note this 
fact, also — whereas Castile 
soapsare frequently impure 
and inferior in quality, every 
cake of Johnson’s Baby Soap 
conforms to the highest stand- 
ards of purity and excellence. 


This cream brings special 
comfort to babies! Johnson’s 
Baby Cream is also made especially for 
babies, from purest ingredients. It is bland 
and soothing, and relieves chafing, chap- 
ping, ‘‘diaper rash’’ and other mild irrita- 
tions of the skin. A little of this cream, 
rubbed gently on the baby’s face and 
hands before going out doors, will prevent 
chapping and windburn on cold days. 


FREE SAMPLES! In order that you may test 
Johnson's Baby Powder without expense, we will 
be glad to send you a generous sample —free of charge. 
With it, we will send you free samples of Jobnson's 
Baby Soap and Cream, for you to try in connection 
with the powder. Write to Baby Products Division, 
Dept. 5-B, Johnson & Johnson, New Brunswick, N. J. 
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WORLD'S LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF SURGICAL DRESS: 


INGS: “‘ZO'’ CARTRIDGE SPOOL ADHESIVE PLASTER, ETC, 


CREAM 
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...on the skis it’s 


BALANCE / 


SUCH POPULARITY 


© 1930, Liccerr & Myers Tosacco Co. 
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... in a cigarette its 


TASTE/ 


Ir is a curious fact that the best- 
tasting cigarette is the one in 
which no single taste quality is 
too evident. Over-mildness, for 
example—or over-sweetness— 
shows lack of ‘‘balance’’ just as 
plainly as harshness or bitterness. 

On this basis, test Chesterfield. 
Aroma, richness, tobacco charac- 
ter, flavor, mildness, all present— 
but none emphasized at the ex- 
pense of others. The one goal is 
taste—better taste, ba/anced taste— 


field 


MUST BE DESERVED 


MILD, yes... and 
yet THEY SATISFY 
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Whenever you 
have a cough 


Beech-Nut 
__ BLACK 
Coush Drops 


| A cough drop with 


| an agreeable flavor 


BEECH-NUT PACKING CO. 
Canajoharie, N. Y. 


Makers of 
BEECH-NUT 
LEMON, LIME AND ORANGE DROPS 
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How Much Can a Woman Forgive ? 


(Continued from page 55) 


cleaned me out of four hundred of the 
firm’s money. It’s jail for me this time, I 
guess. I told the boss—old Jacobs, over 
there—if he would let me come home, I 
would manage to scrape up the money to 
pay him back. It was just a bluff. I 
wanted to see you before they put me in 
prison. I’m sorry, darling. I guess I’m 
just weak and no good!” 

He drew me close and I felt his hot 
tears splash down on my cheeks. I was 
too stunned to say a word at first. It 
seemed to me that this was just a horrible 
dream from which I would awaken 
presently. Reid could not have broken 
his promise. His love for me would pre- 
vent him from doing such an awful thing. 
He would not risk prison and separation 
from me for a mere game of poker. No, 
no, it was all unreal—a nightmare! 


But the thin old man’s rasping words 
jerked me back to cruel reality and 
convinced me that Reid had indeed be- 
trayed Mr. Jacobs’ trust in him, and had 
broken his solemn promise to me. 

‘Well, where’s the money?” he gritted 
impatiently. “I’ve got to get back to 
the store.” 

Slowly Reid turned away from me and 
faced him. There was a sort of a g1im 
resignation about his attitude, as if he 
had given up all hope. 

“There isn’t any,” he said dully. ‘TI 
was just bluffing so as to get to see Nellie 
before you locked me up.” 

“I thought so!’ the old man sneered. 
“You’re just a plain crook! Take him 
to the station, Donahue.” 

I suppose I became hysterical then. 
I flew across the room and tried to pull 
Reid away from the detective. With 
my arms about my husband’s neck, I 
frantically implored Donahue not to 
take the man I loved away from me. 
His hard face softened for a moment 
but, in the end, he broke my frantic clasp, 
pushed Reid outside and shut the door 
in my face. Faint from acute misery, I 
sagged against it, thus blocking Mr. 
Jacobs’ way out. 

“Wait!” I cried shrilly. ‘“‘You’ve got 
to listen to me! Please, please don’t 
take Reid away from me. I[’ll die with- 
out him, don’t you understand?”’ 

“He’s no good,’ Mr. Jacobs said 
coldly. ‘You can’t trust a gambler. 
If I turned him loose, he would most 
likely get into a worse scrape.”’ 

“He’s not bad, just weak,’’ I defended 
stoutly. ‘‘Aside from his passion for 
gambling, he’s the best husband in the 
world. I can’t begin to tell you how good 
he has been to me—”’ 

“But look at what he did to me!’ 
Mr. Jacobs interposed acidly. ‘‘Four 
hundred dollars thrown away at Casey’s. 
And I was trusting him with three times 
that much sometimes. Four hundred 
dollars of my good money gone!”’ 

So it was the loss of his money that was 
worrying him! If only there was some 
way to pay him back! Suddenly a des- 
perate idea struck me. I tore off my 
engagement 1ing, my wedding ring, my 
wrist watch. I forced them into the old 
man’s unwilling hand. 

“Take these,’ I sobbed. ‘Take every- 


thing in the house. There must be enough 
to make up the money. Only don’t 
put Reid in jail!” 

His hard face softened a bit, and new 
hope flashed up into my heart. I sank 
to my knees and begged, as 1 had never 
dreamed I could grovel before any man. 
I reminded him of his mother, his wife, 
and asked him to put them in my place. 
Didn’t he realize how cruel it was to 
separate two loving hearts with cold 
prison bars? 

A fretful wail from my baby in the 
back room suddenly made me rememver 
her. 1 rushed to her little bed and came 
back with her in my arms. 

“See, Mr. Jacops, this is our baby,’’ 
I sobbed. ‘‘Would you take her daddy 
away from her, so that when she asks 
me where he is, I will have to tell her he 
is a convict?) Think how her future will 
be ruined! Give Reid another chance 
for his poor innocent baby’s sake, if for 
no other reason.” 

“How you must love that rascal,’’ 
Mr. Jacobs growled. ‘‘Well, I guess ’m 
just a soft-hearted old fool, after all. 
But remember, I’m doing it for you and 
the kid. You’re too good for Reid. You 
ought to ditch him. He’ll make more 
trouble for you yet.” 

With tears of gratitude streaming 
down my face, I gasped out my thanks. 
As if ashamed because he had shown 
mercy, Mr. Jacobs drew away and 
scowled at me. 

“Tl have my lawye1 draw up a mort- 
gage on the furniture as soon as I’ve 
passed by the police station and with- 
drawn that charge against Reid,’’ he said 
gruffly, picking up his hat. ‘‘And you’d 
better watch that husband of yours, 
young woman. He’s got a _ crooked 
streak somewhere about him.” 

Then, still shaxing his head forebod- 
ingly, he went out abruptly. 

An hour later, Reid came back to me 
much as a whipped cur might have done. 
I knew that shame and remorse were 
torturing him, so I didn’t utter a word 
of reproach just then. But a few days 
later, I talked to him very seriously. 


ig ever again he allowed the lure of the 

gambling table to lead him astray, then 
I would know that he didn’t really love 
me, and everything would be over be- 
tween us, I warned him. He promised 
solemnly that he would never again slip 
and, somehow, I believed him. I had 
never before heard him speak with such 
sincerity and determination. 

The winter that followed was a happy 
one. Reid seemed at last to have con- 
quered his passion for gambling. We 
spent delightful evenings at home reading 
and talking. Eva Belle was growing by 
leaps and bounds, and becoming more 
and more of a treasure. 

Reid had secured a job as city salesman 
for an office supply company and was 
doing pretty well. Of course, the amount 
we had to put aside to pay the mortgage 
on the household furnishings and my 
jewelry, left us almost broke after each 
pay day, but we were happy to be gradu- 
ally getting out of debt, anyway. I was 

(Continued on page 128) 
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ecping your Hands Lovely on 


% minutes a day 


by Clia Caroline Cle, Beauty Editor of Detmeator 


4 Advantages 
the new Liquid Polish 
off (Zh) busy women 


ANDS really need more care, 
in the name of beauty, than 
either face or hair. They are ex- 
posed to more damaging contacts. 
Neglected hands make one awk- 


ward. Hands should be so beauti- | 


ful that one sits and looks at them 
with delight. 


Light breaks in more and more 
brilliantly on manufacturers of nail 
cosmetics. Today women every- 
where are using the new liquid pol- 
ish because in it they are finding 
four very definite advantages. It is 
so easy to apply. For days and 
days after using it, their finger tips 
sparkle with a flattering lustre! 


At the Terminat Beauty Saton of 
New York’s famous Roosevett Hotet, 
they say: s 

“As our clientele represents the brilliant 
social life of New York, all the prepara- 
tions we use naturally must be of the 
smartest. These women enjoy the assur- 
ance that the new Cutex Liquid Polish 
will keep their nails gleaming all the 
week through until the next manicure. 
And they are delighted that it does not 


peel or discolor.” 
e 


A generous size bottle of the new Cutex 
Liquid Polish or Remover costs only 35¢. 
Perfumed Polish and Remover together 
6o¢. Unperfumed Polish and’ Remover 
together so¢. Any of the other famous 
Cutex preparations 35¢ each. 


The Manicure Method (Women with 
fomow hands are using 


1. Cutex Cuticle Remover and Nail Cleanser—to mould 
the cuticle and cleanse the nail tip 


First scrub the nails with warm soapy water, then gently 
apply an orange stick, wrapped with a thin layer of cotton 
and dipped in Cutex Cuticle Remover, around the base of 
the nail to mould the cuticle and bring out the half-moons. 

Pass the orange stick, wrapped with cotton and saturated 
with Cutex Cuticle Remover, under each nail tip. Dry and 
cleanse with dry cotton. Rinse fingers in cold water. 


2. The new Cutex Liquid Polish that both protects 
and enhances the nail 


Remove old polish with Cutex Liquid Polish Remover. 
Apply Cutex Liquid Polish from the half-moon toward the 
finger tip. For an especially brilliant lustre, apply two coats. 

As a finishing touch, use a tiny bit of Cutex Cuticle 
Cream or Oil to keep the cuticle soft, and just enough nail 
white under the nail to enhance the radiance of the polish! 


Dept. OF-2, 


In fact, with one manicure a week, 
when you apply liquid polish, you 
can keep your nails always lovely in 
less than three minutes a day—just 
enough time to mould the cuticle 
and cleanse under the nail tip. 

The new liquid polish doesn’t peel 
off. Instead, it serves as a splendid 
protection for the nail. Properly 
used, it does not make the nails 
brittle. Always apply it starting at 
the half-moon, not at the cuticle. 

Never be imperious with your 
nails—they won’t stand rough treat- 
ment. Soak the-cuticle, apply a 
good cuticle remover. Never cut 
the cuticle. Push it back gently 
with an orange stick wrapped in a 
thin layer of cotton dipped in a 
beautiful cuticle oil. 

Hands are so easy to beautify! 
What are you doing with yours? 


& 


Seumeeeeceecete mens 


Mrs.MicHae.Ar en, formerly Countess 
Atlanta Mercati, says: ‘I am devoted 
to your new Cutex Liquid Polish. For 
days and days after using it, my nails 
are delightful. The Cutex preparations 
certainly have simplified my manicure!” 
Nortuam Warren, New York, London, Paris 


SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER—12¢ 


IT enclose 12¢ for the Cutex Manicure set contain- 
ing sufficient preparations for six complete manicures. 
(In Canada, address Post Office Box 2054, Montreal.) 


Nortuam WarREN 


191 Hudson Street, New York, N. Y. 
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Mopern HANDS are busy hands! 


What have yours been doing today?... 
Never mind—Frostilla will save them from 
looking “over-used.” 


Whether they are Outdoor hands, Office 
hands, or Housekeeping hands, you can 
keep them soft, white and young under 
the soothing touch of this famous lotion. 


Frostilla’s scientific ingredients have the 
happy faculty of overcoming the pranks 
of wind, wet, and weather. Your face, your 
lips, your neck, your arms will all be thank- 
ful for a gentle application. If, perhaps, 
you have been negligent in protecting your 
skin, remember it is never too late for 
Frostilla to restore lost loveliness. 


And so, whatever your hands are going to 
do next, reach for Frostilla first. Massage 
in a few drops—then go play or work 
.. « Frostilla will save your hands! 

Large, generous-quantity boudoir bottles of Frostilla 
are 50c and $1 at all drug and dept. stores inthe U.S. 


and Canada. Better class 5-and-10c store: offer a 
handy 10c size. Mail orders filled on receipt of price. 


Frostilla Co., Elmira, N. Y. & Toronto, Can. (Sales 
Representative Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Inc., 
Madison Avenue at 34 Street, New York City) 


FROSTILLA 


SAVES YOUR SKIN 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


(Cortinued from page 126) 


beginning to laugh scornfully at all the 
dark warnings Mr. Jacobs had uttered. 

But in the same way that a dark cloud 
has a silver lining, so may a silver cloud 
have a storm brewing behind it. Spring 
had come again and all Nature seemed 
athrob with the joy of living when a 
terrible calamity befell us. Eva Belle 
caught measles, and it settled in her eyes. 
We consulted several specialists, but they 
seemed baffled and, at last, they frankly 
admitted that they could do nothing for 
her. They predicted, however, that if 
something wasn’t done before long she 
would probably become totally blind. 
There was only one chance left for her, 
they said, and that was to consult the 
eminent specialist who lived in a nearby 
city. He had performed miraculous cures 
by means of the most delicate operations 
and they felt confident he could do the 
same for our little girl. 


H, how terribly dark those days were! 
My darling baby about to lose her 
sight! Often when she would cry because 
of the pain in her poor sick eyes, I would 
clasp her fiercely to my breast and pray 
that she be spared this terrible affliction. 
She was so innocent and sweet, the pre- 
cious! It froze me with agony to think 
that she might never see the sunshine, the 
flowers, the trees; never look at me with 
love and affection in the depths of her blue 
eyes that were growing dimmer day by 
day! Many a night I cried in Reid’s 
arms until I was exhausted, while he 
tried to comfort me in the awkward way 
of a man. 

It was agonizing to realize that we 
lacked the few hundred dollars necessary 
to rush Eva Belle to a specialist. If we 
had had the money, I would have left 
with her immediately. But we had just 
paid everything we had put aside to 
clear Mr. Jacobs’ mortgage. Reid and I 
could only look at each other in dumb 
misery, trapped by the gaunt, merciless 
wolf of poverty. 

Finally, a possible solution to our 
difficulty flashed into my mind. I de- 
cided to go back to work. As luck would 
have it, one of the girls working for the 
automobile concern where I had been 
employed was getting married, so I was 
given her place. How joyously and con- 
scientiously I performed my duties, be- 
cause it would be the means of saving 
Eva Belle’s sight! 

Yet every moment away from her was 
acute pain. I had been fortunate enough 
to secure the services of a middle-aged 


woman to act as housekeeper, as well as 
nurse for Eva Belle during the day, at a 
surprisingly low salary, so I was satisfind 
she was in good hands while I was away 
from home. 

Nevertheless, I worried all day long 
about her, wondering if her eyes were 
hurting her, if she was hungry, and a 
hundred and one things that only a dis- 
tracted mother can think of. As soon 
as I was free in the afternoon, I fairly 
flew back home to crush her close to my 
heart and to kiss her poor dimming eyes. 

“very week I put away all that Reid 
and I could save from our pay envelopes 
in a tin box which I kept locked in the 
drawer of the table in the living room. 
Never was deeper joy experienced by any 
one in saving than was mine in the steady 
growth of the fund to save my baby’s 
sight. 

Reid gave over so much of his earnings 
the first few weeks that he had hardly 
enough left to cover our living expenses. 
But after that, the amount he gave be- 
came less, and once or twice he pleaded 
as an excuse that he had suffered some 
unexpected expense or other, and didn’t 
give me anything at all for the tin box. 
Quite frequently I smelled liquor on his 
breath. And I had a horrible suspicion 
that he was stopping in at Casey’s again. 
Oh, I can’t begin to describe how miserable 
all this made me, as month after month 
dragged by with crushing slowness. 

“Reid, how can you squander money 
on liquor, when every cent we put aside 
makes our baby’s future brighter,’ I 
would reproach. ‘‘Look how sad _ her 
little face is getting, and how weak and 
colorless her eyes are—just as if she 


- knew about the terrible shadow that 


threatens her? Reid, Reid, help me to 
save up the money as quickly as possible 
so we can take her to the specialist!’ 


ND as my sobs mingled with little 
Eva Belle’s moans of pain, Reid 
would hang his head and mutter some- 
thing about being ‘‘so worried” or ‘“‘it 
didn’t cost me anything, for one of the 
boys treated’; or something elise the 
truth of which I doubted. 

He scarcely ever stayed out late at 
night. So one night when the clock struck 
ten and he hadn’t come in, I became really 
uneasy. All sorts of dire possibilities for 
his lateness were coursing through my 
mind—accidents, hold-ups, sudden sick- 
ness. Strangely enough, not the one 
most likely reason. It was nearly eleven 

(Continued on page 130) 


Does this describe your home? 


Poetic, you say? Idealistic? 


doorway. 


leaping shadows of a cozy fire. 


with glassware, silver and spotless linen. 
modern kitchen. 


Is yours this kind of a home? 


The ‘‘Home That Our Hearts Never Leave’’ 


And if not, why not? 


Yes, but not unattainable. 
ness” home—a house of any style, any size, anywhere. C 
Perhaps an inviting porch, behind whose glass windows—for it is winter—are 
window boxes filled with gay flowers; inviting, loungy furniture; pillows, books and magazines. 
From the walk one sees crisp curtains, and if it is evening, the glow of well-directed lights or the 
Indoors, well cared for floors, restful walls, tastefully chosen 
chairs and tables, irresistibly grouped. Beyond, a carefully appointed dining table, gleaming 
And through the open door a colorful vision of a 


Would you like it to be? 
you how to make it so with the money you have to do it with. 


YoUR HOME—the inspirirg magazine for the home maker. 
- On all news stands January 23rd. 


Picture a real ‘‘honest-to-good- 
A welcoming approach. A beckoning 


Then read the magazine that tells 


Twenty-five cents a copy. 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


Virginia Farmer plays the part of 
Aunt Martha Thompkins. She has 
always known“Vaseline” Petroleum 
Jelly, she says, but since she has 
been broadcasting she uses it more 
faithfully than ever. Her favorite 
use of it is to keep her hands soft 
and the cuticle firm and unbroken. 


Instead of being adorned with judi- 
cial whiskers, Edwin Whitney, who 
plays the parts of Judge Whipple, 
Bill Perkins and Grandpa Over- 
brook, is clean-shaven, by the 
“Vaseline” method. He uses 
“Vaseline” Jelly before lathering 
and declares he never found shay- 
ing so easy and smooth before. 


- 


Mrs. Watts, the cockney boarding- 
house keeper is really Phoebe 
Mackay from England, although the 
accentis only goodacting. Shekeeps 
her throat in good condition for 
her funny songs by taking a spoon- 
ful of “Vaseline” Jelly occasionally. 
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eet “Real Folks” 
Corners, u.s.a. 


of Thompkins 


4 


And here is George Frame Brown— 
Uncle Matt—originator and moving 
spirit of Real Folks, Mr. Brown speaks 
for himself and the cast —“We enjoy 
the Monday night programs just as 
much as you folks do who listen in 
and write us such nice letters. It’s a 
real pleasure, too, to work with the 
Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d, and to 
recommend their splendid ‘Vaseline’ 
Products, which we personally find so 
useful in many ways.” 


“Aw Gee, Aunt Marthy,” says Elmer. 
“You needn’t fuss about that little old 
bump—just put some ‘Vaseline’ Jelly 
on it.” Fourteen- year-old Tommy 
Brown, the Elmer of Real Folks, knows 
that this is the best treatment for a 
rough-and-tumble boy’s hurts. 


a 


rsuateonmnyennencoreans 


“Real Folks” Program is 
Broadcast Every Monday Night 
at 9:30 P.M. Eastern Standard 

Time, Over Stations— 


WIZ New York 
WBZA Boston 
WBZ Springfield 
WHAM Rochester 
KDKA Pittsburgh 
WJR Detroit 
WLW ss Cincinnati 


8:30 P.M. 
Central Standard Time 
KYW Chicago 
KWK St. Louis 
WREN Kansas City 


through the courtesy of the 
Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d, 
17 State Street, New York, N.Y. 


Elsie May Gordon — Mrs. Stevens, 
Modiste — is the mother of a young 
son on whom she demonstrates most 
effectively the many uses of “Vaseline” 
Petroleum Jelly for baby care. 


Fred Tibbetts and Tony are played by 
G. Underhill Macy, whose country 
home is his absorbing interest outside 
of the studio. He says he couldn't 
keep his garden tools in working order 
unless he used “Vaseline” Jelly to 
prevent rust and corrosion. 


iq | 


© Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d, 1930 


hey recommend “Vaseline” Products 
and what's more they use them 
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Teeth 
that gleam 


Snow 


White 


owe their dazzling beauty 
either to a fresh fruit 
diet, or —to the only 
“fresh fruit-whitener”’ 
tooth paste... 
NY p 


ie aa aes 


See that red in- 
ner cream be- 
tween the white 
ones, when New 
Mix comes out 
on your brush! 
That red cream 
is separate, full 
strength, “fresh 
fruit-whitener.” 
Lt whitens your 
teeth, just as her 
fresh fruit diet 
whitens the teeth : 
of this South Sea |... 
Island girl! 


You have to see New Mix to under- 
stand how different it is from every 
other tooth paste. You have to taste 
its delicious fruity flavor to know 
how you will enjoy it. You have to 
look in your mirror after using it 
to see how the smoking stains van- 
ish, and how your teeth sparkle. 
That’s the reason for the coupon. 
Get your trial tube now and let 
New Mix do the rest. Using is be- 
lieving. You'll never use any other 
tooth paste, once you try New Mix. 


only 


GILMONT PRODUCTS CORPORATION 
Dept. 414, 121 Varick St., New York City, N. Y. 


So I can see how different New Mix &s from every other tooth paste, you 
may send me trial size tube. I enclose 10c to cover packing and shipping. 


NAME sic. ciecaesrereinicnsianre sialeisaicars sins oaca'sysjnre aie aiauitena us asaiicion 


Town or City ...000 scscsescessecceeees State prs Some cee 
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when I finally did hear the door bell ring. 
I hastened to the door, throbbing with 
relief and the eagerness to have Reid’s 
arms about me. 

But as I opened the door and caught 
sight of him, I recoiled, appalled. His 
tie was hanging awry, his hat dusty and 
out of shape, his face splotched with an 
ugly red. Even if there hadn’t been 
those telltale indications of his shame- 
ful condition, his bloodshot eyes would 
have made me aware of it. Reid drunk! 
It was the first time I had ever seen him 
that way. Suddenly a feeling of mingled 
anguish and disgust seemed to bear down 
heavily on my heart. 

“Oh, Reid—you’ve been—drinking,” I 
faltered. 

“Just had one or two with the boys— 
li’l more than I usually take,” he replied 
thickly, his voice strange and unfamiliar. 


- HAT boys?” I asked, dreading his 
answer because I had become filled 
with an awful suspicion. 

For a moment he eyed me doubtfully, 
rocking the while unsteadily on his feet, 
as if debating whether or not to tell me 
the truth. Then he flung back his head 
defiantly. 

“T was passing in front of Casey’s with 
two fellows who work with me,”’ he said 
sullenly. ‘They begged me to go in—just 
for a li’l while. And—after I had lost 
my own money, I used the firm’s—had sev- 
eral checks the clients I called on gave me 
instead of mailing them into the office. 
Lost, goodness knows how much—hun- 
dreds, I guess! I got to get it back, got 
to, you hear? Luck’s bound to change, 
and mine’s been rotten—”’ 

As he spoke, he edged toward the table. 
Of a sudden, I understood what he had in 
mind. I was so dismayed that I stood there 
motionless and speechless while he opened 
the drawer and slipped the tin box con- 
taining the money for Eva Belle’s opera- 
tion into his coat pocket. 

“Reid, what you drank has made you 
crazy!’’ I cried out, finding my voice at 
last. ‘You don’t realize what you're 
doing. Think of what that money is for. 
Put it back. Put it back!”’ 

At that moment, little Eva Belle, dis- 
turbed by our loud voices, no doubt, 
toddled into the room. I bent down and 
drew her close. 

“You wouldn’t stoop that low, Reid?” 
I went on as soon as I had kissed and 
soothed Eva Belle and set her in a chair. 
“You wouldn’t risk the money we’ve 
saved for baby’s eyes on a game of cards. 
Think what it would mean if you should 
lose!”’ 

“There won’t be any risk,’ Reid 
muttered stubbornly. ‘Luck’s bound to 
change, I tell you. I’ve just got to win 
that money back. It means jail this time 
sure, if I don’t. Needn’t worry, honey, 
I'll bring back a barrel of money—enough 
to pay back the firm’s money that I lost 
and to take Eva Belle to the specialist. 
Lady Luck is bound to be good—” 

He moved unsteadily toward the door. 

At that moment I hated Reid, bitter, 
furious hatred. Deep down in my fheart 


was the conviction that if he went back , 


to Casey’s gambling hell and squandered 
the money we had saved penny by penny 
for the salvation of baby’s eyesight, I 


would hate him to my dying day. Yet, 
I could hardly bring myself to believe he 
would do such a despicable thing. 

When his hand reached out for the door 
knob, though, I suddenly realized that he 
really intended carrying out his dastardly 
purpose. A wave of red-hot anger shot 
through me. 

“Give me that box, Reid!’ I commanded 
huskily. 

“Aw, honey, I’ll bring all that’s in it 
back—and a lot more! You'll see,’’ he 
wheedled. ‘‘You don’t want to see me 
go to jail, do you!”’ 

“T would rather see that than to know 
you are willing to risk having your child 
blind for life for the sake of a game of 
cards!’ I lashed at him. ‘‘Reid, once 
more I ask you to give me that box. If 
you don’t, everything is over between us!”’ 

“Tl give it back, hon, when I’ve won a 
lot of jack with it,’’ he said doggedly, 
again starting out. 

A wild, primitive impulse swept through 
me and I flung myself at him. I was de- 
termined to get that precious box. Per- 
haps it was Eva Belle’s piercing wail as 
she sat in the chair and clung to me that 
stirred me so. I flew toward Reid like a 
whirlwind. I was through talking; it 
would be my feeble strength against his 
now. 

The impact of my body against his 
flung him against the door, shutting it. 
I tried desperately to snatch from him the 
money box, but Reid easily evaded my 
flailing hands. Maddened by my failure 
to gain possession of the box, I commenced 
scratching and pummeling like a panic- 
stricken cat. Reid dodged my bows for a 
while, then suddenly he reached behind 
him and opened the door. Pushing me 
back out of his way, he stumbled out. 
My foot caught in one of the rugs, and 
the next thing I knew I was hurtling to the 
floor. 


ig was my baby’s frantic cries that first 

greeted me when I regained con- 
sciousness. Poor little thing—it must 
have scared her half to death to see me— 
even if it was only with her blurred sight, 
the little precious—lying there still as 
death and paying no attention to her 
wails. I clasped her to my heart and 
covered her face with kisses. Her father 
was robbing her of the most precious 
thing she had, but I was there to take 
care of her. I began singing a lullaby 
between my sobs, and soon had her 
asleep in her little white bed. 

When I returned to the sitting room 
to face everything squarely, something 
within me had become bitter and hard. 
Could Reid be the same loving, consider- 
ate man I had married, I asked myself. 

Of course, he had been drinking. But, 
after all, his cursed passion for gambling 
was at the root of all the beastliness he 
had displayed that night. What a re- 
lentless hold it must have on him to in- 
duce him to squander money we had put 
aside for such a sacred purpose; tc make 
him forget himself so far as to push me 
roughly—it could not have hurt my 
spirit more if ithad been an actual blow— 
and to make him forget every principle 
of honor and decency. It had even the 
power to deaden his tenderness and 

(Continued on page 132) 
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85% of America’s Leading 


Hospitals 


now use the same absorbent of which Kotex is made 


Here is medical approval which dictates every woman’s choice of sanitary protection 
...it must be. hygienically safe, it must be more comfortable than any substitute 


7 OTEX absorbent has re- 
placed surgical cotton 
in 85% of America’s great 
iospitals! Surgeons used 2': 
raillion pounds of Cellucot- 
con absorbent wadding last 
year. That is the equivalent 
ot 80.000,000 sanitary pads! 
Remember that Cellucotton 
is not cotton—it is a cellulose 
product which, for sanitary 
purposes, performs the same 
tunction as softest cotton, 
with 5 times the absorbency. 
Hospitals depend on Kotex 
absorbent today. 

They realize that comfort is most closely 
related to health during the use of sanitary 
protectives. Then is when women must have 
perfect ease of mind and body. And Kotex 
assures such ease. 


This unusual substance— Kotex absorbent 


Cellucotton absorbent wadding was an inven- 
tion of war times. Its quick, thorough ab- 
sorbency is almost marvelous. It is made up 
of layer on layer of the thinnest and softest 
absorbent tissues ... each a quick, complete 
absorbent in itself. 

These many air-cooled layers make Kotex 
not only safer, but lighter, cooler to wear. They 
also permit adjustment of the filler according 
to individual needs. 

As one hospital authority puts it: “Kotex 
absorbent is noticeably free from irritating 
dust, which means increased hygienic comfort.” 

To women who still make their own sani- 
tary pads of cheesecloth and cotton, these facts 
will be of interest. Kotex absorbs (by actual 
test) five times quicker, five times greater, 


than an equal amount of sur- 
gical cotton. It takes up 16 
times its own weight in 
moisture and distributes that 
moisture evenly, not all in 
One concentrated place. 


Kotex absorbent is used in 
hospitals where every precau- 
tion known to science sur- 
rounds a patient. Hospitals 
where world-renowned sur- 
geons operate. 

Lying-in hospitals use it in 
enormous quantities, proving 
conclusively that doctors re- 
gard it as hygienically safe. What other prod- 
uct offers this assurance? 

Since it is so easy to buy Kotex and the 
ptice is so low, no woman need consider using 
anything else. Her choice is made for her by 
the medical profession. Surely, if they find 
Kotex absorbent best—even in the most dan- 
gerous operations—it cannot fail to be best 
for constant use. 


Why smart women prefer Kotex 


It is significant that 9 out of 10 women in 
smarter circles today use Kotex. They find 
that it permits a freedom and poise hard to 
acquire otherwise. That’s because Kotex really 
fits. It is designed, you see, to conform... 
shaped at the corners and tapered. 


For perfect daintiness, Kotex deodorizes. 
This eliminates all possibility of an offense 
that fastidious women consider inexcusable. 

And here is the reason so many women first 
began to use Kotex: it is easily disposable. That 
fact alone has helped to change the hygienic 
habits of millions of women the world over! 


KOTEX IS SOFT... 


1 Nota deceptive softness, that soon 
packs into chafing hardness. Buta 
delicate, fleecy softness that lasts for 
hours. 


2 Safe, secure... keeps your mind 
at ease. 


3 Rounded and tapered cor- | 


ners —for inconspicuous protection, 


4 Deodorizes.,. safely, thoroughly, 
by a special process. 


5 Disposabie completely, instantly. 


Regular Kotex—45c for 12—at any 

drug, dry goods or department store, 

or singly in vending cabinets through 
West Disinfecting Co. 


Kotex Super-Size —65c¢ for 12 


Thousands of women first learned about 
Kotex in hospitals, then discovered they 
could buy it at their corner drug store! 
The price of the Regular size is never more 
than 45 cents. 


A few months’ trial will convince you 
that you owe yourself this modern, com- 
fortable, safe, sanitary protection. Kotex 
Company, 180 North Michigan Avenue, 
Chicago, Illinois. 


KOT E X 


The New Sanitary Pad which deodorizes 
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—sixty short seconds—you can 
‘stop your baby’s pains and cries 
with Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion. 


‘No matter how swollen or in- 
flamed the tender gums may be, 
this cooling, healing lotion 
brings quick relief. 

_Just rub a few drops on the gums and 


watch how quickly baby quiets down 
to sleep or breaks into happy smiles. 


DR.HAND’S 
| : ©: e e 
_ teething Lotion 
_ Better still, don’t wait for the aches and 
fretfulness of the teething period. At 
the first sign of cutting teeth, begin 
_ the Dr. Hand treatment, with a few 
_ applications each day and one or two 
 atnight, if necessary. Thousands upon 
thousands of mothers have followed 
this treatment. They have had no 
trouble with teething, and have en- 
joyed the pleasure of a happy, con- 
_ tented, smiling baby from beginning 
to end. 
Read what Mrs. R. Guy Eby, of 
Ephrata, Pa., has to say about the Dr. 
_ Hand Teething Treatment: 
| Whenever the youngster had teething 
_ wrouble, I used Hand’s Teething Lotion and 
it always gave instant relief. He eventually 
| smiled when he saw me have the bottle. 
_ Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion contains 
_ ho narcotics and is absolutely harm- 
less. It is the actual prescription of a 
| famous baby specialist, for use in place 
| of unsanitary teething rings, which 
| may endanger baby’s health and spoil 
| the shape of the mouth. 


Mail this Coupou 


for 
FREE TRIAL Bottle 
_ + Hand Medicine Co., 
* 115 No. 5thSt., Dept. H, Philadelphia, Pa. 
I am enclosing 2 cents for postage, with 
the name of my druggist. Please send 
sample of Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion. 


, Druggist’s Name 
Name 


Street 


City ——__.____.. State 
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affection. I shuddered as I realized this. 

When Reid finally came in, it was al- 
most two o’clock. I had thrown myself 
on the bed, fully dressed. Either be- 
cause he didn’t dare, or because he couldn’t 
walk very steadily, he didn’t come into 
the bedroom where I was. Presently I 
heard him sag heavily down on the 
couch in the living room. 

I went in there, grimly determined. 
Reid was sprawled out in the disgusting 
attitude of an intoxicated man, already 
half asleep. 

“TQ EID, where is the money you took?” 
I asked, shaking him. 

“Lost it—every cent! Rotten luck—’ 

he mumbled, and let out a groan that 

made my flesh creep. 

I stood there looking down at him, my 
soul steeped in bitterness. Well, I had 
warned him that I would be through. I 
was! I hated him! 

The thought of the long years ahead, 
when I would never be sure that he 
wasn’t in some gambling den or other, 
being fleeced of money that probably 
didn’t belong to him was appalling. It 
was going from bad to worse. I could 
never forgive him for what he had done 
that night. Robbed his poor helpless baby 
of her eyesight! It was awful! It was 
more than I could stand! I couldn’t 
fight against his terrible weakness! No, 
I was through! I would go my way, and 
he could go his! 

With sudden implacable decision, I 
began packing. There was a three o’clock 
train to the city. When the taxi I had 
telephoned for arrived, I took Eva Belle, 
who was whimpering and rubbing her 


| eyes,inmy arms. ThenI looked back at 


the sodden, sprawling form on the couch. 
I shuddered and hastened out to the 
waiting taxi, choked with racking sobs. 

Years have passed. Years filled with 
poignant, barren loneliness. 

I do not hate Reid any more; indeed, I 
don’t suppose I ever really did. I know 
now that I loved him, will continue lov- 
ing him until my last breath. I under- 
stand now that he never was vicious or 


mean—just pitifully weak. In the same 
way that one might be afflicted with an 
incurable disease. 

Poor Reid! He has suffered, too. A 
few months ago he finished serving a term 
in the penitentiary for having gambled 
away that money that wasn’t his own. 
He had erred once too often. 

He came to see me, and I found him 
terribly aged. His tall form was stooped 
as if his spirit were broken; his face was 
deeply lined. Even his voice was muted, 
possibly from the habit of talking con- 
stantly in guarded tones while he had 
been in that grim, gray-barred place. 

He begged me to be his wife again, in 
fact as well as in name, vowing that he 
had changed; that never again would the 
gaming table lure him. My heart was 
aching for the bliss of his arms holding 
me close, but I told him I was afraid— 
afraid that the same old trouble would 
come between us. I pointed to our little 
girl, whose bright, rosy-cheeked face is 
marred by big, tinted eye-glasses. 

I can’t, ch, I can’t forget that Reid is 
perhaps responsible for my baby’s blind- 
ness! 

Reid sagged down in his chair and his 
hard, dry sobs filled the room. Remorse 
was punishing him relentlessly. But I 
sent him away, after I had told him to come 
back soon. Perhaps I will have made up 
my mind then. 

Was it the right thing to do? Ought I 
to have forgiven him and taken him back? 
Is he sincere in his reformation? And 
even if he is, could he control himself in 
the face of temptation? What has hap- 
pened in the past makes me doubt it. 
And yet—life is so drab and futile wit 
out him—without love! 

There is really no one to whom I can 
go for advice. And I need it so desper- 
ately. Perhaps some of you who read 
this; someone who has fought for and won 
happiness, who has been scorched by the 
fierce flames of life, but who has finally 
found healing balm, can advise me. If 
you do, you will have the heartfelt grati- 
tude of a lonely, troubled woman. 

If I only knew what to do! 


proportion. 


should be her measurements. 


standards of feminine perfection. 


ist. 


What Are the Measurements 
of Beauty? 


From today on the world will have new standards of womanly beauty and 


Every woman wants to know not only what she should weigh but also what 
Heretofore we have had an arbitrary assumption 


based upon one figure only—the Venus de Milo, also an unauthorized notion 
of ‘two pounds per inch.” ‘Artists sometimes express an ideal, such as five 
feet six inches, and 130 pounds. Is the ‘‘perfect thirty-six” really ideal? 


Milo Hastings, of the staff of PaystcaL CULTURE Magazine, has made an 
analysis of the hundreds of perfectly formed and beautiful young women partict- 
pating in Physical Culture beauty contests over a period of years. The tabulated 
measurements of these vital, healthy and beautiful young women have set new 


PuysicaL CULTURE Magazine now offers not just one ideal type, but gives the 
measurements for different parts of the body of women of varying stature. Mr. 
Hastings’ article on this whole subject is a feature of the January number. 


PuysicaL CULTURE for January goes on sale at all news stands on December 
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Why 
Suffer 
Needless 
PAIN 


~ when relief is 


HAT dull, persistent, nerve- 

wracking pain of headache! 

Those shooting, stabbing 

pains of neuralgia, neuritis 
or rheumatism! That throbbing mis- 
ery in eye, ear, back—or other part 
of the body! Its cause and correc- 
tion is a problem for your doctor. But 
you need not endure the suffering 
while waiting for the cure. 

Bayer Aspirin will bring grateful 
relief, promptly and safely to those 
who suffer pain. 

For more than a quarter of a century 


leading physicians have prescribed this 
famous antidote for pain because they 
have learned by experience that Bayer 
Aspirin is not only effective, but also 
entirely free from harmful after-effects. 

Nothing else brings such prompt and 
sure relief from pain, nothing else is so 
soothing to a sore throat, so effective in 
relieving the misery of a common cold. 


Just one caution is necessary. Be sure 
it is Bayer Aspirin. The name Bayer 
on the box and on each tablet assures 
you it is pure, genuine Aspirin, always 
the same, and never harms the heart. 


BAYER ASPIRIN 


Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid 


prompt and harmless 
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FEELING 
SLUGGISH? 


MAYBE you are eating too many 


heavy dishes. Winter diets should 
be just as well balanced as summer 
ones. They need crispness for both 
variety and health! 

Tomorrow morning, try a crisp, 
ready-to-eat cereal. Kellogg’s 
Corn Flakes and milk or cream, 
with canned or preserved fruit 
added. See if you don’t feel better! 
Kellogg’s Corn Flakes are remark- 

‘ ably easy to digest. And appetites 
respond to their crispness and flavor. 
Order a red-and-green package from 
your grocer. Made by Kellogg in 
Battle Creek. 


Helloggis 


Zorn Flakes, Rice Krispies, ALL- 
BRAN, Pep Bran Flakes, Kellogg’s 
Shredded Whole Wheat Biscuit, 
Whole Wheat Krumbles, Kaffee Hag 
Coffee—the caffeine-free coffee. 


Seu.a TOMATO 


“QUEEN OF THEM MARKET." Big 


shrubs, 


ok, tells how, and when to 


‘9 stamp to cover 
1930 Prices Lower Than 


CONDON BROS., Seedsmen 


gece River Valley Seed 


BOX 2: ROC! KEORD, ILLINOIS 


Maplein e 
—seasons meats! 


Sliced ham a la Mapleine, smothered 
sausages, sausage apples and veal birds 
a la Mapleine—these are some of the 
distinctive meat dishes Mapleine makes 
possible. But how does one prepare 
them, you ask? We have printed 
special recipes for Mapleine-with-meats 
we'll rush to you on request. In the 
meantime, with every bottle of Mapleine 
there’s a booklet with eleven specific 
recipes and suggestions for other uses. 
Nearly every grocer has Mapleine. 2 02. 
only 35c. Or, we'll send 1 oz. trial 
size anywhere in the world for 20c. 
Crescent Mfg. Co., Dept. 18, Seattle, Wn. 


apa _far Havering 
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Dried Fruits 


(Continued from page 122) 


other purposes. 1 used figs for casseioles, 
steamed puddings, confections and a most 
delicious ‘‘upside-down”’ cake. However, 
as they contain a good deal of roughage, 
I did not give them to the very young 
members of the family, for fear of causing 
bowel disturbances. 

Our first purchases of dried fruit were 
from the bulk stock, but later we decided 
that buying in packages assured a cleaner 
product of better quality. We also found 
that tight containers protected the fruit 
from insects. And when we bought ap- 
ples, peaches, pears or apricots, we were 
careful to see that they were light-cclored 
and free from spots. 

Before that first winter in the mountains 
was over, we were all won over to dried 
fruits. The children even made Christ- 
mas confections from them, and 1, besides 
the dozens of different desserts I made 
from them, also used them in salads, 
along with the tender lettuce we grew 
that next spring in our little garden ir- 
rigated by water from a nearby canyon. 

Today, though we have been back in 
the city for several years, my dried fruit 
recipes, discovered in our shack in Ari- 
zona, are still being used regularly. 


Peach Conserve 


3cups of dried 3 cups of sugar 
peaches 1cup of blanched 
3 cups of seedless chobped almonds 


raisins 


Wash the peaches and soak overnight 
in enough cold water to cover them. 
In the morning put them through a food 
chopper. Add the water in which the 
peaches were soaked, the raisins and the 
sugar. Cook all until the mixture 
thickens, or for about thirty minutes, 
stirring the fruit frequently. Add the 
almcnds, cook for five minutes more, pour 
into hot, clean glasses and seal with paraf- 
fin. 


Dried Fruit Muffins 


2 cups of flour 

4 teaspoonfuls of 
baking powder 

1 teaspoonful of salt 

14 cub of sugar 

1% cup of milk 

I egg 


V4 cup g shortening 

ly cup of raisins, 
dates or steamed 
prunes, apricots 
or other dried fruit 
cut in pieces 


Mix and sift the dry ingredients. Beat 
the egg and add it to the milk. Add this 
liquid to the dry ingredients and beat 
them all vigorously until they are smooth, 
but no longer. Melt the shortening and 
add it to the rest. Beat again only until 
smooth. Stir in the fruit and pour the 
mixture into greased muffin tins, filling 
them two-thirds full and bake in a mod- 
erate oven (425 degrees Fahrenheit) from 
twenty-five tc thirty minutes, depending 
on the size of the muffin. 


Dried Fruit Shortcake 


2 cubs of flour 
4 teaspoonfuls of 
baking powder 


"/, cub of shoriening 
°/, cub of milk 
Butter 


"/, teaspoonful of salt 2 cups of stewed 
1 tablespoonful of or sleamed dried 
sugar fruit 


Mix and sift the dry ingredients and 
work in the shortening with ihe fingers or 
a knife. Add gradually enough milk to 
make a soft dough, mixing with a knife. 
Toss the dough on to a floured board and 
roll to one-half-inch thickness. Bake in 
a hot oven (400 to 450 degrees Fahrenheit) 
for 12 minutes. Bake in sheets for a large 
shortcake, or cut with a biscuit cutter for 
individual shortcakes. When done, split 
the shortcake into two parts, butter it 
and put sweetened fruit between the 
layers and on top. Serve hot with cream. 
Raisins, prunes, figs, dried apricots, or 
dried peaches make delicious shortcakes. 
A combination of prunes and apricots is 
particularly good. 


Prune or Date Pie 


1 cup of cooked and pitted prunes 

Juice and grated rind of 1 lemon 

1 cup of water or juice 

\% cup of sugar 

2 tablespoonfuls of butter or butter substitute 
J tablespoonful of flour 


Cook the prunes or dates with the other 
ingredients until they are slightly thick- 
ened. Add a little cinnamon or nutmeg, 
if desired. Bake between two crusts, or 
in one crust in a moderate oven (350 to 
400 degrees Fahrenheit). When done, 
spread over the top the stiffly beaten 
whites of two eggs to which two table- 
spoonfuls of sugar have been added, or 
cover the top with marshmallows. Re- 
turn to oven and let the meringue brown 
lightly. The meringue may be omitted, 
and the pie covered with whipped cream 
just before serving. Shredded cocoanut 
may be added to the filling for variation. 
This amount makes a small pie. 


Apricot or Prune Souffle 


12 large prunes or dried apricots 
3 eggs 
3 tablespoonfuls of powdered sugar 


Soak the fruit overnight and stew it in 
the same water until tender. Remove 
the stones and mash the fruit to a smooth 
pulp. Beat the egg whites until stiff, 
fold in the sugar and then the prune pulp. 
Turn into a greased baking dish and 
bake in a slow oven (250 to 350 degrees 
Fahrenheit) about 20 minutes. Serve 
at once with cream, soft custard or any 
desired sauce. 


Fig and Raisin Filling for Cakes 


% cup of water 
‘i, cup of sugar 


lq pound of figs 


Chop the figs and raisins. Cook in the 
half cup of water until the figs are tender. 
Add the sugar, and cook all slowly until 
it thickens. Cool before using. 


14 pound of seeded 


raisins 
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Parisian Sweets 


1 pound of raisins 1 pound of figs 
34 pound of English 14 pound of prunes 
walnut meats Confectioner’s sugar 
1 pound of dates 


Soak the prunes overnight. Steam 
them until they are soft and remove the 
pits. Wash the figs and steam them 
twenty minutes; wash the dates and re- 
move the stones. Put the fruits and nuts 
through a food chopper. Put confec- 
tioners’ sugar on the board and, with 
the hands, work the fruit and nuts until 
well blended. Roll one-quarter-inch 
thick, using the sugar to dredge the board 
and rolling pin. Cut in any desired shape, 
roll in sugar, pack in layers in a tin box, 
placing waxed paper between the layers. 


Fig Upside-down Cake 


13 cub of sugar 14 cup of milk or 
4 tablespoonfuls of water 

butter 3 tablespoonfuls of 
/ egg fig syrup 


2'}, teaspoonfuls of 114 cups of flour 
baking powder 14 teaspoonful of salt 
14 teaspoonful of vanilla 


(CREAM the sugar and butter and add 

the beaten egg yolk. Add the dry in- 
gredients, sifted together, alternately 
with the milk and syrup mixed together. 
Beat all well; add the vanilla, then fold 
in the stiffly-beaten egg white. Heat a 
tablespoon cf butter in a frying pan until 
brown. Add two tablespoonfuls of melted 
butter, two-thirds cup of fig syrup, two 
tablespoonfuls of lemon juice and cook 
down until thick. Add about sixteen figs, 
spread in a layer in the pan, and then pour 
the cake batter over this. Bake thirty 
minutes in a moderate oven. Turn it 
upside down on a serving plate. 


In the TRUE Story [Tome 
| Maker for March, Dorothy 
| Chase reveals a sure cure for 
husbands with that early- 
morning grouch in he ar- 
ticle, “New Breakfasts for 
| Old.” 

| And “How You Can Keep 
a Cow on the Pantry Shelf,” 
is disclosed by Lillian Fichel- 
berger, Ph. D., of the Univer- 
sity of Chicago. 


Then, too, Wilma Jerman | 
Miles tells you how to ‘Let 
i Confucius Plan Your Meals,” 
in a stimulating article on 
Chinese dishes for American 
homes. 

March TRUE STORY 
| Magazine 
| On All News Stands January 
5th 
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READY NOW AT YOUR GROCER’S 


America’s 
Ouichest § etting 


Gelatin Dessert 


HAVE you heard the latest 
news? About the new quick 
setting Royal Gelatin Dessert? 

We've discovered a new process— 
that makes Royal Gelatin actually jell 
in half the usual time. And with modern 
electric refrigeration, or by using cracked 
ice, the time can be shortened to an 
hour... or less. 

Just think what this means to you in 
the preparation of meals. No more anx- 
ious moments waiting for your gelatin to 
set. It’s ready at dessert time . . . tempt- 
ing and colorful... smooth and quivery. 

Royal flavors are true to the fruits— 
much more delicious than any gelatin 
dessert you’ve ever used before. You 
can actually taste the difference. 


Always fresh on grocer’s shelf 


Gelatin dessert, to retain its natural 
flavor, must be fresh. Royal is always 
fresh on your grocer’s shelf. 

It is delivered to stores regularly in 
small quantities by Standard Brands, 
Inc., nation-wide delivery system. 

You get the natural flavor of deep red 


ROYAL quick 


on 


raspberries . . . of scarlet 
strawberries . . . golden 
oranges. The rich juiciness 
of cherries... the sharp tang of lemon. 


Good for your children 


Doctors, you know, recommend gelatin. 
Especially for children—because it pro- 
motes growth and is so easy to digest. 
So be generous with Royal Gelatin 
Dessert. Setve it frequently. 

It’s so easy to make. Just dissolve in 
a cup of boiling water... add one cup 
of finely crushed ice or ice water to 
cool . . . then into the ice box it goes. 

But remember—all gelatins are not 
alike. If you want the quick setting 
kind — that tastes like real fruit—ask for 
Royal Quick Setting Gelatin Dessert. 
Tell your grocer nothing else will do. 


In the red box — the > 
same color as the Royal ; 
Baking Powder can, 
Five delicious flavors: 
Raspberry, Cherry, 
Strawberry,Lemon. 


Orange. 


Gelatin Dessert 
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appeal of 
perfect Make-up 


All the world responds to color- 
ful, glowing complexion-beauty; 
the feminine half knows how easy 
it is to possess this appeal through 
the correct use of make-up! 

To thousands of beautiful wo- 
men, everywhere, ‘perfect make- 
up” is the gratifying result of us- 
ing Plough’s Face Powder, Lip- 
stick and Rouge. They find in 
-this flower-fragrant powder the 
most flattering tints of Nature; 
the soft, fine texture which blends 
with the skin to enhance its 
beauty; the positive adherence 
which insures lasting make-up 
and imparts a radiant charm to 
the complexion. 

Plough’s Face Powder—the fin- 
ishing touch for perfect make- 
up—comes in two sizes, each 
having a distinctive odor and 
texture. Quality guaranteed, un- 
surpassed in value, inexpensively 


priced. Try it! 
LS 


LP 
FACE POWDER. 


Look for the Black and White Circle on the Package 


Plouyte, Inc. 


NEW YORK: MEMPHIS: JAN FRANCISCO 
RR EE EE 
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And I Thought I Didn’t Love Him 


(Continued from page 78) 


strings of old shoes and other tokens. 

Pelted with showers of rice, we were 
pursued to the outskirts of the forest. 
Thus we happily drove out from the 
peaceful island in the sea of time, and 
plunged head first into the swift current 
of life which divides itself and swirls 
around the sleeping forest of Big Thunder. 

Our new home lay far to the south of 
the wooded section, in the floodlands of a 
meandering river which favored no 
particular course, but wandered wher- 
ever it listed. The roadway had been 
constructed to follow the line of least 
resistance—the line of raised hillocks. 
Today the trail was outlined by banks of 
flaming tiger-lilies and red Indian paint 
brush. Several of the deeper ponds were 
lovely with water lilies, hyacinths and 
young cattails." The corn was already as 
tall as the beanstalk of Jack the Giant 
Killer, almost, and the wheat was bear- 
ing such heavy heads that its harvesting 
would be difficult. 

The old farmhouse was almost con- 
cealed by an army of luxuriant many- 
colored hollyhocks. A syringa was in 
full flower, and my Sherril took a sprig 
of the mock orange blossoms to put in 
the golden curls of his little bride. Thus, 
with a sacred kiss, we dedicated to the 
future the new house of the Cherry 
family in America. If this tale were 
fiction I would stop right here and cry, 
“So they lived happily ever after.”’ 


* * * * * 


I SHALL make the next long years as 
brief as possible. The swampland pro- 
duced wonderful vegetation and gorgeous 
flowers. The butterflies were rare and 
beautiful and the birds were a riot of 
scarlet, peacock blue and yellows. 

There were wonderful mushrooms and 
other fungi. There were brilliant poison 
ivy vines and red sumac—very deadly. 
There were watersnakes and myriads 
of swarming flies, gnats and mosqui- 
toes. 

The old-fashioned house was not even 
screened; in fact was not insect-tight, 
even if it had been screened. On sultry 
summer afternoons pests of winged ants 
and gnats drove the pastured cows and 
horses frantic. Wildly in the salt-grass 
hollows and ridges they raced, mad with 
torture. My delicate skin was raised in 
burning welts, and Sherril and I slapped 
and slapped until almost insane, then 
would creep, to swelter, under a canopy 
of netting. 

Any one who has ever lived upon a 
farm, knows of the unremitting toil 
which can hardly be mitigated except by 
wealth and much hired labor.  Sherril 
and I both became drudges in a twinkling, 
and the work, piling up, was never done. 
Sherril, unused to large scale farming 
in this country, made many mistakes 
which he would perhaps not have made, 
had he been willing to ask for information 
from my father or his own uncle or 
cousins. 

Our only surcease from work and worry 
that first summer, was to run away on 
little, private picnics to Big Thunder. 
By modern auto conditions the forest 
can be reached from the lowlands in an 


hour, but then it was a long, hard drive for 
a short stay. Yet we went often, and lay 
in the cool and restful shade upon soft 
beds of moss beside the rippling waters of 
Watercress Creek. At noontide, still a 
child, I would race Sherril to the far 
corner of the burial clearing crying, 
“Sherril, I choose Asa. I choose Asa 
for my table.” 

Sherril generally would catch me as I 
tripped on purpose, under our wedding 
hawthorn tree, and there we would re- 
gain the glamour of our springtime ro- 
mance, and reiterate our vows of undying 
love and affection. 

The next spring our twins were born, 
a boy and a girl. We named them Frank 
and Frances. The boy had his father’s 
raven hair and my brown eyes, and the 
girl was a perfect blond. It was raining 
in sheets as they came into the world, 
piloted by the capable hands of my own 
dear mother. When they were six weeks 
old the sun had hardly appeared, for a 
wet spring had set in. 


HE rich cornfields of the previous 

summer were now completely flooded 
until long past planting time. Only a 
few hillock tops could be plowed at all; 
and here the soil was poor, much of it 
having been washed down to the valleys, 
now ponds haunted by mud-hens and 
wild ducks. Mallards and teal and can- 
vas-backs swooped down upon us in 
clouds, and roast duck became our steady 
diet. Stormy nights we were roused 
from slumber by the honking of wild 
geese just outside our barnyard. 

The second summer I dreaded, be- 
cause I must protect our two lovely 
babies from the insect pests. Our money 
was exhausted, and no crops were in 
sight. My parents pleaded with me to 
come home for the summer, and my father 
offered Sherril work, at top wages, to 
help him out. Sherril was a diligent 
trustworthy worker, and it meant money 
to my father to have help he could rely 
upon. I longed for the cool, delicious 
room of my girlhood near my beloved 
forest, yet Sherril refused to listen to our 
abandoning the swamplands. I saw, for 
the first time, the famed stubborn streak 
in the Cherry family, as my young hus- 
band, now rather thin and worn, closed 
those fine lips of his, and turned away in 
final decision. 

I hardly know how I managed to exist 
that second summer of our married life. 
Still weak from childbirth, all the care of 
the two fretting babies fell upon my 
young shoulders. Sherril left me alone 
in the swamp while he went off for days 
at a time with a threshing crew. I spent 
the long nights guarding my’ precious 
little ones from the death-bearing malaria 
mosquito. I had no ice for milk, and was 
obliged to milk the Jersey cow with my 
weak wrists. Only once that summer did 
I escape from the farm. On the Fourth 
of July the McCann boys took me and 
the babies to the cool serenity of Big 
Thunder for the annual picnic there. 
The babies were adorable, and _ their 
grandmother and little aunties played 
with them all day. I caught glances of 

(Continued on page 139) 


Do you choose a dentifrice 
by a dentist’s standards? 


OR many years, dentists have 

known the name of Forhan. 

They knew it first as the name of 
R. J. Forhan, D. D. S., who, in his 
practice, developed a preparation 
widely used by dentists as an aid in 
the treatment of pyorrhea. 

They knew it later as the name of 
a dentifrice, based upon the benefits 
of Dr. Forhan’s preparation—a denti- 
frice originated by him to supplement 
the care which dentists gave to gums 
and teeth. 

Naturally, this dentifrice ‘is made 
according to a dentist’s standards. 

It contains safe and pure ingredi- 
ents for cleansing the teeth. It com- 


Any mouth may have Pyorrhea 
and at forty the odds are 


J out of 5 


bines, also, a special preparation 
long used by the dental profes- 
sion in caring for the gums. When 
used as recommended with massage 
at the time of brushing, this dentifrice 
therefore firms up the gums, stimu- 
lates circulation, and helps to bring 
out the coral glow of tingling health. 

When you use Forhan’s as your 
dentifrice, you are giving your mouth 
two protections: the safeguard of 
keeping the teeth beautifully clean, as 
well as the daily invigoration so es- 
sential to healthy gums. 

Do not wait until tender gums com- 
pel you to start the use of Forhan’s. 
It is far better to avoid trouble than 

to treat it. Adopt the dentists’ 
dentifrice which may help you keep 
the mouth of youth from becoming 
too soon middle-aged. 

For the same reason that you 
would want your dentist to use 
only ethical and recognized prepa- 


rations in his treatment of your teeth, 
you should cooperate with him by 
using only the finest dentifrice yourself. 

Forhan’s for the gums comes 1n two 
sizes—35¢ and 60¢g—a few cents a tube 
more than the ordinary toothpaste, 
and exceedingly well worth it. 


Forhan Company, New York. 


IMPORTANT! 
Forhan’s is not a medicated toothpaste. Its 
medication is for the proper care of the gums, 
not for the purpose of cleaning the teeth. It 
cleans the teeth with the recognized and scien- 
tific ingredients which every dentist knows to 
be safe and good. 


Forhan’s 


Your teeth are only 
‘s healthy as your gums 
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TWICE the 
BEAUTY 


from 
FACE POWDER 


if you use 


Princess Pat 


the Famous 


ALMOND BASE 


makes it different 


Face powder gives greatest 
beauty when it is softest. Prin- 
cess Pat is the softest powder 
made. It is noticeable that this 
powder actually goes on differ- 
ently. It gives to the skin a won- 
derful, velvety smoothness. It 
lends to the face an appearance of perfection that is natural 
and not “powdery.” 

And the many advantages of Princess Pat face powder are 
due to its Almond Base—instead of the usual face powder 
base of starch. 


A Difference With a Reason.—So many powders are de- 
scribed as impalpable, or fine, or clinging. But do you find 
that these virtues are explained? And if Princess Pat 
lacked its marvelous almond base, it, too, would lack ex- 
planation. Every woman knows the beautifying virtue of 
almond—and must naturally be impressed that Princess 
Pat’s almond base is a finer, more delicate, softer and more 
clinging base for face powder than starch. 


And Your Skin is Actually Improved.—Of course Princess 
Pat face powder is used primarily for the greater beauty 
it gives immediately—as powder—as an essential of make- 


PRINCESS PAT 


CHICAGO, JU. 


For that modern sun tan make-up use Princess Pat Creme Summertan on face, 
neck, limbs and back. Enjoy the thrill of beautiful “burnless” tan instantly. 
Now, gaily accent the cheeks with thal glowing, dusky Princess Pat Summertan 
t f Then follow with exclusive Princess Pat Summertan Powder. 
You will be amazed at the heightening of your beauty through this marvelously 


PRINCESS PAT, LTD., 


Rouge. Glorious! 


perfect tan make-up, 


Fashion’s leaders everywhere are now devotees 
of Princess Pat powder. _Some prefer the 
regular weight in the familiar drawer box, 
illustrated here. Others are enthusiastic over 
the lighter weight which comes in a round box. 


up. It is preferred for its dainty fragrance; for the hours 
and hours it clings—longer than you’d dare hope. 

But continued use of Princess Pat almond base powder 
makes the skin wonderfully soft and pliant. It helps magic- 
ally in overcoming and preventing blackheads, oiliness and 
dryness. 


And Now the Beautiful Princess Pat Summertan Shade. — 
To the famous group of six Princess Pat shades has been 
added the “‘magic seventh.”” This is Princess Pat Summer- 
tan—fashion’s favorite for the tremendously popular sun 
tan mode. You'll adore this new and original shade. Also 
there is Princess Pat Ochre—a trifle lighter than Summer- 
tan. And, of course, all the beautiful Princess Pat shades 
that are supreme favorites 


of fashion—Flesh, White, FREE Send for a generous free sam- 


ple of Princess Pat almond base 


face powder in 


Brunette, Olde Ivory and 
Mauve. 


enameled box. 


purse size 
Plenty for a thorough test. 


PRINCESS PAT, LTD. 
2709 S. Wells St., Dept. A-1302, Chicago 

Olde Ivory 

0 Ochre 


Summertan 
Brunette 


S. A. 


Street... 


Gity and States. csucassersacswacnramers 


Flesh 
0 Mauve 


One sample free; additional samples 10c each. 
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(Continued from page 136) 


pity directed toward me, for all my 
friends were shocked to see how thin and 
worn I had become. If Sherril noticed 
it, he made no sign at the time he re- 
turned home. It may have been his old- 
world attitude to women’s drudgery 
being taken as a matter of course. 

Our second winter on the swamp was 
easier, for Sherril was at home again, 
with his earnings from harvest. He 
helped me care for the babies, and they 
and I began to thrive. We played with 
the charming little girl and the handsome 
little laddie, like a couple of children with 
their dolls. When they were both asleep 
we would tiptoe out and, strapping on 
our skates, skim over the surface of the 
ice which covered our erstwhile corn- 
fields. We talked with hope of our won- 
derful crops another year and, in fancy, 
spent our money over and over. 

The next spring it seemed that it would 
never stop raining. The twins came down 
with pneumonia on top of summer com- 
plaint, and we lost them both one hot 
July night. In the heart of Big Thunder 
they are sleeping, close to old Asa and 
little Baby Swan. 


HERE then followed ten long years of 

toil, grief and worry. Nothing re- 
mained of the laughing girl bride. Each 
year found me quieter and more numb. 
Another little boy was born to us, but he 
_ was not weleomed- with the ecstasy of 
our first-born. The love of a wife and 
mother only feebly stirred in my breast. 
Sherril read a great deal, and smoked a 
corncob pipe incessantly. I wished 
sometimes that I, too, could have some 
such solace as a good smoke. 

My state of mind began to be reflected 
in my clothes. In girlhood, pink and rose 
were my favorite tones and tints. Now 
I found myself choosing drab or gray 
prints for house dresses, and my one best 
woolen dress was a black and white, 
pepper-and-salt — affair. Catching a 
glimpse of my thin length in a warped 
mirror, one day, I fancied a resemblance 
to one of the lean granite obelisks used 
as tombstones in the Big Thunder ceme- 
tery, and I humored the fancy. Year in 
and year out we stayed at home, seeking 
to force a living from the hilltop fields. 
We practiced thrift and economy and 
toiled incessantly. We raised ducks, and 
Sherril actually contracted with a French 
restaurant to furnish a supply of frogs’ 
legs. The McCann boys dubbed our 
farm Cherry’s Folly, and gibed Sherril 
about his ‘‘dry farming methods.” 

Several times within the ten years we 
had chances to dispose of the property, 
yet Sherril set his chin and refused. One 
year, especially, the crops could all be 
planted and gave immense returns, as 
the rest of the Middle West was suffering 
from drought. To my horror, without 
consulting me in any way, Sherril took 
every cent of the money and bought an- 
other swamp farm, abandoned and ad- 
joining ours. All the life-comforts I had 
worked up spirit enough to plan for when 
1 realized the money would be certain, 
vanished in smoke. That night I made 
myself up a bed in my little boy’s room, 
and left Sherril to his loneliness. We 
began to address each other as strangers. 

Rumors of Government reclamation 
began to arise, and yearly became more 


insistent. Sherril mortgaged our farms 
and bought equities in other places. The 
bill passed the Senate, and Sherril sold 
out on the crest of the tide. We became 
immensely wealthy overnight. The 
swamp lands are now the highest priced 
properties in the state, and are populated 
with country homes of wealth and every 
modern convenience. 

Sherril came home the day the deal 
was consummated, and acted like a 
regular boy again. He hugged and 
kissed me wildly and tossed up our little 
son, Dean, to the oaken ceiling of the 
dingy old kitchen. ‘Then my repressed 
nerves gave way. I heard my own voice 
saying cruel hard things, like a granite 
obelisk talking. 

“Well, what does it amount to, Sherril? 
Will wealth bring back to me my dead 
babies? They died because I could not 
care for them properly in this hole of 
yours, where you buried my murdered 
girlhood. You would have been less 
cruel to your children, had you drowned 
them like newborn kittens in this green 
scummed swamp water. ‘This money 
has cost us our youth, our romance and 
our love. All I care for now is a place 
in Big Thunder beside my babies and 
old Asa, where I can rest until eternity.” 

I saw Sherril freeze up again into a 
man of stone to match me. . All the eager 
boyishness was forever wiped out from 
his. blue eyes. Poor little Dean began 
to cry, sensing a tragedy he could ‘not 
realize. Thank God my mother love for 
the little lad sprang full grown into tiger- 
like life. I seized the trembling little 
form and soothed him with unwonted 
and inarticulate murmurs of affection 
until the little heart was comforted. 
Never again did his mother’s love fail 
my little Dean. 


[N a few days we moved away from 

the swamp farm. Like Lot’s wife I 
looked back across my shoulder, and to 
my astonishment felt a queer reluctance 
about leaving. The words of the dungeon 
prisoner came back to me from my school- 
days: 


My very chains and I grew friends, 
So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are—and [ 
Regained my freedom with a sigh! 


Our new home was in a prosperous and 
bustling town near by, the county seat. 
Here my husband established a_ real 
estate business, with the reclaimed 
swamplands as his main objective. The 
silt lands were incredibly fertile, and there 
was a stampede to buy them. It was a 
real jubilant victory to my husband's 
pride, that day he sold a whole section 
of our old swamp home to none other 
than the McCann boys. 

George McCann has converted a part 
of this now into golf links with charming 
green fairways, and his income from 


“golfers is adequate to pay big interest 


on his own deal. 

Sherril became a business man and a 
golf fan. He became very popular among 
business men, and was nominated for 
Congress. 

I refused to go to Washington with 
him at first, but after a business-like talk 
I decided, for the sake of Sherril’s party, 
that I would conceal our estrangement 
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Gne of America’s most popular comedians 


Two Suggestions 
from Pat BAKER 


No.1. “Use them for back stage noise.” 
No.2 “Give them S. B, Drops.’ 


sé HEATRE coughers aren’t very 
popular with the actors or the . 

rest of the audience. Of course, we 
could use them for imitating machine 
gun fire back stage. But they prob- 
ably won’t want to—they came to 
enjoy the show from out front. All 
rigne—tnen I suggest S. B.’s. They'll 
fix the cough—aid how!.. 


“Those little drops are my throat 
insurance. Whenever I feel the 
slightest tickle in my throat I take 
one or two and—presto—I feel like 
a nightingale again....” 

ca gy g 


Coughs stop fast wh-n Smith 
Brothers’ begin their soothing, heal- 
ing work. Children love the taste. 


Two kinds: S. B. (Black) 


S¢ 


or the new Menthol, 


This ts the 
YEAST for 
CHILDRE 


Lishless. 
underweight 


undernourished 


A tip to wives—and their husbands! And 
especially to those who have youngsters: try 
Yeast Foam Tablets, the modern, non- 
fermenting, non-objectionable form of pure 
yeast. One of the best conditioners the 
human system ever had! 


You or your children may not like raw 
yeast, but you’ll swallow or chew these little 
tablets with relish. Purity and potency guar- 
anteed...this yeast is used and recognized as 
the standard for vitamin studies by leading 
universities and by the U. S. Government. 


5 cents for the glassine envelope with six 
tablets or 50 cents for the 10-day bottle. 


SEND FOR FREE SAMPLE 


NORTHWESTERN YEAST COMPANY  TS-2-30 
1750 N. Ashland Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 


Please send free sample and descriptive circular. 


ON THE AIR 


Every Wednesday 7:00 P.M. 
Central Standard Time, the 
melodious ‘Yeast Foamers” 
— W JZ— WBZA — WBZ — 
WHAM —KDKA — WJR— 
WLW — KYW — KWK — 
WREN — KSTP—WTMJ— 
WEBC—KFAB 


TABLETS 
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Vitamin 
Pure Dehydrated 
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from the world. I was pictured as a 
retiring homebody to explain my lack 
of social interest. I still chose garments 
of black and white tweed, and persisted 
in coddling my old sorrow and bitterness 
toward Sherril. My only excuse is that 
it was a form of physical and mental ill- 
ness brought on by the long years of 
loneliness and toil. 

“Tam nothing but a granite obelisk at 
the grave of my children,” I repeated to 
myself more than once. “I have looked 
upon the head of the Medusa of despair 
and it has turned me into stone. How 
I wish for little Dean’s sake that he had 
a mother of flesh and blood.” 

Gradually my relations to little Dean 
became that of a normal woman, and I 
became less silent and repressed when 
with my own relatives and friends. Yet, 
in the presence of Sherril, I felt my very 
flesh stiffen and harden. I only spoke 
to him in the presence of others, and I 
dreaded being alone with him by chance. 

Sherril never tried personally to break 
down the barrier between us. The 
florist, however, had a standing order 
from my husband to keep me supplied 
with fresh flowers, and one day a messen- 
ger boy delivered a package sent by 
Sherril. I opened it and discovered a 
wonderful diamond ring set in platinum. 
After a struggle with myself I slipped it 
upon my finger. If Sherril ever noticed 
I was wearing it, his poker face gave no 
sign. Sherril, too, had become a man of 
stone toward me. 


NE morning my husband drove up 

before our home with a beautiful new 
car. He honked for me to come out, told 
me that the car was my own, and it was 
his desire that I should learn to drive 
while he was in Washington. Quietly 
I took my seat beside him, and Sherril 
as quietly turned down the highway 
leading to my old home. Majestic, 
eternal the huge bulk of the great forest 
loomed up before us, and my husband 
turned down the yellow highway leading 
into the woods. Suddenly I clutched at 
his arm on the wheel. 

“Don’t, don’t take me into Big Thun- 
der, please,” I begged. ‘I cannot bear 
it. I have not entered those woods 
since the day the children were buried 
there. Take me home. Oh, take me 
home!” 

In that same silence we drove back 
toward town, not a word from Sherril 
nor myself. The newsboys were crying 
extras on the street of our town. I saw 
the red and glaring headlines. War! 
War! War! 

That .week Sherril resigned his seat 
in Congress. He deeded to me every 
cent of property he had in the world and, 
penniless, went to the Old Country, and 
enlisted in the Allied Armies. 

He left me without one word of fare- 
well, and wrote me not one line. During 
the long years of the Great War I learned 
to forget myself in the sorrows of others. 


I became an active leader in the relief 
societies. I grew to know and love hu- 
manity. I got close to my little son. 

In fact, I regained my mental and 
physical health in self-forgetfulness. I 
lost the numb bitterness out of my inner 
soul. 

My little son had grown into the exact 
image of his Irish father, great blue eyes 
and black hair. We became comrades. 
One day I drove with him to the little 
golden disk in the very heart of the woods 
of my romance. I stood beside the mound 
where slept the mortal remains of the 
little brother and sister he had never 
known. As the tears rolled down my 
cheeks, they washed away what was left 
of my wicked hardness. Suddenly a 
flood of love and desire for the man I 
had married, under the shade of the 
hawthorn nearby, swept over me like a 
tempest. I looked down at Asa’s moss- 
covered slab and somehow felt comfort. 
I was sure that Sherril still loved me and 
that the current of life would sweep him 
back. 

I was a changed woman after that day 
in the woods. I rushed, for instance, in a 
real panic, to our town beautician, as the 


little Frenchwoman called herself. She 
gave me facials and clay packs. She 
bobbed my hair and marcelled it. She 


taught me the secrets of artistic make-up. 
I visited the smartest style shops in the 
nearest city, and chose dainty garments. 

The Armistice was signed. Still no 
word from Sherril. Spring again, and 
the wild flowers blooming in Big Thunder. 
The crabapple trees, the hawthorns and 
the clumps of dogwood were bouquets 
again. I left my car at the entrance to 
the woods on the anniversary of our 
wedding day. On foot, as fleet as the 
girl I used to be, alone. I ran down the 
path of our own star point. The present 
day, with its war and strife, was obliter- 
ated within the simple and noble temple 
of nature. A flock of bluebirds were 
seeking nest sites above Asa’s slab and 
the mound of Baby Swan. The striped 
petunias were waving like flags over the 
beds of the soldier boys. A great voice 
went up from the treetops. 

“Oh, death, where is thy victory? Oh, 
grave where is thy sting?” 


OULD my eyes be playing me false! 
On the rustic bridge over Watercress 
Creek my lover of old was standing. He 
was watching me as I stood there in my 
filmy, rose-colored gown. There was the 
old adoration in his tragic eyes. Big 
Thunder, the donor of our springtime 
romance had found it for us again, and 
for a second time had presented us with 
the most precious gift that life can offer. 
Out of the swift current of motion which 
divides itself, and swirls around this 
island in the sea of Time, we were safe 
again in each other’s arms. 
This time, nothing shall part us, for 
even in death we shall be together in the 
heart of Big Thunder. 


The next of Professor Bristow Adams’ interesting and useful articles on French 
cooking will cover the intriguing subject of menu making as practiced by the cooks of 


France. 


variety to her meals. 


It contains many a suggestion to help the American home-maker in giving 
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The Versatile Bean 


(Continued from page 118) 


Cook the beans in boiling, salted water 
until they are almost tender, but still 
firm. Drain them, remove the skins and 
return them to the saucepan. Add the 
fat, salt and milk, and finish cooking. 
Just before serving, add the slightly 
beaten egg-yolks, diluted with a little 
milk. 

Bean Loaf 


1 tablespoonful poul- 
iry seasoning 
2 tablespoonfuls grat- 
4 tablespoonfuls pea- ed onion 
nut butter 1 tablespoonful bacon 
14 teaspoonful fat 
pepper 1 cup milk (more if 
needed) 


Wash and soak the beans overnight. 
Then cook them in boiling water until 
they are soft, or about 45 minutes. Drain 
and cool them, then chop coarsely. Add 
crumbs mixed with peanut butter and 
seasoning, then the fat, and milk to 
moisten. Put all in a greased baking 
pan and bake in a moderate oven for 
thirty minutes. Serve with tomato 
sauce. 


2 cups beans 
1cup dry bread 
crumbs 


Lima Beans Fermiere 


2cups dried lima 1% teaspoonful salt 


beans Y teaspoonful 
2-inch cube of salt pepper 

pork 1% cup of diced carrot 
1 onion water 


2 tablespooonfuls butter 


Soak the dried limas overnight in cold 
water. Drain them, put them in a casse- 
role, and sprinkle with the salt and pepper. 
Cut the two-inch cube of fat salt pork 
into small pieces, fry and strain off the 
fat. To the fat add the onion, sliced, and 
the diced carrot. Stir the mixture con- 
stantly until the vegetables are browned, 
add these to the beans, dot all with the 
butter, and add water to half the depth 
of the beans. 

Cover and cook in a slow oven urtil 
the beans are soft. 


Bean Salad 


1 small onion, grated 2 cups cooked beans 
1 pimiento, chopped 1 clove garlic 
1 cup of celery, diced French dressing 


Let the beans and garlic stand in the 
French dressing for one hour; to ‘‘mari- 
nate’’ them, as the cook books say. Com- 
bine with the other ingredients and serve 
cold on crisp lettuce. 


Curried Lima Beans 


2 cups water 2 cups cooked Lima 
2 teaspoonfuls curry — beans 
powder Salt 


2 tablespoonfuls flour Pepper 


Soak the curry powder in the water for 
one-half hour. Bring this to the boiling 
point and thicken with the flour which 
has been moistened with cold water. 
When this dressing is thick and smooth, 
add the lima beans and serve hot. 


(Continued on page 143) 


“Phil Darling, I Gant Stand 
Ted Another NGnute,” She 
Wrote. Then..at Last... She 
Found the Right Way Out 7 


\ V sth tears streaming 


down my cheeks, I seized a pen and 
wrote: “Phil darling, I’m coming to you 
at once. Ican’t stand Ted another 
minute. He’s so nervous and irritable. 
The last straw came this morning when 
I mentioned the Grants’ party and he 
yelled at me—actually yelled! Said he 
was tired out—couldn’t sleep—couldn’t 
I understand? J—” 


I stopped short. I mustn’t send a letter 
like that to my sister, Phyllis. It meant 
leaving Ted, and I didn’t want to. I 
crumpled the paper—and three words 
stood out. Couldn’t I understand? 


Uf only I could understand. My mind 
busied itself with the problem as I cleared 
away the breakfast dishes. My eye rested 
on Ted’s coffee cup. He had emptied it 
three times at breakfast. And he always 
drank at least two cups at dinner. And 
then he was restless and sleepless at 
night... Caffein! Hadn’t I been reading 
an advertisement about a drink called 
Postum? It contained no caffein—it let 
you sleep. I found the magazine... 
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Deceived My 
® Husband 


eAnd I’m 
Proud of it! 


like a top—for the first time 

in months. The following morn- 
ing, when ‘he came down to breakfast, 
he was almost the old Ted again. And 
that evening, he burst in with tickets for 
a show. 


“T’ve been an old grump,” he con- 
fessed as he kissed me. “I don’t know 
what the trouble was, but it’s gone now.” 


I knew what the trouble had been— 
but I was too wise to tell him. Anyway, 
Ted became so fond of Postum that he 
never mentioned any other drink. And 
so, though it’s the last time I shall ever 
deceive him, I’m not going to tell! 


| cede something—you haven’t known 
what—has been robbing you of sleep. You 
may never have dreamed of blaming caffein— 
but stop and think! Caffein is a subtle stimu- 
lant. It may be keeping you awake at night, 
leaving you tired and nervous by day. Do a 
right-about-face! Eliminate caffein from your 
diet—drink Postum instead for thirty days. 
You’ll be amazed at the difference! Postum 
contains no caffein. It is made of whole wheat 
and bran, roasted. And the flavor! Two million ‘ 
American families will have no other mealtime 
drink before them. Postum comes in two forms ° 
—Instant Postum, made instantly in the cup, 
and Postum Cereal, the kind you boil. Try 
either—with cream and sugar to suit your 
taste. Order from your grocer. Or mail the 
coupon for one week’s free supply, as a start 
on your thirty-day test! © 1930, G. F. Corp. 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 


N™ morning I deliberately de- 5, 
ceived Ted, and set before him |! 
asteaming cup of Postum. I watched 
anxiously as he lifted his cup. 
“What’s this?” he growled. “I’m 
sorry, Ted,” I fibbed, “I thought 
you wanted a change. It’s Postum.” 

“Humph!” he muttered. But I 
noticed that he drank two cups! 
That evening, we had Postum 
again, and the next morning, 
too. And the next night Ted slept 


POSTUM COMPANY, Inc., Battle Creek, Mich. 


I want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. Please send 
me, without cost or obligation, one week’s supply of 


0 INSTANT POSTUM (prepared instantly in the cup) 
POSTUM CEREAL (prepared by boiling) 
Check which you prefer 


Name 


Street. 


State. 


City. 
Fill in completely—print name and address 


In Canada,address Canadian Postum Compiny, Ltd. 
The Sterling Tower, Toronto 2, Ontario 


dasdesevsctess oetecessaesuses nb obed es boon se Te eneanee rasnanesenesoee nee ese uesaeeeel at 
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CPobeco’s Tang 
Has a Meaning! 


If you buy a tooth paste 
simply to taste pleasantly, 
and polish your teeth, you 
deceive only yourself. You 
are getting cheated. Pebeco 
tooth paste offers trip/e value. 
It cleans. It whitens. it checks 
“acid-mouth,” forerunner of 
tooth decay. Pebeco is not 
a candy; it is a scientific 
dentifrice. Use it persistently 
at least a week. Then you'll 
note the difference and like 
its sharp tang. 


A Product of 
LEHN & FINK, 


| A dreadful chill and 
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Three Hearts Aflame 


(Continued from page 64) 


Pauline’s friends accepted Elizabeth and 
me as part of them, and included us in 
their parties and dances and outings. We 
went several times to an open air theater 
which, to my sister and me, was fairy- 
land itself. And always, on Sunday eve- 
ning, the crowd came to my aunt’s house 
for supper. 

Gene was with us when he could get 
away from his work. Always he was 
especially attentive to Elizabeth and me 
though, in a group, he talked more to 
her. I did not wonder at this, since 
Elizabeth was so clever and had so much 
more assurance than I. She was usually 
the moving spirit of the party. 

Several young men showed signs of 
losing their heads over her while she led 
them all on, impartially. I suspected, 
however, that she really liked best one 
named Charlie Green. When we were 
alone, she talked of him more seriously 
than of the others. We seldom mentioned 
Gene, since I avoided the embarrassment 
that the sound of his name caused me 
and she seemed not particularly inter- 
ested in him. 

Six weeks is not a long time; but young 
peeple fall in love quickly, and a very 
short time can carry them through the 
extremes of joy and misery. I have said 
that these were the happiest weeks of 
my whole life; but that may mean little, 
for I had not been especially happy before 
this. The truth is that I was living now 
an existence so far removed from my usual 
life that it seemed unreal. There were 
Aunt Pauline’s kindness and under- 
standing, and there were the many 
pleasures that were entirely new to me. 
But above all and through all was my 
love for Gene, together with the knowl- 
edge that he had a very special regard for 
me, I could feel it and I could see it in 
his eyes. 


But T must tell now of that most inpor- 

tant Sunday evening when we had 
been at our aunt’s house for some four 
weeks. The crowd was there for supper, 
as usual, and we went later into the music 
room because some one had asked Eliza- 
beth to sing. She sang an oriental love 
song, playing her own accompaniment 
and doing it well. Her voice was beautiful 
and she was charming, as always. No 
wonder, I thought, that all men lost their 
hearts to this little sister of mine. Feel- 
ing suddenly an ecstasy of pride in her, I 
looked about to see whether all the group 
seemed suitably impressed. But when 
my glance fell upon Gene, all the joy 
went out of my heart. I saw him sitting 
motionless, his face serious, and his eyes 
on Elizabeth’s profile with an unmis- 
takable expression in their depths. I 
discovered there such pain and longing as 
I had never seen before in any one’s eyes. 
illness came over 
me, and I felt that I could not stay in that 
room a minute longer. I forced myself to 
wait, however, until Elizabeth had finished 
that song and one more. Then, while the 
others were urging her to sing again, I 
slipped away, went through the hall and 
out into the rose garden. As I left the 
room I saw that Gene had not. shifted 
his position. 


_on which I could talk. 


In the garden I stood in the darkness 
and wept. I asked myself how I could 
have been so stupid as to imagine that 
it was I in whom Gene was interested, 
instead of my beautiful sister. I went 
over the past few weeks, seeing all their 
little occurrences in a new light. I under- 
stood now that he had talked to me about 
his work and other serious things only 
because he knew that I was not capable 
of clever repartee. His kindness had 
made him attentive to me and had 
prompted him to cast about for subjects 
Everything was 
very clear to me now and I was entirely 
miserable. 

As I stood there, I suddenly heard steps 
very near to me and was instantly in a 
panic at the thought of discovery—as if 
my wretched secret might shine out 
through the dark. I wanted to hide 
but there was not time for that. Gene’s 
voice called me softly, and before I could 
run away he had caught me and was 
holding me in his arms. 


SHALL not tell all the things he said to 

me then. The memory of that eve- 
ning in Aunt Pauline’s rose garden is one 
of my few and precious treasures. It is 
locked safely away in my heart. But I 
found out that Gene had loved me since 
that first evening at the Country Club. 

“T could have asked you then to be my 
wife, without the least fear of regretting 
it later,’ he told me. “But I couldn’t 
let you think me cra7y—or insincere. 
And every time I have seen you since, I 
have had trouble in making myself wait 
a little longer. You do believe, don’t 
you, that I love you more than every- 
thing else in the world and that I always 
shall?”’ 

He said he was going to the Philippine 
Islands the next September to do govern- 
ment research and asked me to marry 
him before then, and go with him. 

I promised, feeling myself the happiest 
and most fortunate woman in existence, 
We sat on a bench there in the garden 
as long as we dared stay away from the 
guests in the house, planning the long, 
joyful years ahead. 

At last, as we rose to go in, I remem- 
bered that something had worried me a 
very long time ago. 

“Gene,” I asked, ‘‘are you sure you 
don’t love Elizabeth instead of me?” 

He denied this so emphatically and 
with so much surprise at my having 
thought of such a thing that, even if my 
fears had not already been banished, I 
should have felt quite satisfied. 

“But,” I went on, determined to have 
the matter cleared, ‘‘why were you star- 
ing at her so when she was singing, a 
while ago?”’ 

Gene grew serious then. ‘I was think- 
ing,”’ said he, ‘‘that it is a sin to develop 
one sister’s talents and flaunt her beauty, 
leaving the other always in the back- 
ground. Especially when the other is no 
less lovely and talented. After we are 
married you are going to have vocal 
lessons. You will sing better than Eliza- 
beth.’”” He sounded rather fierce. 

We decided that evening that we would 

(Continued on page 144) 
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Beans and Tomatoes 


1g pound dried beans 1 cup canned 

2 onions, sliced tomatoes 

4 cup bacon fat 14 cup rice 

Y teaspoonful J teaspoonful salt 
pepper 


Soak the beans overnight. In the 
morning, bring them to the boiling point, 
simmer and then drain. Cook the onion 
in the bacon fat until it begins to turn 
brown; add this to the beans with the 
seasonings, tomato and rice. Turn into 
a baking dish or bean pot, cover and bake 
two hours in a moderate oven. 


White Beans, Bretonne 


3 medium-sized 
white onions 

3 sprigs parsley 

J bay leaf 

1% pound salt pork 


I pint dried white 
beans 

2 quarts water 

1 tablespoonful salt 


1 teaspoonful white 


pepper 3 tables poonfuls 
2 tablespoonfuls flour 
butter 


Soak the beans overnight in cold water. 
Drain them and put them in a saucepan 
containing two quarts of cold water; put 
in the seasonings, including two of the 
three onions cut in quarters; add the 


piece of salt pork, cover the saucepan. 
and let all cook slowly for two hours. ° 


In another saucepan, melt the butter; 
add the other onion, chopped fine, and 
the flour; stir and cook these for five 
minutes. Then strain all the liquid from 
the other pan into this one, mix the two 
well and cook for two minutes. ‘Take 
the pork, onions and parsley from the 
cooked beans, then add the beans to the 
sauce. Add a tablespoonful of finely 
chopped parsley, gently mixing it in with 
a wooden spoon, and serve. 


Red Beans, Bourgignonne 


3 cloves 

J carrot 

1 teaspoonful salt 
1% teaspoonful 


I pint 
beans 

I quart water 

2 sprigs parsley 


red kidney 


1 branch chervil white pepper 
6 stalks chives 13 pound salt pork 
1 clove garlic 14 ounce of butter 


1 tablespoonful of 
flour 


1 gill claret or cider 
1 medium onion 


Soak the beans overnight, drain and 
put them in a saucepan with the quart of 
cold water, the onion with the three 
cloves stuck in it, and the carrot. Tie the 
herbs in a bunch and put them in with the 
rest of the seasonings and let all simmer 
for an hour anda half. Dice the salt pork 
and add that to the beans with the claret. 
Cider will do, but it is not so good. Stir 
it in lightly and let the mixture boil for 
thirty minutes. Take out the vegetables 
and herbs. Cream the butter and flour 
together, add this to the beans mixing 
it in well, cook all for five minutes and 
serve hot. 

In concluding, I might say that fresh 
as well as dried beans can be used in the 
above recipes, thus presenting an all year 
round selection, and making the versatile 
bean one of the few vegetables that are 
not seasonable. 
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rowned King of 900 


Better 


— Winner of a silver 
cup at ten months old 
— yet oily nine months 


before, this boy’s lifehad 


hung in the balance! 


* 


Read the 
remarkable story 
of John Joseph 


Schaler, Junior, as his parents tell it! 


¢ 


‘ E TAKE great delight in writing 

you that our little son, John 
Joseph Jr., age ten months, won first 
prize in the six to twelve months class 
of the baby contest held at the Gen- 
eral Food and Household Appliance 
Show in this city last week. We just 
received word that he also won the 
silver loving cup by scoring 98% — 
the highest in all classes entered, three 
months to two years. There were 
about nine hundred babies. 

*‘When John Junior was one month 
old, nothing would agree with him. 
We got the best specialist we could 
find; doctors held consultations, and 
the result was they said nothing could 
be done but operate. He could not 
even hold a spoonful of water down 
two minutes. 


We watched with wondering eyes as he 
went to sleep and slept all night! We 
have used Eagle Brand ever since, and 
cannot recommend it too highly.”’ 
(Signed) Mr. & Mrs. J.J. Scuarer, SRr., 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


This is but one of thousands of grateful letters 
in our files, telling how Eagle Brand helps deli- 
cate babies gain sturdy health. 

This food is so easy to digest that it is 
comparable to mothers’ milk in this respect. It 
is pure, fresh cows’ milk, modified by the ad- 
dition of refined sugar and condensed by the 
removal of most of the water. The sugar fur- 
nishes necessary carbohydrates. The milk sup- 
plies bone-and-tissue-building material and 
growth-promoting vitamins . . the same ele- 
ments supplied by certified Grade A milk. 

Mail coupon for two free booklets. The new 
and complete edition of ‘‘ Baby’s Welfare’’~— 
containing feeding information. ‘‘The Best 
Baby,”’ beautifully illustrated, for keeping tec- 
ords of baby’s growth. 


“In our greatest anxiety, the = = 


suggestion was made that we try 
Eagle Brand. (We had then spent 
nearly $100 on experimental 
foods and medicines). I got a 
can, and gave him a feeding. 


Every letter and picture published 
by the Borden Company is stun 


rily sent to us by a grateful mother. 


1-T. 8. 2-30 
THE BORDEN COMPANY, Borden Bldg. 
350 Madison Avenue, New York,N. Y. 


Please send me my free copy of the new ‘‘Baby’s 
Welfare,’’ and ‘‘The Best Baby.” My baby is 
months old. 


Name = 


State 
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STUBBORN | 
SKIN 
BLEMISHES 


Wash them 
Gway 


OW many times have you 
cried out impatiently at 
stubborn pimples, blotches 
or other skin blemishes that seem 
to yield to no treatment nor care? 
Or how often are you in despair 
overt some more serious skin affliction, 
like eczema. 


Many, like you, have told us that 
D.D.D. has washed away their troubles 
after all else had failed. Why don’t 
you try D.D.D? 


D.D.D. is a pure, cooling, anti- 
septic liquid. It is the personal pre- 
scription of Dr. D. D. Dennis, who 
used it originally in his private 
practice. 


D.D. D. stops itching instantly, the 
moment itis applied. And it soothes 
irritation. Then it penetrates the 
pores to do its healing work, bring- 
ing the skin back to clear, velvety 
smoothness. D.D.D. is so pleasant 
to use, too. It is greaseless, and does 
not stain; it dries immediately upon 
application. 


Druggists everywhere offer D.D.D. 
with the guarantee that your money 
will be refunded if it fails to help you. 


Trial bottle 35¢c. At all 
Druggists or write D,D.D. 
Corporation, Batavia, Ill. 


THE HEALING 


SKIN LOTION, 
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(Continued from page 142) 


not tell any one about our engagement 
just yet. For, although Gene wanted 
everybody to know about it, I felt that 
five weeks was rather a short time for a 
courtship and that some people might 
not take us seriously. But we were 
happy! It was such fun keeping this 
secret between us. 

Gene came every evening that he was 
not busy with his patients, and we took 
every possible occasion to slip away to 
the garden. That was the only place 
where we could talk over our plans. 
When we were with the crowd he de- 
voted himself to me to such an extent 
that sometimes Elizabeth looked at us a 
little queerly; then I would wonder if I 
had done wrong in keeping our engage- 
ment a secret from her. 

Gene suggested one evening that we 
have an outing, just the two of us, on the 
first day he could get away. We should 
have to wait until he had no serious 
cases, and then he would ask another 
doctor to take his cails for that day. He 
would not know until almost the last 
minute that he could go; but when things 
seemed propitious we would snatch some 
lunch, jump into his roadster and run 
away to the country before anything 


| could stop us. It sounded like a delicious 


adventure, and I was highly in favor of it. 
Several times we set a day for this outing, 
but always some one of Gene’s patients 
developed something the day or night 
before, and our trip had to be postponed. 


INALLY, one night about two weeks 

after the evening when Gene had asked 
me to marry him, we stole away from an 
impromptu dance in the music room, and 
out into the garden. And he told me 
then—as delighted as a little boy with 
the prospect of a holiday—that he was 
practically sure he could get away the 
next day. We planned to leave at six 
o'clock and make a real day of it. Aunt 
Pauline and the others would be sus- 
picious, I thought, when I told them of 
tomorrow’s picnic for two. Gene and I 
stayed in the garden for a long time, talk- 
ing about this little trip and then about 


| the Philippines and Gene’s work there; 


| about the home we should have in that 
| far-away place and our future together. 


That evening is another of my treasures. 
When we went back to the house, 


| Elizabeth was nowhere in sight, and 
| Aunt Pauline told me that she had gone 
| to her room with a severe headache. 


Feeling alarmed I did not wait for our 
guests to leave but hurried at once to my 
sister. 

The scene that followed comes back to 
me, sometimes, in dreams; perhaps this 
is because the memory of it is so nearly 
intolerable that I have tried to shut it out 


of my consciousness. 


Last night, for the first time, I deliber- 
ately relived those hideous moments in 
Elizabeth’s room at Aunt Pauline’s house. 
Last night I was looking backward, piec- 
ing together the bits that were to make 
the answer to that old question, why am 
I what I am? 

Ths question has tortured me since I 
first realized that my inner self has not only 
shaped my own life but has turned the 
course of the lives of several other people. 

When I walked into Elizabeth’s room 
I found her lying on the bed, fully dressed, 


her knees drawn up and her face pressed 
against them. She was sobbing so that 
the bed shook. This was a character- 
istic position. At times, all her life, I had 
been finding her this way and coaxing 
her out of her imaginary troubles. But 
now, when I went to her, she pushed me 
away and became hysterical. 

“T couldn’t have believed you would 
do it!”? she cried over and over. ‘Oh, 
Martha, I couldn’t have believed you 
would do it!” 

“Do what, Betsy?” I begged. 
have I done?” 

After a time she grew calm enough to 
say, “I was in the garden, trying to ease 
my headache in the cool air, when you 
and Gene came. I didn’t know you were 
there until you began to talk, and then I 
was so astonished that I couldn’t move. 
I heard enough to know everything!’ 
And then she grew hysterical again. 

“Oh, my dear,’’ I cried, ‘I didn’t know 
you would care so much. We planned 
to tell you before everybody else, but it 
all seemed so sudden that I wanted to 
keep it secret just a little longer. Don’t 
be hurt, please. I have been so happy, 
and I want you to be happy with me.” 

As Elizabeth raised her head and looked 
at me, I wondered at the surprise in her 
face. 


“What 


“(DUT you don’t understand,” she said 

at last. ‘You don’t understand— 
I love him.” Then she was sobbing wildly 
once more. 

I stood for a long time, gazing at my 
sister’s shaking body, hearing her wail 
over and over, ‘‘I couldn’t have believed 
—that you would do this tome! I couldn’t 
have believed—that you would do this 
to me.” 

At first I told myself, ‘“He is mine! 
She can’t have him! He is mine.”’ 

But my strength faltered. I know now 
why Iam what Iam. It is, of course, be- 
cause of my life as Elizabeth’s older and 
less beautiful sister. All my old habits 
and inhibitions came on that dreadful 
night to bear down upon me and over- 
power me. Had I not surrendered to 
Elizabeth all my life? Had I not been 
taught by every situation in our lives 
that I was inferior, unworthy, where she 
was concerned? 

I ran away to my own room and, pac- 
ing the floor, fought with what courage I 
had against a return of the old sense of 
inferiority, from which I had been com- 
paratively free during my stay in Aunt 
Pauline’s home. 

But, in the end, I lost the fight. Be- 
fore I realized it I was making plans that 
meant the end of my happiness. After an 
hour of indescribable anguish I went 
back to my sister. I found her lying just 
as I had left her, her body still shaking 
with sobs. 

“Elizabeth,” I said in a voice that I 
did not recognize as my own, “‘listen to 
me: I have never consciously done any- 
thing to make you unhappy and, of 
course, I shall not do it now. I will break 
with Gene and go home tomorrow. You 
may give Aunt Pauline any reason you 
like for my going—say that I had an 
awful attack of homesickness. She will 
only think I am crazy. I shall be gone 
before she is awake.” 

(Continued on page 146) 
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How and Why 


(Continued from page 116) 
Try a Balanced Diet 


T. C. W. writes: “I have been on a fruit 
and vegetable diet for ten days. But 
having always been a great lover of meat, 
fried chicken and oysters, as well as pan- 
cakes, hot biscuits and cornbread, I find 
it hard to do without all of them. I want 
to ask you what meats and vegetables I 
can eat to satisfy my desires and yet 
keep healthy.” 


Personally, I think it is just as bad to 
limit a diet to fruit and vegetables as it is 
to eat only meat, potatoes and bread. A 
well-balanced diet includes daily: A pint 
to a quart of milk, some butter, one cupful 
of vegetables, one cupful of fresh fruit, 
some whole cereal, either as a breakfast 
food or in whole-grain bread, one or two 
eggs, or 3 ounces of cheese or nuts or one 
serving of meat—preferably not fat 
meat. Some sort of greens should also 
be served daily. Then six to eight glasses 
of water should also be drunk each day. 
These will provide a good internal bath. 

This diet includes a bit of all the valu- 
able foods without overemphasizing any 
one or two foods. It has proved its 
worth in maintaining good health in many 
people over a long period of years. 


When Cooking Vegetables 


Mrs. Clara H. asks: ‘‘Can you settle an 
argument on how to boil potatoes? I put 
mine in cold water and then cook, while a 
friend tells me it is best to start the cook- 
ing by pouring boiling water on them. 
Which is the best way? Or is there no 
difference?”’ 


I agree with your friend. It is more 
satisfactory to start the cooking of all 
vegetables, including potatoes, by pouring 
boiling water over them. The hot water 
gives the vegetables a protective coating 
by immediately cooking the outside layer 
of starch material. Hence there is a 
smaller loss of food value during the 
cooking. Never be guilty of soaking 
potatoes before they are cooked except, 
perhaps, when they are old; then they 
may be soaked with the skins on for an 
hour or so to freshen them. 


Caramel Pie 


_Mrs. L. H. asks for a recipe for caramel 
pie. 


Caramel pie is a variation of cream pie. 
The filling is made and cooled before it 
is put into the baked shell, then topped 
with whipped cream or a meringue. 


11% tablespoonfuls of butter 
11% cups of brown sugar 

3 egg yolks 

Y teaspoonful of salt 

3 tablespoonfuls of flour 
1% cups of milk 

1¥% teaspoonfuls of vanilla 


Cream the butter with the sugar and 
add the egg yolks, salt, and all but about 
\% cup of milk. Mix the flour to a smooth 
paste with this milk; add it to the other 

(Continued on page 147) 
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murmured... 


ee 


Y dear, you are lovely, of course, but, 
candidly, I have noticed a little falling 
off of late! There’s a dullness to that pretty 
skin of yours that no rouge can cover quite 
convincingly; there are dark circles under 
your eyes that no powder can completely hide; 
there’s even lack-lustre in your eyes them- 
selves—that used to be so bright! I’m afraid, 
my dear, that your Dining Table is doing 
damage that your Dressing Table can’t repair!” 
The cameo-like beauty of today — flaw- 
less, revealing, natural — how quickly 
it betrays the slightest infraction of 
Nature’s laws! 

Unless the system is thoroughly freed 
of waste-matter from day to day, the 
effects of its accumulation are very 
soon apparent. 

The skin is apt to become dull and 
lifeless ——even blotchy; the eyes to 
lose their lustre; the whole face to 
reflect the unnatural condition within. 


The Pleasant Way to build a 

background for beauty 
Every woman knows the value of bran- 
bulk in promoting regular, normal 
elimination of beauty-destroying 
impurities . . . And more women eat 
Post’s Bran Flakes than any other bran 
cereal in the world! 


Small wonder! These crisp golden 
flakes are miracles of flavorful goodness! 

Serve Post’s Bran Flakes regularly 
—as a cereal, with fruits or berries—in 
delicious muffins—and see how much 
better you'll feel and look! 
Cases of recurrent constipation, due to insuf- 
ficient bulk in the diet, should yield to Post’s 
Bran Flakes. If your case is abnormal, consult 
@ competent physician at once and follow 
his advice. 


Fm | 
“NOW YOU’LL LIKE BRAN” 


POST’S BRAN FLAKES 


© 1930, G. F. Corp. 


WITH OTHER PARTS OF WHEAT 
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Pru pay 
color back 
to every — 


GRAY HAIR 


I 


J will show you, 
in less than an 
hour, what I have proved to more 
than 3,000,000 women. The secret of 
ever-youthful hair. 


It doesn’t matter whether all your 
hair is gray or if the gray has just ap- 
peared. Nor does it matter whether 
your hair was black, brown, auburn 
or blonde. I’ll show you how to bring 
hack color with all the lustre and 
glow of youth. This color will 
positively not be artificial looking. 
Your hair will curl or wave just as 
easily as ever. It will not be gummy 
or sticky—nor will the color rub off 
or stain clothing. 


I'll show you how to do this with 
a liquid as clear and colorless as 
water. A liquid that contains no 
dangerous dyes. You can depend on 
my way being entirely SAFE—harm- 
less to hair or scalp. 


Please accept 


FREE OFFER || 
See Coupon 


I want you to test it 
FREE without risk 
‘or expense 


Willyou test it? I'll 
send FREE complete 
SINGLE LOCK TEST 
PACKAGE, Snip off a 
lock of gray hair. Try 
it first on this. You risk 
nothing this way. You 
can convince yourself with absolute safety. 
Money-back guarantee on full-sized bottle 
from your druggist. Or send coupon for 
FREE TEST PACKAGE. 


MARY T. GOLDMAN’S 


Hair Color Restorer 


MARY T. GOLDMAN, . 
4990 Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. 
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Elizabeth did not raise her head nor 
indicate in any way that she heard what 
I said, except that her sobs stopped. 

I went to my room and began to pack. 
They would have to send my trunk 
later. I dared not let Aunt Pauline know 
I was going, for fear she would get at the 
real reason for my flight. Once, in the 
years that followed, I let myself begin to 
imagine how things might have gone, had 
I unburdened my heart to Aunt Pauline 
that night. But this is a maddening 
might-have-been and I dare not let my- 
self dwell upon it. 

The next morning promised a sweet, 
cool day—the day that Gene and I had 
expected to spend together in the country. 
Our long-planned outing! I had slept 
little during the night and was up and 
dressed and had my small bag packed 
before six o’clock. I listened to be sure 
that no one was stirring, and then I went 
very softly down to the front door to 
wait for Gene. 

He arrived promptly at six, jumped 
over the door of his roadster and came 
swinging up the walk. He looked just as 
I had expected him to look on this very 
special day—hatless, with the wind ruf- 
fling his dark hair; handsome and glowing 
with the joy of living. He was wearing 
a white sport shirt, open at the neck, 
and white duck trousers. His profes- 
sional air he had, quite evidently, laid 
aside for this one day. The expression 
on his face and the light in his eyes made 
my heart heavy with the knowledge of 
what I was about to do. I thought of 
turning back; but something that I could 
not name laid a restraining hand on me. 
It was as if a being more powerful than I 
was holding me and forcing me on. 

I opened the door. With one glance 
at my face, Gene knew that something 
was dreadfully wrong. I could see the 
happiness go out of his eyes. I motioned 
to him to be quiet and led the way to the 
library. Once inside the big, somber 
room, with the door closed and Gene 
locking at me so wonderingly, I almost 
lost my courage. 


ee HAT is it, my dearest?’ he asked 

and started to take me in his arms. 
But I pushed him away and stepped back 
to the door, leaning against it for support. 

“We can’t go on, Gene,” I said, and 
again my voice was strange in my own 
ears. “It is all a dreadful mistake, and 
J can’t marry you.” 

“You can’t— What do you mean?” 
I wish that I could forget the look in his 
face. 

“T like you, of course,” I went on, ‘‘but 
1 have realized before it is too late that I 
simply can’t marry you.” 

“Martha,” he began, and he looked at 
me for an almost unbearably long time 
before he asked the question, ‘“‘do you 
mean that you don’t love me?”’ 

I was prepared for that. I had lain 
awake nearly the whole night rehearsing 
this short scene. Now I smiled a little, 
thinking that the effect must be ghastly. 
“Do you suppose,’’ I asked him, ‘‘that I 
would do this—if I did love you?” 

After that Gene opened the door and 
went out. I sat and stared at the empty 
fireplace until I knew that I must hurry 
or miss my train. I went up to my room, 
put on my hat, took my bag and light 


wrap, came down again and let myself 
quietly out of the house. I walked to 
the corner and took a street car to the 
railway station. 

The eight hours of that trip were long 
and dismal. I tried to put out of my 
mind a miserable conviction that this 
was the bridge between the six full, beauti- 
ful weeks that were past and untold, 
empty, despairing years ahead. Some 
of the time I spent in composing a note to 
Aunt Pauline—one that would be appre- 
ciative and apologetic and satisfying, but 
which would tell her nothing. It was not 
an easy task. 

Upon reaching home that afternoon I 
found that my mother was ill and had 
been for several days. Hoping to be 
about soon, she had begged my father not 
to send for Elizabeth and me. I told her 
and father, as convincingly as possible, 
that [ had suffered such homesickness for 
the last week that I could bear it no 
longer and that, since they needed me 
so badly, I was glad I had come home. 
‘This was partly true, at any rate. 

Then followed long weeks of nursing, 
with uneasy nights, when anxiety for 
my mother and gricf for Gene seemed 
fused into one sensation of hopeless 
misery. 


Y mother had suffered for years from 

a chronic malady which had now 
taken an acute form. The doctor said 
little, but I understood that he could offer 
no hope for her recovery. I wrote 
Elizabeth of mother’s condition; she sent 
sympathetic messages but stayed on with 
Aunt Pauline. 

During this time several letters came 
from Gene, asking if there was no appeal 
from my hasty decision. I wept and 
dreamed over them, and let them go 
unanswered. 

Meanwhile, mother was growing 
steadily weaker and I was kept busy 
nutsing her, doing the housework and 
trying to cheer my father. He, poor 
man, was completely crushed. He moved 
about aimlessly, looking as dazed and 
helpless as he felt. 

Toward the end of August, Flizabeth 
came home to announce that she and 
Gene were to be married a week later, 
and sail immediately for the Philippines. 
Aunt Pauline, she said, was delighted 
with the match and was giving her a 
complete and beautiful trousseau. They 
had decided to be married very quietly 
at Aunt Pauline’s house. Of course, she 
wished father to perform the ceremony. 
I knew without an explanation from 
Elizabeth that she was being married 
away from home principally on my ac- 
count. Mother’s illness gave me an ex- 
cellent excuse for not attending the wed- 


ding. 
’ Elizabeth seemed not to consider 
mother’s condition serious. She was 


sweet and affectionate with mother, was 
disappointed not to have her at the wed- 
ding, and hoped she would be well soon. 
That was all. But, since Elizabeth has 
been encouraged always to think of no 
one but herself, one can scarcely blame 
her for what she is. And, too, we must 
remember that she was only eighteen. 
After that, of course, I heard no more 
from Gene. I spent my spare minutes 
(Continued on page 148) 
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(Continued from page 145) 
mixture and cook it over hot water until 
it is thick. It is necessary to stir it con- 
stantly or it will lump. 


Smooth Milk Chocolate Candy 


Ed. Die. Sonn writes: ‘Will you please 
publish a recipe for making milk choco- 
late candy? The kind I have reference to 
is the kind sold at the ‘five and ten’ 
stores. It is made, I believe, in large 
two-inch layers but sold broken.” 


Every candy manufacturer controls his 
recipes. Therefore all I can give you is a 
recipe for home-made chocolate candy 
which is as smooth as that which one 
buys. It is as follcws: 


2 squares of bitter chocolate 
2 teaspoons of corn sirup 
14 teaspoon of salt 

2 cups granulated sugar 

1 cup of thin cream 

% teaspoon of vanilla 


Melt the chocolate over hot water; 
add the sugar, sirup and cream, and stir 
to mix them. Bring the mixture to the 
boiling point, stirring it most of the time, 
especially to keep it from sticking to the 
pan. Cook all until a little dropped into 
cold water forms a_ soft ball. Then 
cool it until the bottom of the pan 
feels just warm. After that beat it until 
the mixture is soft and creamy... Turn 
it out into a greased mold. If turned 
out at the right instant, it will have a 
shiny, slightly roughened surface. Cut 
it when it is cool. 


Candy for Children 


Mrs. Norman F. asks: “What kind of 
candy is best for children?” 


Combinations of sweet fruit, honey and 
nuts are best for children. Candy con- 
taining refined sugar should be used 
sparingly if at all. Chocolate candies 
are likely to be too rich. You probably 
know that the best time to feed candy toa 
child is directly after meals. 


Fillet of Sole 


Wm. P. McP. asks: “What is fillet of 
sole?” 


Fillet of sole is boned flounder or sole 
both broad, flat, salt-water fishes. 
These fish swim but little and therefore 
have need of but few bones to support, 
and form levers for their muscles. When 
the backbone is removed, flat slabs or 
fillets of boneless meat are left. The 
fillets are usually dipped in egg and 
crumbs and fried, then served with 
tartar sauce. 


Chocolate Cruilers 


E. B. W. asks: “Will you please give me 
a recipe for chocolate doughnuts?” 


Here is a baking-powder recipe for 
what are called doughnuts by some, but 
which are generally known as crullers: 


2 eggs 
1 cup of sugar 
1 cup of milk 
4 cups of flour 
(Continued on page 149) 
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Notice The Danger Line. It is the 
thin margin of tissue where gums 
meet teeth. Its greatest enemy is 
acids caused by fermenting food 
particles that lodge between the 
gum margin and the teeth. Pro- 
lect it by using Squibb’s Dental 
Cream. 


Squibb’s 


Many WoMEN look with dread upon 
pyorrhea as a danger that lurks ahead. 
It is well to know that pyorrhea always 
starts at The Danger Line. And so... 
as long as this vital line keeps healthy, 
you can be sure it has not begun. 

That delicate margin of gum tissue, 
where the gums join your teeth, is well 
named The Danger Line. It can safe- 
guard your teeth and gums or start 
them towards a diseased condition 
which may end in rheumatism, ner- 
vous disorders, even heart trouble. 

Neglect will injure The Danger Line. 
At its edge is a tiny crevice, which your 
tooth-brush can’t penetrate—especially 
between the teeth. So food particles 
collect there, ferment and generate 
acids which irritate the gums and at- 
tack the teeth. Notice how often decay 
occurs at the gum margin. 

Squibb’s Dental Cream will help you 
safeguard The Danger Line. It contains 
50% Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia —a 
wonderful antacid. Plenty to penetrate 
crevices and render acids harmless, 

Squibb’s cleans thoroughly—and it 
is entirely safe. It contains no grit, no 
astringents. 

Begin using it regularly... for beau- 
tiful teeth and healthy gums. 40c a 
large tube at any drug store. E. R. 


Squibb & Sons, New York. 


Copyright 1930 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 


>> 

SQUIBB’S MILK OF MAGNESIA is a pure, effective 

product that is free from any unpleasant, earthy taste. It 
has unsurpassed antacid and mild laxative qualities. 
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a Better way 


In your search for household helps 
don’t overlook PARSONS’ HOUSE- 
HOLD AMMONIA. For over 50 
years it has saved time and labor for 
countless women. It makes every 
cleaning task easier; it helps won- 
derfully to keep everything in the 
home fresh, clean, sweet, odorless 
and sanitary. 


PARSONS’ is an ammonia com- 
pound processed with a soothing 
oil; it is so different from ordinary 
ammonia that one trial will win you 
to its regular, everyday use. Get a 
bottle and try it. Use just a little in 
the water for cleaning... 


dishes pots and pans 
laundry refrigerators 
: enamelware metals 


— 


floors 
rugs 


Department Stores 


At aH Grocers and fh 
AA he 1Sc up 


4 sizes 


Use it wherever you use soap and water 


LEARN 
DRESSMAKING 


Earn money. at nome 


New easy method. In 
a few short weeks, right 
at home through the Wo- 
man’s Institute, you can 
learn how to make all 
your own clothes in the 
very latest style for a 
half or a third of what 
they now cost you. 

The course is so com- 
plete that you can earn 
$20 to $40 a week as 
a visiting dressmaker or 
teacher, or open a shop 
and be independent. 

Just mail the coupon 
and we will gladly tell 
you about the Woman’s 
Institute and how it can 
help you to have more 
and prettier clothes and 
earn money dt home in 
spare time. 


er] 
WOMAN’S INSTITUTE, Dept, 190-B, Scranton, Penna. 


Please send me your Free Booklet, ‘“Making Beau- 
tiful Clothes,’” and full details of your home-study 
course in the subject I have checked below. I am 
most interested in— 


| 0 How to Make Smart Clothes for Myself I 
] How to Become a Successful Dressmaker l 
| 0 How to Make Distinctive, Becoming Hats 
How to Earn Money at Hom ] 
| 0 How to Prepare Tempting, mWell- balanced Meals I 


(Please state whether Mrs. or Miss) I 
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wondering what he and Aunt Pauline 
thought of me since my hasty departure, 
and whether Gene would be happy with 
Elizabeth. When father returned from 
the wedding he had nothing but praise 
for Flizabeth’s husband, and Aunt 
Pauline wrote glowingly of the happy 
young pair. She only wished, she added, 
that she had found as fine a husband for 
me. 

My mother did not reproach Elizabeth 
for going away at this time, nor did she 
once criticize my sister to me. Elizabeth’s 
happiness was so important to her that 
there was no room in her thoughts for 
consideration of herself. After two 
months she died, slipping. away very 
quietly and peacefully. Father and I 
were quite alone, rather stunned by the 
suddenness and finality of recent events. 
But while he had his sermons and his 
parish to think of, I had nothing beyond 


' the prospect of the church work that 


mother had done, and which I knew I 
must now take over. 

The thought of having any idle time 
on my hands was unbearable to me. So, 
in order to occupy my days, I gradually 
extended my parish work into a wider 
social service, finding that there was 
great need of social workers among the 
factory people of our town. Father was 
delighted with my activities and Aunt 
Pauline grew so interested in the cause 
that she gave me regular and substantial 
financial help in my undertakings. 

For three years my life went on in this 
way—not exactly monotonously and 
certainly not aimlessly. I knew, as time 
went on, that I should never forget my 
love for Gene. And why should I? It 
seemed to me that, although we might 
never see each other again, we would al- 
ways belong to each other. I had thought 
things out and was feeling that I had my- 
self very well in hand when, toward the 
end of the third year of Elizabeth’s mar- 
riage, a Jetter came from my sister saying 
that she and Gene expected to make us a 
visit shortly. 


Toe came in June, the month in 
which I had met Gene three years be- 
fore. They stayed with us through June 
and July, and those were the most trying 
two months of my life. To be with Gene 
every day and to treat him like a casual 
acquaintance; to see Elizabeth’s proprie- 
tary air with him, all this was excruciat- 
ingly painful. Elizabeth quite evi- 
dently believed that my fancy for Gene 
had burned out long ago. I am sure that 
she has never had the slightest idea of 
my sacrifice. 

Elizabeth was still beautiful; a little 
more mature looking and with an added 
dignity of manner. Gene, no doubt, was 
very proud of her. He, however, looked 
more serious than ever. He looked older, 
too—and,thinner. I had some misgivings 
when I saw his altered appearance, but I 
told myself that the change was due to 
his hard work in the tropical climate. 
Elizabeth complained that he worked 
constantly, caring nothing for the social 
life of the post. But on several occa- 
sions, when I looked up to find his eyes 
on my face with the old adoring expres- 
sion in them and with an added look of 
pain, my heart ached and I wondered 
whether, after all, I had done the right 


thing in making that dreadful sacrifice 
three years before. 

Those two months passed somehow, and 
Elizabeth and her husband went to pay 
Aunt Pauline a visit. While it was a relief 
to have them go, I felt desolate at the 
time of parting. 

When Gene took my hand as they were 
leaving, he looked into my eyes as if he 
expected to see into my mind and soul— 
and I am not sure that he did not see. 
“It has been good,” he said, “‘to find you 
unchanged.” That was his good-by! 

I found it hard to get back to work. 
The old thoughts that I had halfway 
succeeded in putting down during the 
last three years—the might-have-beens— 
were persistent in trying to return. I 
took on more work than I could well carry, 
and I went to bed at night so tired that 
I was not able to think. 

It was not until the date of Elizabeth’s 
and Gene's sailing, early in September, 
that my restlessness subsided. There was 
something final, irrevocable, in the very 
fact of their sailing. I went on with the 
usual round of my work, with now and 
then a heart-breaking case that took me, 
for the time, entirely out of myself and 
away from my own unhappiness. And 
occasionally I was able to solve a seem- 
ingly hopeless problem for some of those 
unfortunate people, the joy of this 
achievement lifting me still further above 
my selfish interests. 


AND then, into this near-calmness of 

my spirit the last and greatest shock 
came. If only I might have escaped the 
knowledge of this last tragedy. But that 
is cowardice. I remember that it was a 
crisp October morning, sunny and cheery 
as a day could be—about seven weeks 
after Elizabeth and Gene had sailed— 
when my sister’s cablegram was handed 
to me. I was just starting out on some 
case work and had reached the front gate 
when I met the messenger boy. I-carried 
the envelope back to the porch and sat 
down in an old rocking-chair to read its 
contents. 

I did not weep. The message was of 
something beyond my immediate com- 
prehension. It deadened every sensa- 
tion in my body; it was of a thing too 
great for the tears of this woman who, 
strangely enough, was myself sitting in 
an old rocking-chair in the sun. 

Gene was dead! 

Fully half an hour passed before I read 
beyond those words. And when I did 
read on, I understood dully that Eliza- 
beth was to sail for home on the next boat. 
I carried the cablegram to my father’s 
study and laid it on the table beside him, 
saying, ‘“‘I’d rather not talk about this 
now.” 

Then I went on to make my round of 
visits. I worked so hard, day and night, 
for the next few weeks that even my 
father, who is the most unobserving of 
men, pleaded with me to stop. I suppose 
I was trying to kill myself, though I told 
myself that I wished only to forget. How 
much my father surmised of what was in 
my heart I do not know. But he was very 
kind and most considerate. Although 
he helped me make plans for Elizabeth’s 
return home, he never mentioned Gene’s 
name. 

(Continued on page 152) 
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2 teaspoons of baking-powder 
V4 teaspoon of nutmeg 

1 teaspoon of salt 

2 tablespoons of cocoa 

4 cup of melted shortening 


Combine the ingredients in the usual 
way. You will find that the spice em- 
phasizes the chocolate flavor, but if you 
prefer to use more cocoa, you may. All 
measurements given are level. Add just 
enough flour to make a soft dough. You 
will use just about four cups for this 
amount of liquid. Cut the dough with 
a circular cruller cutter and fry the 
crullers in deep fat, in the usual way. 


Unpolished Rice Healthful 


Mrs. M. Cook writes: “What is this 
dark-colored rice one sees in some 
groceries?” 


You, no doubt, are referring to brown 
rice—the unpolished or natural rice. It 
has a more delicious flavor than the 
white polished rice and is more valuable 
as a food because the polishing removes 
most of the mineral matter and vitamin 
content from the grain. Natives of 
Asiatic countries, whose diet consists 
mainly of rice would not get beri-beri, a 
disease of mal-nourishment, if they 
would eat the whole rice as it comes from 
the field, instead of polishing off the 
valuable coating. 


For Babies in Hot Weather 


Hattie K. asks: “I am very anxious to 
keep my eighteen-months-old baby girl 
happy and well through the hot summer 
months. Will you tell me a few things 
that I can feed her and anything else that 
will help to keep her in good condition?” 


I am sending you suggestions for baby’s 
diet, which I will be glad to send on re- 
quest to any other TRUE Srory reader. 
Be particularly careful through the hot 
months to protect the baby at all times 
from flies and insects, to bathe her at 
least once a day, and to dress her in cool, 
loose clothing that will not chafe the deli- 
cate skin. 


Cooked Custard Need Not Curdle 


Anna F. writes: “Will you tell me why a 
cooked custard always curdles? I am 
very careful to cook it a very short time 
after I add the egg, but even so I have no 
luck.” 


A cooked custard such as we use for 
sauces on puddings should always be 
made in a double boiler. Perhaps that 
is your first mistake. The sugar, milk and 
salt are heated over hot water and then 
poured on to the beaten egg. Of course, 
we would never try to beat the egg into 
the hot milk, for only disaster would re- 
sult. Return the mixture to the top of a 
double boiler and continue cooking until 
the custard appears and it must be 
caught just in time and removed from 
the hot pan to a pitcher or dish. There is 
no better sauce for all the numerous 
puddings we make than this very cooked 
custard if it is smooth and well flavored. 
In some people’s estimation it is pre- 
ferred over whipped cream. 


THE “MYSTERY” 


gee 


HEAD LETTUCE PRESERVES YOUTHFUL VIGO 


INTERNAL SUN BATHS Daily 


pr Radiant Health 


HE Sun is the mother of us all. It 
ministers to us daily. 
you sprawl on the beach, taking a sunbath, 
you are being fed with “‘sun-food”—your 


body is being renewed. 


And when you eat a portion of lettuce— 
say, half a head—you are also taking a 
sun-bath. For 
this lettuce is grown under the smiling, 
sunny skies of the great Far West.. Day 
after day the ardent sun irradiates it— 
shoots myriads of rays into it—fills it with 
the actinic elements necessary to brimming 
health—in short, puts up a package of 


sun-bath—an 


sunshine for you. 


What You Eat, You Are 


Remember this! What 
you eat, you are. The 
radiant energy of the 
child, the vitality of a 
vigorous man, the 
lithe grace and lus- 
trous beauty of a wo- 
man are but trans- 
mutations of the food 
they have eaten. They 
are the reactions of 
body tissues—glandu- 
lar, nervous, muscular 
—tuned to the concert 
pitch of health by the 
right foods. 


WESTERN GROWERS PROTECTIVE ASSOCIATION: 


Department C-1 
Los Angeles, California 


Please send me, free, your little book called Charging the Human Battery, 
revealing the most recent scientific findings upon health, growth and vitality. 


internal 


Even when 


organs, glands. 


In your body millions of little workmen ° 
—known to Science as cells—transform 
the food you eat into teeth, hair, bones, 
Yes, and into beauty, 


vitality and character. If you are forcing 


Mineral 


Salts. 


these cells, through an unbalanced diet, 
to make “bricks without straw,” you are 
growing old before your time. 

The “straws” with which these little 
workmen bind together proteins, fats and 
carbohydrates into the “bricks” of which 
your body is built, are the Vitamins and 
Iceberg head 
grown in living sunlight, abounds in these. 


lettuce, 


And as you eat lettuce raw, they are not 


Sunflower Iceberg Salad 


Wash a head of Iceberg lettuce, and cut 
across into slices about one inch thick. 
Cut pineapple into wedge shaped pieces, 
then reverse these, and arrange around 
the slice of lettuce to represent petals. 
Mix some ground nuts with mayonnaise 


-or cottage cheese and place on lettuce 


for the center of the flower. 


impaired by heat or dissolved away by 
cooking. Lettuce is easily digested. 


Lettuce helps to 
ward off that. common 
but dangerous enemy 
—constipation, with 
its train of evils. 

Lettuce is a delicious 
and wholesome food— 
one which has helped 
thousands of women to 
preserve or restore their 
youthful figure and 
youthful vigor. “You 
should eat it every day. 
Better still, twice a 
day. And see that your 
family does the same! 


CEBERG HEAD LETTUCE 


| Natures Concentrated Sunshine 
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HAT would we do without 

G. Washington’s Coffee? No 
more percolators and scour- 
ing for us! Just hot water 
and a teaspoon, and we have 
a cup of good coffee. It surely 
is ‘the coffee that makes 


a 93 


itself’. 


G. Washington’s is pure 
coffee, made from the finest 
coffee beans, with the grounds 
and water removed before 
the coffee is packed for home 
use. Here is the coffee that really 
makes itself. It is the new way to make 
good coffee. 


G. Washington’s is economical as 


CHILDREN’S COUGHS 
t Coughs, Nasal and 
and COLDS Bronchial Colds are 
relieved promptly by the soothing vapors of } 
Cresolene—the inhalant with 50 years of 
successful use. The most widely used 
jinhalant for Whooping Cough, Croup, 
Bronchial 
Asthma. 


A proven. germicide and disinfect- } 
ant. Sold by all druggists. Write } 
for descriptive booklet No. 832 


VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 
62 Cortlandt St., New York City 
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for breakfast! 


*“‘mustn’t be late again this morning’’ 


well as convenient; the small can, be- 
cause it is only the coffee part of the 
coffee bean, makes as many 
cups as the larger can of or- 
dinary ground coffee. You can 
make a single good cup as 
easily as six, without waste. 
Write for a generous free 
sample tin. G. Washington 
Coffee Refining Company, 
500 Hanover Ave., Mortis 


THe COFI T 
OF THE COFFEE BEAN 


: a Plains, New Jersey. 


as y 
COFFEW 


the coftee part of the coffee bean 


DENT’S 


TOOTHACHE GUM 


Notachewing gum. Applied in cavity it— 
1) Stops toothache instantly _ 
2) Cleanses and protects cavity 
3) Retards further decay 
4) Destroys all odor 
Does not spill or dry up like liquids. All 
druggists or by mail, 25c. Made for 40 
years by C. S. Dent & Co., Detroit. 


STOPS TOOTHACHE 


The House that Love 
Built 
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a breed which looked entirely different. 

Tsobel, I remember, was for white chick- 
ens, because—oh, how like a woman— 
they “would look so clean and pretty 
against the green of the lawn.” So fora 
while we discussed White Leghorns, but 
we finally turned thumbs down on 
them because although they are excellent 
layers, they are rather small for table 
use, and so active that they need a very 
high fence or an inclosure of wire over 
the top of the run, as well as around the 
sides, to keep them from getting out. 

We found that keeping chickens is not 
such an easy undertaking. They will 
not thrive on table scraps alone, and we 
had to keep a supply of grain feed, as 
well as of oyster shells, to furnish lime for 
the eggshells, and of grit to supply their 
crops with grinding stones to help in the 
digestion of their food. 

We had little disease because our 
chickens were on a new piece of ground 
which had not been used for chickens be- 
fore and, as I’ve already mentioned, all 
of our stock except old Pet, we hatched 
ourselves with Pet as the foster mother. 
Hence no disease germs were introduced 
with new stock. To combat colds and 
minor ailments we used a few crystals of 
permanganate of potash in the drink- 
ing water—enough to give the water a 
pinkish hue. This seemed to be thor- 
oughly effective. 


REMEMBER on one occasion we had 

a cloud-burst that would almost have 
wiped out our flock if it hadn’t been for 
Tsobel’s quick wits. The silly hens 
hovered over their chicks in the very 
bottom of the gully, and when I dis- 
covered them, more than a hundred of the 
downy babies were washed down against 
the netting at the lower end of the yard. 
They were draggled, cold and stiff. 

Altogether discouraged, I gathered the 
little bodies and took them into the house 
to show the tragic spectacle to Isobel. 
She has an intuitive genius for taking care 
of hurt and helpless things; so what did 
she do but lay them out in flat boxes on 
old flannel rags, putting another layer of 
woolen cloths over them, and put them 
into the oven, leaving the door open, to 
give them ventilation and keep them from 
literally roasting. 

In an unbelievably few moments we 
heard chirpings and saw movements 
under the cloth. Then Isobel took out 
the revived chicks one by one, rubbing the 
moisture and dirt from them, and put 
them in a basket above the kitchen range. 
Soon they were contented, downy, active 
little birds, very much alive, and appar- 
ently none the worse for their period of 
apparently suspended animation. 

It seemed like an almost miraculous 
resurrection; yet we found, many times 
later, that warmth and care will work 
wonders, and that a lack of warmth and 
care will play havoc. 

The chicken houses were built in sec- 
tions, so they could be taken apart and 
thoroughly cleaned. The fronts were 
open, but had canvas curtains which 
could be let down on very cold nights. 
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Sound Sleep at Night 
Without Drugs...and 
Energetic Days! 


These kept out drafts and a good deal of 
cold, while affording ventilation. 

Ventilation we found was most impor- 
tant, because chickens give off a great 
deal of moisture which will condense 
on the ceiling and walls of the house and 
cause dampness, and dampness means 
colds and disease. 

The ducks which we acquired because 
the girls saw them pictured in their 
reader and just had to have them, were a 
lot more fun than the chickens. 

When I spaded the garden in the early 
spring, the tiny, downy ducklings in- 
sisted on swarming all over the spade and 
the newly turned earth. Not a grub or 
a worm escaped their beady eves, and 
they did a wonderful job in policing the 
garden for the larvae of insects which, 
later, would have developed into pests. 
But it got to be so impossible to spade, 
lest I spade a duckling, or turn a clod of 
earth over one and bury it, that I finally 
had to make a circlet of low chicken wire 
and enclose the little helpers in that, until 
I had spaded a furrow and then turn them 
loose to forage on it, while I went to 
another part of the garden and turned 
over a new lot of ground before they began 
to clamor for more fields to conquer. 


S soon as they 

supply of grubs and larvae in the first 
furrow, they set up such a cry of whis- 
tling wailings that one would think a 
duck orphan asylum had. been turned 
loose! Then they would catch sight of 
me and come waddling and stumbling 
across the clods, continuing their be- 
seechings, and cluster over my feet until 
I had to herd them again in the chicken- 
wire corral while I finished spading 
another foraging ground for them. They 
never seemed to get enough to eat. 

We found that it was impossible to keep 
the ducks and chickens together in the 
same enclosure, because a chicken yard 
must be dry and clean, and ducks simply 
will not keep themselves that way. They 
insist in washing all their food through the 
sieve-like sides of their beaks, and in a 
short time all the drinking fountains are 
slimy and dirty. 

Every evening, however, we would let 
the ducks and chickens out together. 
They would eat grass as if they were 
grazing animals. Indeed, they must 
have some form of green food all the 
year round, if they are to keep healthy 
and lay eggs. 

We always had plenty of eggs, even 
in bleak January and F ebruary, particu- 
larly from the Indian Runner “ducks, de- 
scribed as ‘the Leghorns of the duck 
family.” The great,trouble with the duck 
eggs was that the ducks did not care 
where they dropped. their whitish-green 
eggs, so Isobel or I had to go out in the 
early morning on wintry days to find the 
duck eggs before they were cracked by 
freezing. 

Duck eggs do not differ much in taste 
from hen eggs, and they are particularly 
desirable for cooking because they are 
larger than hen eggs, and make ftuffier 
cakes and puddings. 

Oftentimes, both ducks and chickens 
served admirably in an emergency. When 
unexpected guests came, it was possible to 
go to the poultry yard for the meat for 
dinner, or to eke out a supply which 
threatened to run short. 
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A New Discovery That Not Only 


Induces Instant Sleep Without Drugs... 
‘But Induces The Kind of Sleep That 
Brings All-Day Energy Next Day 


OU fall asleep almost instantly you go 

to bed. And all the next day teem 
with new energy and “pep”. You look 
and feel like a different person. 


On doctors’ advice millions employ this 
new way. For it is as free of drugs as the 
bread you eat or the milk you drink. And 
does far more than simply induce sleep! 
It rebuilds your wasted tissues while you 
sleep. 

What It Is 


It is called Ovaltine; a scientific food-con- 
centrate developed in Switzerland by a 
scientist of world-fame. You take it in a 
cup of warm milk at bedtime; a super- 
delicious drink. 
First, it induces sleep. You get sound, 
natural sleep a few minutes after you go 
to bed. 
Then, while you sleep, its peculiar dietetic 
properties re-supply your system with the 
energy lost the previous, active day. For 
it contains, in easily digested form, prac- 
«tically EVERY building element necessary 
to energy. And thus provides the kind 
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of sleep that re-builds and rejuvenates. 
You can take it night after night and not 
only not form a habit, as with drugs, ‘but 
build up your health as well. 

Do you wonder then, that people are 
flocking to its use? New to America, 
Ovaltine is being recommended by over 
20,000 doctors. Used for 30 years in 
Europe, its use has spread to over, 54 
different nations. It marks one of the 
most important scientific findings of its 
time. 


Try It Tonight 


Doctors urge it not only for sleeplessness, 
but for all nervous and run-down condi- 
tions. They recommend it, too, for nervous, 
underweight children. Thousands of busy 
people take it during the day, to relieve 
fatigue and restore vitality. 

A few weeks’ use will make an amazing 
difference in the way you feel. 


Believe or not what people claim for Oval- 
tine—but try it. Try it without delay. 


Start tonight. Just phone your druggist 


or grocer now—ask for a can of Oval!tine. 
GOR 
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Aching Muscles? 
Stiff joints? 


A SUDDEN strain on a muscle. A 
quick severe twist of ajoint. Some- 
times overwork does it. Sometimes 
hard exercise. Later those dull, 
throbbing pains! That old stiffness 
and soreness! How much suffering 
they can cause us. We feel lame 
and stiff. It’s hard to do any work. 


DON’T put up with pain from mus- 
cles and joints. Sloan’s Liniment 
eases the soreness quickly. Warms 
the body like sunshine. Drives 
away pain. Used in 13 million 
homes. Booklet of 16 tested treat- 
ments for aches and pains in every 
package. Get a fresh bottle from 
your druggist. 35 cents. 


SLOAN’S 


Linitment 
Bad 


Complexion 


NALURE’S warning —help 
Nature clear your com- 
plexion and paint red roses in 
your pale, sallow cheeks. Truly 
wonderful results follow thor- 
ough colon cleansing. Take NR 
—NATURE’S REMEDY-—to 
regulate and strengthen your 
eliminative organs. Then watch 
e Write forsam- the transformation, Try NR. 
FREE ple of NR and Mild, safe, purely vegetable 
package of Na- —at druggists—only 25c. 
ture’s Flower Garden A. H. LEWIS MEDICINE CO. 
Seeds. Dept. 26k, St. Louis, Mo. 


AR TO-NIGHT 


TOMORROW ALRIGHT 


| 
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(Continued from page 148) 


We did not know until after Elizabeth’s 
arrival that Gene had killed himself. 
Immediately upon their return to the 
post he had set about putting his affairs 
in order, as she learned after his death. 
Then, one evening while she was at a 
party to which he had refused to go, he 
shot himself. 

He left no message for any one—merely 
a will bequeathing all his property to his 
wife. Elizabeth told us of the suicide 
with obvious reluctance, carefully avoid- 
ing a glance in my direction. She told us 
what we already knew, that the American 
papers had carried simply a notice of his 
death, stating that it had been sudden. 


I HAVE often wondered why my sister 
told our father and me of the manner 
of Gene’s death. I am almost convinced 
that a belated sense of fairness to me led 
her to do this. She was generous enough 
to tell me, once when we were alone to- 
gether, that she knew Gene had never 
loved her. She said he had told her 
plainly before he asked her to marry him, 
that he would never love any one but me, 


and he said he thought the reason he: 


wanted to marry her—beyond the fact 
that she would be a wife to be proud of— 
was her smile, which sometimes reminded 
him of me. 

Now I wonder why Elizabeth wished 
to marry Gene. Did she really love him— 
as I did? 

Elizabeth stayed with us all of that 
winter and through the next summer. 
In May her baby was born. In fairness 
to Gene, it must be said that he did not 
know the child was coming. I am sure— 


and so is Elizabeth—that if he had known 
he would not have left her. 

The following fall Elizabeth went to 
New York to study music, leaving the 
little boy with me. Some day, we do not 
doubt, she will be a great singer. And I 
shall love her boy always. More, I know 
in my secret heart, than she could possibly 
love him. His name is Gene and he looks 
like his father. He is a year old now 
and is saving my life—or perhaps only 
my sanity. 

My father, I am sure, has come to 
understand the relation which existed be- 
tween Gene and me. We have never 
spoken of it, but that is unnecessary. 
My father and I are closer to each other 
than we have ever been before. Between 
us there is a sympathy and understanding 
which does not need words for expression. 

My eyes are open at last. I know that 
I am what I am because of my early 
training as Elizabeth’s older and _ less 
beautiful sister. The old sense of un- 
worthiness—the wall that had hedged in 
my life has crumbled and fallen; but what 
have I gained beyond a view of the hori- 
zon? Gene is dead! What can freedom 
and life mean to me; now that he is gone? 


| ONLY hope that a bit of good may come 

out of the telling of my story. Ihope 
that mothers and fathers who read.it will 
examine themselves carefully to find 
whether they are being strictly fair to all 
their children; that they may search out 
the talents of each child and teach him to 
use them. And oh, may they never inten- 
tionally, or only thoughtlessly, lead one 
child to feel inferior to another! 


The Price of Admission 


(Continued from page 96) 


was still trying to piece the significance 
of his story in relation to myself. 

“Then—that’s why you were so late,” 
I added thoughtfully. ‘I mean, that’s 
why vou came at five o’clock this morning 
instead of five o’clock last night, as you 
said.” 

“Yeh, and I’m very sorry for worrying 
you,’’he pushed back his plate and took out 
a roll of bills to pay our bill. “But I went 
and did a lot of business yesterday after- 
noon, so’s we could get married, and by 
the time I was through it was after nine 
o’clock and 1 thought surely you’d gone 
to bed. No, I didn’t either. I didn’t 
think at all. I’m afraid, Mrs. Jones, 
that you slipped my mind. ’Cause I 
went and did some quiet drinking all by 
myself. I don’t know just where the 
time went—but I suddenly remembered 
and went right to you.” 

“T see,’ I said quietly. : 

“Come on now. We got to get a wiggle 
on,” he announced briskly. 

The day was as busy as he had 
promised. He seemed blusteringly de- 
termined that I have an evening dress for 
that dinner party, and it took some time 
before he was pleased with a pale blue 
chiffon trimmed in rhinestones; narrow 
lines of them on the skirt and a cluster 


ornament at the shoulder line. A pro- 
fusely embroidered Spanish shawl and 
blue satin slippers to match my gown 
(the high heels nearly threw me over on 
my nose at first!) completed my costume, 
until one of the amused saleswomen 
mentioned jewelry. A string of fairly 
good imitation pearls and a wide pearl 
bracelet were swaggeringly ordered by 
Howard Edward Jones. 


T° a beauty shop he took me and talked 
seriously with the head lady. For 
three hours I was closeted in there, 
frightened half to death by the things 
they did to me; cutting, shampooing and 
waving my hair, complimenting me on 
its golden sheen; soaking my hands in 
bleach and manicuring my finger nails; 
applying make-up far more artistically 
than might have been expected—and 
then giving me the cosmetics to carry 
with me after carefully showing me how 
they are used. I dressed, then and there, 
in my new evening outfit, with their help. 
When I was completely ready, they 
paged Mr. Jones. 

“Hot stuff!’ he cried with glee as he 
caught sight of me. ‘Girl, you’re there! 
Some job. you beauty ladies did, all 
right.” 
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“T would like to add—just to complete 
the finishing touch—a little evening bag 
and a lace handkerchief. Perhaps a small 
purse via] of perfume.’’ The manager of 
the shop knew her business. 

“Go to it, if it doesn’t cost over a 
hundred dollars,’ agreed my husband. 

Cheerfully he paid whatever the cost 
of my beauty might have been, and to- 
gether we left. My head was light and 
my heart giddy, for I had looked into the 
mirror and I knew all the suffering I had 
undergone during those three hours had 
been amply repaid. What would the 
good nuns say now if they saw me? And 
my husband—clean-shaven and _heroic- 
ally handsome in his dinner clothes, the 
like of which I had never seen. 

All the way up to the lobby, while we 
were being announced, and in the ele- 
vator up to the Peters’ suite, my husband 
gave me anxious instructions. 

“Don’t tell them nothing about who 
or what you are,’ he ordered nervously. 
“Just let me do the talking and don’t 
look surprised at anything I say. See? 
Watch the way Dorothy uses her hand- 
kerchief and the way she eats. But don’t 
let her see you watching. If you can’t 
follow, don’t eat—I’ll feed you later. 
Just pretend you aren’t hungry. You 
can watch me, too. I use the right fork. 
Don’t be surprised at the names of the 
dishes. Just don’t say much, but smile 
and look pleasant and be nice. I won’t 
leave you and Dorothy alone—but if 
you should be—don’t let her pump you.” 

“Pump me?” I echoed helplessly. 

“Question you. I mean, don’t tell her 
nothing at all. See? You look swell. 
Good enough for anybody. So if you 
just act quiet and don’t talk much, 
everything will be all right. Ad call me 
Howard!” 


Tas last he whispered hoarsely just 
as the door to the Peters’ suite was 
opened. 

A girl, as beautiful as the princess in 
the old picture books back in the convent, 
stood at the door, smilingly outstretched 
her hands in greeting. 

“Howard, you old gazook!” she 
laughed. “You're late enough! I 
thought you’d forgotten our date. Come 
right in. Take off your things. It’s just 
time for a cocktail.” 

My husband jabbed me in the side to 
indicate I should enter first, which I did, 
shyly, my mind between trying to manage 
the high heels and trying to watch this 
gorgeous creature. 

Her head was a crop of curls as black 
as Havana nights. Her face was impish 
and mocking and childish—with only 
the naughtiness of a child in it. I knew, 
from my three hours in the beauty shop, 
what made her lips so startling and her 
eves so finely shadowed and bright. So 
slender she was that, except for her 
bubbling vitality, I would have thought 
her ill. A white satin gown revealed 
every movement of her body, every 
breath she drew, so snugly and cunning 
was it draped, even to the side fold that 
hung to the ankles, touching the tiny 
crimson slippers. That was why my 
husband had bought me blue shoes to 
match the blue dress I wore, then! Be- 
cause Dorothy always wore shoes to match 
her dress? Did these ladies not only 
change their clothes for morniag and 
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a ie garment will stand plain 


water alone you can wash it with 
absolute safety in LUX. If it won’t 
wash in LUX, it won’t wash at all.” 


“Why that’s the 
strongest statement ever 
made about a soap. éd 


“Yet it’s absolutely true!’ 
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Throw it away 
if you wish 
Though with just a little ingenu- 
ity you could easily mend it with 
LePage’s Glue at very little cost 
and restore it to usefulness and 
beauty. After all, maybe it’s a 
shame to throw it away. Le- 
Page’s is woman’s handiest 
household tool. Nothing can 
replace it. Mends wood, lea- 
ther, cloth, paper, plaster 

—everything! Nothing to 
mix, heat or moisten. Just 
use when you choose. Al- 
ways ready. Costs little. 
Saves many dollars. 
Put it on your shop- 

ping list. Keep it in 
your medicine cabi- 
net. When anything 
breaks, always 

mend it today. 


GLUE 


The Vegetables and Flowers 
you would like to see grow- 
ing in your garden—read 
all about themin 
Burpee’s Annual 

It describes Burpee Qual- 
ity Seeds, Bulbs and Plants, 
i — A million people use it as 
their garden guide. 

Write for yourANNUAL 
today. It’s free. 


W. Atlee Burpee Co. 
315 Burpee Building, Philadelphia 
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afternoon and evening, but did they also 


“have everything-to match each costume? 
Strange! They must do-nothing elsé but- 


dress and visit béauty ‘shops. 

Her hands glittered with diamonds as 
she géstured to“her father who was ap- 
proaching us with hearty greetings for 
Howard. And as she stepped close to me, 
I felt dizzy from the strange and subtle 
fragrance of her person... . 

Howard was speaking, but I hardly 
heard what he said. It seemed as if 
everyone was talking at the same time. 
The sweet, baby-faced, old, white-haired 
man who was Dorothy’s father, and who 
looked so distinguished in his evening 
clothes—and then another man! The 
man who was to marry Dorothy, prob- 
ably—the man Howard didn’t like— 

He was exactly the same height as 
Dorothy, while Howard towered over 
her. This man whom they all called 
Norman, except Howard who called him 
Mr. Bessman, had a tiny mustache, 
blonder than his smooth, glossy, sandy 
hair. I really thought him quite nice, 


| and did not understand why Howard had - 
| taken such a dislike to him. 


RESENTLY Howard had straightened, 

and had come over to me, putting his 
arm about me. 

“And now, friends,’’ he said sharply, 
“[T want you to meet my little bride. 
Joanna, this is Miss Dorothy Peters, her 
father, Mr. Peters, and her fiancé, Nor- 
man Bessman.” 

I saw Dorothy’s eyes tly wide open at 
the mention of my title— 

“Bride!” she gasped in open shock. 
“Howard—you didn’t tell me. Why, 
for goodness sake—I—congratulations, 
both of you!” 

She had taken my hand as she spoke, 
laughing breathlessly in utter astonish- 
ment, and looking from Howard to me 
as if her eyes surely must be tricking her. 

“We were only married this morning,” 
Howard laughed, too; but I didn’t like 
the sharp tone of his announcement. 

“This morning?” Norman Bessman 
repeated vaguely, narrowing his eyes on 
me in’a way that made me blush furiously. 

“But why didn’t you let us know?” 
Mr. Peters protested robustly. “I have 
a leaning for weddings—I think you 
might have let us come.” 

There was an awkward pause. My 
eyes wandered from one to the other, 
for I was deliberately keeping silent, as 


/I had been told. But I could not help 
| feeling the grave significance of Dorothy’s 


quick intake of breath, as she leaned 
against the wall of that living room, her 
eves fixed in unbelieving horror on my 
Howard. I looked at him quickly. He 
was gazing at her, straight into her eves, 
his lips tight and set, and a depth of 
silent appeal in his glance that made my 
heart turn over. 

He was in love with her! I could see it 
now. Even though I did not under- 
stand it, I knew that there was mute 
adoration, suffering, longing, burning 
heartache in his eyes as he gazed at 
Dorothy Peters! Like a flash, it seemed 
as if my whole being came to life! 1 knew 
jealousy—like a quick stab. I hated 
Dorothy—for making him suffer so. I 
yearned with a sudden longing, to have 


' him look at me like that—just once! I 
realized, like an inspired revelation how 


little I meant to him—how far removed 
I was from his true feelings. 

The pause was awkward. 

“Well—cock tails!’ put in Mr. Peters 
suddenly. “A toast—eh? What say?” 
_ “Yes, yes!” echoed Dorothy, regaining 
her poise with admirable self-control. 
“Come! We'll drink to the bride and 
groom. And our little party tonight will 
be a wedding dinner! Think of it! How 
exciting! Really, Howard, you should 
have let me know. I could have had 
white flowers and fruit cake to dream on, 
and’ all that sort of rot. You know, 
lilies, and white violets and all the un- 


*- emotional, sterile dumb blossoms that 


folks choose with which to honor virgins 
and death! Funny, isn’t it? When 1 
get married, I want purple passion 
flowers, and blood-red roses—I’m_ not 
the type for cold-blooded carnations. 
Now you, for instance—” 

She turned toward me, with uplifted 
glass. 

“You’re a bride, after my own style. 
Blue for ycur wedding night. That’s 
spunk. What did you say your name 
was? I can’t very well call you—Mrs. 
Jones, can I? ’Cause I know your hus- 
band so well—so very well!” 

“Joanna is my name,” I vouchsafed 
timidly, hoping that the announcement 
was not Howard’s idea of ‘‘talking too 
much.”’ 

“Joanna!’’ Dorothy raised her head 
high, and a slow smile crossed her lips as 
she drawled my name. ‘Howard, it 
sounds like a goddess that you took 
to wife!” 

“Vf I wait any longer for this drink, I 
won’t be responsible,’ put in Norman in 
bitter complaint. ‘‘Here’s to the future!” 

1 caught Howard’s eye, and merely 
raised my glass to my lips. He was signal- 
ing madly that I should not drink, but 
his own glass was emptied in a mouthful. 
Then he came over and put his arm 
about me. 

“T think I shall drink my wife’s toast 
for her,” he smiled, and proceeded to 
take my glass from me and drain it. 


“(YKEH!” laughed Dorothy shrilly. 

“That’s the kind of a wife a man 
needs. He can do her drinking for her. 
How did he train you—Joanna?”’ 

“That,’”? put in Howard quickly to 
supply my answer, “is one of our little 
secrets.” 

“If you ask me,” put in Dorothy’s 
father quietly, “I think I can tell the 
answer, in spite of the fact that I’m such 
an old fogy about things. It looks to me 
as if little Joanna here is a good old- 
fashioned girl. If that’s so, Howard my 
boy, you don’t know how lucky you are. 
They’re the only kind worth flipping a 
coin for.” 

I glanced at him gratefully. He was 
the only one in the room besides Howard 
that I felt was kindly toward me. But 
Dorothy crossed over to her father and 
snipped his cheek for him. 

“Poor old Dad,” she crooned, “Can't 
get along without insulting me three 
times a day. Norman doesn’t want an 
old-fashioned wife, do you Norman? 
He’s willing to gamble on me, the poor 
fool. Aren’t you2 Come, Fido—jump!”’ 

The evening seemed to race through 
for all of the party but myself. I was 
in agony. Never had I been seated at 
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such a table, and it was torture to try to 
behave properly, without appearing an 
ignorant fool. Fortunately, my “lack of 
appetite” (though I was dizzy from the 
steaming fragrance of the rich foods), 
was put down to my new wifehood, and 
was passed off as such—much to my em- 
barrassment. I was glad that I was 
seated between Howard and Mr. Peters. 
Otherwise I don’t think I could have 
gotten through the meal. But it worried 
me that Dorothy and Howard were also 
side by side; the flippancies and the side- 
remarks and the knowing, accusing 
glances that passed between them’ were 
constant pin-pricks in my heart. Poor 
Mr. Peters tried to make himself a charm- 
ing companion, but Howard had warned 
me not to talk and [ obeyed him. I knew, 
however, that Mr. Peters was only highly 
amused at my behavior—putting me 
down for a timid, good little girl who was 
bewildered in the midst of strangers on a 
night that should have been intimately 
hers. 

The dinner was timeless. I never knew 
that people could sit two hours and a half 
at a meal. Afterward, at Dorothy’s 
shrill insistence, we went over to the 
Casino. She wanted to see if Howard 
would win—whether he was lucky in love 
or not. Norman, however, outshone 
every one, for all that my Howard won 
six hundred dollars within an_ hour, 
which tickled Dorothy into shocked 
warning against our marriage! Norman 
cleaned up two thousand dollars by one 
in the morning, much to the shrill, high- 
pitched excitement of everyone present. 
Poor Mr. Peters lost two hundred dollars, 
though it did not seem to matter to him 


in the least. Dorothy lost four hundred. | 


WAS sick at the idea of somuch money 

being thrown onand raked off the green 
cloth. Four hundred dollars! What 
that would mean to the little kids back 
in the convent. A game! A game with 
two hundred dollars 

By one A. M. I was so weary that I 
could hardly stand up and keep my eyes 
open. I had been up, and living in 
highest excitement since six o’clock that 
morning. I didn’t know how to dance— 
I was frightened at all the gorgeous, 
perfumed, dazzling women with their 
easy laughter and their knowing ways. 
I was timid of all the men, so carefully 
groomed, so clean-shaven, so feverish in 
their insistence upon having a good time. 
And most of all, I was afraid of all the 
drinks — everyone drinking — Howard 
drinking most of all, buying for the 
crowd, a whisky glass in his hand hour 
after hour. . . . My mind went back to 
that dreadful humiliation of my first 
introduction to him when he had drawled 
in answer to the Senor, ‘Drink is my 
weakness.” 

I knew—or thought I knew—the 
horrors and brutalities of a drunkard. 
Hadn’t I seen the Senor drunk, and 
listened in crazed terror to his beatings 
of his wife? Hadn’t I seen farm hands 
drooling and bestial with drink? And if 
Howard— 

None in our crowd seemed to get drunk. 
Dorothy consumed two bottles of cham- 
pagne alone, as far as I could see, but her 
smile was only brighter, her laugh more 
deliciously treble, and her charm more 
intensified. Her father drank too—more 


Chapped Hands this winter? 
CERTAINLY NOT! 


‘Gaere not—if you use Hinds Cream! It was 
made to keep active hands youthful and lovely, 
in spite of biting winter winds or deadly household 
tasks. Just give your hands a quick rub over with 
Hinds Cream before you go out, when you come in, 
and always after you wash your hands. They’ll stay 
young and groomed all winter long, for this delightful, 
almond-scented lotion not only soothes chapping, it 
prevents it. Use it on the children’s hands too. Drug 
counters everywhere have Hinds Cream, or mail in 
the coupon below for a generous sample. 


HINDS FOR ACTIVE HANDS 


Copyright 1930, by Lehn & Fink, ine. 


ie + LEHN & Finez, Inc., Sole Distributors, Dept. 530 
| il . Bloomfield, N. J. 
— ; Please send me a free sample bottle of Hinds Honey & Almond 
5 : Cream—the protecting cream for the skin. 
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MAKES EYES LOOK 


LARGER 


No matter how little 
your eyes may be, a few 
applications of harmless 
Murine will make them ap- 
pear much bigger. It clears 
up their whites and increases 
their sparkle, thus causing 
them to look larger. 


Millions use Murine to 
beautify their eyes and also 
to relieve irritation and strain 
resulting from over-use, late 
hours and exposure to sun, 
wind and dust. 60c at drug 
anddepartmentstores. Tryit! 


URINE, 


Ce ve 


_sF EYES | 


Face All 
Broken Out? 


Are you, too, one of those who have tried 
one thing after another for the skin, yet 
without results? Then try this simple 
treatment—used by thousands with amaz- 
ing success. Rub on a little Resinol Oint- 
ment at night; wash off with Resinol Soap 
in the morning. You will be surprised at 
the QUICKNESS with which it acts. The 
Soap also to keep the complexion constantly 
clear and soft. At all druggists. 


For free sample of each, write 
Resinol, Dept, 2A, Baltimore, Md. 


Resinol 


| thy demanded in turn. 
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soberly, and his drinking only seemed 


to make him kinder to me and more 
attentively thoughtful, for he was afraid 
I was not having a good time. 

At last they gave up. Remarks were 
made about the bride and groom—we 
must certainly be escorted to our cham- 
bers! But Howard threw his arm about 
my shoulder and kissed me on the cheek— 
the first kiss he had ever given me—as he 
addressed his friends— 

“Joanna and I know better than to 
have a wedding night like everyone 
else, don’t we, girl? People always 
quarrel on their wedding nights. We’re 
just going to celebrate. When we leave 
you, it won’t be to march into a stuffy 
hotel room. No, sir. We're going to 
drive under the stars and the moon, and 
find us a canoe where we can paddle until 
dawn and just plan out our whole lives. 
Aren’t we, girl?” 

I nodded shyly, smiling happily at his 
plan. 

But Dorothy spoke up sharply, and her 
words stung me deeply. 

“How many girls have you planned that 
with, Howard, you old two-timer?’’ she 
asked shrilly. 

“Only one, Dorothy,” Howard an- 
swered promptly. “Only one. And it 
didn’t make much of an impression on her. 
But 1 haven’t put the plan to work with 
any one—Joanna knows that!’ 

“Well,” Dorothy smoothed her hair 
with her long, thin white fingers musingly, 
“T think your plan is swell. Norman and 
I are going to do the same thing. Since 
it’s quite as proper for people who aren’t 
married, too! I’m not going to bed at 
all tonight, either. The boat sails at ten 
in the morning. Norman! I command 
vou to keep me going until eight. T’ll 
just have time to get back to the hotel 
and change... .” 


” 


OWARD’S grip on my shoulder 
tightened as she spoke. 

“Are you folks leaving in the morning?” 
he gasped. 

“Are you? On the Monterey?” Doro- 
And at his nod, 
she broke into a fit of low leughter. 
“How—amusing!”’ 

“Well, as for me,’’ put in Mr. Peters 
quietly. ‘I need my rest, being old and 
out of date. I’m going back to the 
hotel. See to it that you don’t miss the 
boat, Dorothy, that’s all I ask. I'll tell 
the maid to pack your things.” 


* * * * * 


Somehow or other it took nearly an- 
other hour before the party actually 
broke up and Howard and 1 had parted 
from the others to go our own way. 

“Listen, girl,’’ he said to me as he took 
my arm on the street. “You did wonder- 
ful tonight. I want to tell you, I was 
proud of you. I guess you didn’t enjoy 
it much . 

“Oh, I think they are wonderful,” I 
said feelingly, for his compliment made 
me so happy. “I wish I could be like 
them. Like her—particularly.”’ 

We walked on in silence for a moment, 
and I knew what he was thinking. 

“You love her—a terrible lot, don’t 
you?” I whispered. 

“Oh, well,” he answered with a shrug, 
and then laughed. “Now, little wife. 
You're pretty tired, aren’t you? Oh yes, 


you are. You’re going to get right into 
bed, and I’ll call you at seven, for we’ve 
got to pack and get down to the boat 
early.” 

He could never know how tired I was, 
or how my feet ached as we sauntered 
arm in arm back to our hotel. Nor could 
he ever guess how tired my heart—how 
much heavier than my poor feet that 
were swollen from the new high-heeled 
shoes—how disappointed I was that he 
wasn’t going to drive under the stars with 
me, and find a canoe, as he had out- 
lined to the others. 

But I didn’t let on. Mostly because 
I didn’t dare speak for fear I would cry. 
Up the elevator of the hotel, and down the 
corridor to my room, he guided me, un- 
locking my door for me. 

“Good-night, Joanna,” he said with an 
embarrassed laugh. ‘Sleep good, won’t 
you. You need it.” 

Another moment, and he was gone! 

1 closed the door, stiffly, and turned to 
look at myself in the mirror. He hadn't 
kissed me good-night! He was gone! 
Maybe he wouldn’t show up again in 
time for the boat—Maybe he would 
forget—and show up twelve hours late 
as he did before. . . . 

Sobbing, I kicked off the hateful, blue 
satin, high-heeled shoes, to the far end of 
the room. I ached. I was so tired. So 
sorry for myself. So bewildered. Never 
before had I minded loneliness. I had 
been lonely all my life—but never like 
this. Now, I wanted a certain person. I 
wanted him beside me. I wanted him to 
love me—and him alone. It wasn’t just 
being lonely—it was being lonely for 
him— 

A good fit of crying seemed to put me 
back into a calm frame of mind. After all, 
I had always thought clearlv. Now, I 
told myself, at least I was married. 
Howard had warned me that he didn’t 
love me—that he loved someone else. 
I would get to America, at least. Start 
in the morning. And I swore to myself 
in the mirror that when I arrived there, J 
would learn to be the kind of girl Dorothy 
was—I would learn to be as alluring and 
as superior as all the women I had seen 
in the Casino that night. 


ITH breathless carefulness I took off 
the make-up with cold cream as the 
beauty woman had instructed me. I 
undressed, and climbed into bed wearily. 
How dreadful to face that whole crowd 
all the way up to New York on the boat! 
Days of them—not talking for fear of 
giving myself away . . . watching Doro- 
thy and Howard look at each other. 
In spite of my seething worries, I fell 
into a natural sleep. A deep slumber. 
It was full sunlight—about half past six 
in the morning, when I was wakened by 
the terrifying sound of the telephone bell. 
I sat up, frightened, and gazed at the 
instrument in terror. 1 had never used 
one. Never really knew what they were 
all about... But I had seen both 
Dorothy Peters and her father use theirs 
the night before in their hotel rooms. 
1 tried to remember just what they did— 
and gingerly I edged toward the fierce 
looking black thing, and yanked off the 
receiver nervously. At first I could not 
make out which end to put to my ear... 
but finally . . . I stuttered something . 
and heard a voice in return. 
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“That you, Joanna?” 

Tt was a cool treble of Dorcthy Peters. 

Ves,’ I returned earnestly. 

“This is Dorothy Peters. Is Howard 
there?”’ 


“No. No, he isn’t!” I stuttered, won- 


dering why she asked, or if possibly | 
something had really happened to How- | 


ard. Maybe he was— 

“Well, listen. Let me come up and 
talk to you, will you?” Her voice went 
on. “I want to talk to you. I’m sor- 
ry if I disturbed you, but it’s almost 
time to wake up anyway if you’re going 
to take that boat. Can I come up? I’m 
right downstairs in your hotel. 

“Why, yes. Come up!’ I managed— 

Poor little idiot! Never remembering 
that this was my wedding night, and that 
no woman had the right to phone me and 
wake me up, or ask to come up to talk to 
me. Never realizing that I should have 
lied about Howard’s presence . . . Only 
wondering if anything terrible had hap- 
pened. Only fearing that I might make 
a mistake with her, if she tried to make 
me say anything. Only wondering where 
Howard was, and wishing he was with 
me, and wondering if he had sent her... 
Only dreading the thought of facing the 
crisp, brilliant self-sufficient Dorothy 
who had made that sad, numb look come 
into Howard’s eyes. ... 


WAS trembling with nervous chills, | 


by the time her knock came at my door. 
Somehow I knew enough to slip the blue 
silk kimono about me as I pattered over 
to the door with as much trepidation as 
if I were opening it tomy executioner. ... 

She was still in the same evening cos- 
tume she had worn when I left her. Evi- 
dently she had not been to bed. At least, 
she had carried out her plan! But she 
was pale and tired-looking, with dark 
circles under her big eves. Only her 
eyes were not tired. They were sharp 
and bright and alive—as if it had been 
her eyes that had kept her awake... . 

She came in, biting her lip nervously, 
and giving me a strange puzzled glance. 
Then her eyes traveled about the room, 
and returned to me more puzzled than 
ever. 

“What is this?’ she demanded sharply, 
as she stepped in and closed the door 
behind her. ‘“‘A trick?” 

“What?” I put my hand to my throat, 
frightened. 

“Oh, listen, Joanna. 
I’m a clown?” 

“IT don’t know—what you mean,” I 
wet my lips and forced the words. wonder- 
ing if they sounded ridiculous. ‘I—I 
thought you asked to come up to talk 
to me. Did you have something to say 
to me?” 

“Something to say!” 


Do you think 


Dorothy drew 


herself up and put her head on one side. | 


“T certainly have. Plenty to say!” 

I backed away from her. 
furious, and I couldn't think why. What 
had I done to her? 


There is some surprising information in 
store for Joanna in the approaching inter- 
view between her and the girl whom her hus- 
band had loved—and perhaps loves still. 
The next absorbing chapter of this slirring 
story is in the 

March TRUE STORY Magazine 

On Sale Everywhere, February 5th. 


She was | 


157 


Quickly, Easily, at a few 


cents cost, you can have a 
Real “Beauty Shampoo” 


that will give Your Hair a 
Loveliness, quite unobtain- 


able by Ordinary Washing. 


OU CAN SAVE TIME, expense 
and inconvenience, by adopting 
this simple method of ‘‘beauty sham- 
pooing,’’ which gives truly professional 
results at home. : 
The beauty of your hair, its sparkle 
. its gloss and lustre . . depends, almost 
entirely, upon the way you shampoo it. 


ssa st 


A thin, oily film, or coating, is con- 
stantly forming on the hair. If allowed to 
remain, it catches the dust and dirt—hides 
the life and lustre—and the hair then be- 
comes dull and unattractive. 


Only thorough shampooing will remove 
this film and Jet the sparkle, and rich, nat- 
ural... color tones. .. of the hair show. 


Ordinary washing fails to satisfactorily 


Two or three teaspoonfuls of Mulsified in a glass or 
pitcher with a little warm water added, makes an 
abundance of .. . soft, rich, creamy lather ... which 
cleanses thoroughly and rinses out easily, removing 
with it every particle of dust, dirt and dandruff. 


Leaves Your 
Hair 
Lovely and 
Alluring 


remove this film, because—it does not 
clean the hair properly. 

Besides—the hair cannot stand the harsh 
effect of ordinary soaps. The free alkali, 
in ordinary soaps, soon dries the scalp, 
makes the hair brittle and ruins it. 

That is why women, by the thousands, 
who value beautiful hair, are now using 
Mulsified Cocoanut Oil Shampoo. 

It cleanses so thoroughly; is so mild and 
so pure, that it cannot possibly injure, no 
matter how often you use it. 

You will notice the difference in the ap- 
pearance of your hair the very first time 
you use Mulsified, for it will feel so de- 
lightfully clean, and be so soft, silky, and 
fresh-looking. 

Try a Mulsified ‘Beauty Shampoo” 
and just see how quickly it is done. See 
how easy your hair is to manage and how 
lovely it will look. See it sparkle—with 
new life, gloss and lustre. 

You can get Mulsified Cocoanut Oil 
Shampoo at any drug store, or toilet goods 
counter... anywhere in the world. 
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relief in 1 minute! |’ 


NO RISK 
SAFE, SURE 


Removes the cause 


The instant you apply Dr. Scholl’s 
Zino-pads corn pain ends. 


Removing the cause—pressure of shoes 
and the healing medication—is the secret 
of their healing power. No other treat- 
ment acts on this natural principle. You 
avoid alldanger of blood-poisoningas with 
cutting your corns; all risk of acid burn 
on the toes from using harsh liquids and 
plasters. Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads are thin, 
dainty, cushioning, protective; guaranteed 
safe, sure. Won't come off in bath 


Bunions and Callouses 


Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads are also made in 
sizes for Bunions and Callouses, 
At all drug, shoe and dept. stores 

—35¢ box. 


For free sample 
(mention size 
ania, andi 
booklet, address’ 
TheScholl Mg. 
Co., Chitage 


Dr Scholl's 


BASHFUL of your future! Your. faults easily overcome go 


**Shame on four Are you nervous, embarrassed in com- 
any of the oth er sex? Stop being shi of strangers. Conquer 
con- 
you can enjoy life to the fullest. Send 25c for this amazing thook. 
Money back guaranteed.’” 
-262 FLATIRON BLDG., NEW YORK 


Put one on—the pain is gone! 
he terrible fear of your superiors. Be cheerful ani 
RICHARD BLACKSTONE, 


Stop 
1 Itching 


LE 


Fe 


Don’t wottylonget withItch- 
ing Skin, Dandruff, Rashes, 
Blemishes, Pimplesand other 
annoying skinirritations. Get 

a bottle of cooling, healing, 
sabsept ic Zemo—thesafe,dependablewaytore- 
lieveitching torture. Convenient touseany time 
—does not show. Alldruggists, 3 5c, 60c, $1.00. 
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FOR. SKIN #tRRITATIONS 


Corns en la perhaps too late—I warned 
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Accusing Fingers 
(Continued from page 75) 


ane had been right in saying that the 
time would come when I would remember. 

But strange to say, as Mrs. Davis and 
Roberta were taking their indignant leave 
that Saturday afternoon, I felt pity for 
them—in all their sleek .and moneyed 
elegance. How incongruous that I should 
pity them! 

Roberta had spoken no word at all. 
She had sat with averted face, or had kept 
her eyes on me with a curious intentness 
that I did not understand. At times, she 
half smiled. Mother had not spoken 
either and as they were leaving, she 
slipped into the house. ; 

It was a visit that I was never to for- 
get. It left a strange foreboding of the 
fast gathering storm that would soon 
break over my head. 

Roy made me repeat every word that 
had been spoken; every little detail. And 
he was puzzled. I tried to reassure him 
and he tried to reassure me. 

We knew that as Jong as we had each 
other and the study, and nobody found 
out about it, nothing whatever could cast 
a permanent shadow over our happiness. 

No one was likely to find out about the 
study. We were never careless in going 
or coming, and as we had kept it inviolate 
for so many months, we felt a secure per- 
manence which not even the visit of Mrs. 
Davis, with her open threats, seriously 
disturbed. | 

Two days later, Roy slipped a note to 
me by Billy, telling me that he could not 
come to the study that evening. 

It explained. ‘Mother insists that I 
take her to the movies. I’d better not 
have an argument. Sorry, dearest.” 


"Ts gave me no concern, for it had 
happened several times before. 

Yet the evenings that he could not come 
were tedious and I always felt at the time 
that I could not stand the dragging hours. 
However—it was solace to be able to 
slip over to the study after supper, and 
put in a long evening of real study. 

The study was infused with Roy’s pres- 
ence. Every tiny thing about it seemed 
a part of him. I did not hurry, however, 
that evening and it was fully dark before 
I left the house. 

J had never in my life been afraid of 
the night; especially out of doors. It had 


always seemed friendly, and now it was - 


protective as well. I came from the light 
of mother’s room on to the porch and 
submerged myself in the encompassing 
blackness of the yard with a comfortable 
feeling of security. The darker the night 
the more sure I felt. I had no flash light 
or lantern, but the way was so familiar 
that there was no need of either. Any 
light might attract attention. In the 
study we had two good kerosene lamps. 
But the study was far enough down the 
hill and so hidden that our lights there 
were never visible. + 

J found my way with unerring remem- 
brance down the road—across the road— 
and into one of our approach tunnels 
under the foliage. My heart was happy 
and at peace with everybody. To me, 
as I was that day—a girl of seventeen— 


‘with one of his. 


the world was but a playground. There 
was no idea of evil or sin or vice in my 


thoughts. Everything was roseate and 
beautiful. Roy loved me—and I loved 
Roy. We understood each other. Bar- 


riers had been thrown up between us, 
but we had surmounted each one. We 
were young. We would continue to con- 
quer until our love could reach its full 
expression, and we could marry. 

In the meantime, in this beautiful little 
study that Roy had made for me, I was 
educating myself to become better fitted 
to be his wife. I had studied hard. I knew 
that I had made long strides and was 
eager to make even longer ones. I rea- 
soned that I ought to be thankful for this 
one evening alone, so that I could really 
concentrate on my studies for the three 
or four hours that I had. 


CAME to the door. It was slightly 

ajar. Billy had brought in wood and 
kindling for me, and said he had laid a 
fire, ready for a match, as the early 
spring evening was cool and damp. The 
air of the place was heavy with perfumes 
of wild woods. I stood a moment at the 
outside of the door and inhaled long deep 
breaths of this sweetness. 

Then I pushed the door open and 
entered. J knew exactly where to find the 
matches and was in the act of extending 
my hand for them, when suddenly some- 
body threw his arms around me from be- 
hind, and my arms were pinioned to my 
sides with a grip of steel 

I thought, even then, that it was Billy 
playing a trick. I said, “Billy—don’t do 
that—” 

The answer was a sort of low grow] that 
froze with terror the very blood in my 
veins. 

The room was pitch black. I could not 
move. I felt a hot breath on the back of 
my neck’ and I smelled the fumes of stale 
whisky. ; 

How long would he hold me like 
this, I wondered. I tried to think; I even 
tried to pray, but the queer thought came 
that even God would laugh at me—silly, 
futile, helpless—if I even tried to escape 
from this evil herculean strength that held 
me! 1 Bak 

Then I felt the grip moving downward 
on my arms. The man was trying to get 
my hands behind me so as to hold them 
He was not too drunk to 
reason, I inferred; and therefore was all 
the more dangerous. la 


Suddenly I became limp. I guess he 


’ thought I had fainted, for he changed his 


position and caught me in his arms. This 
gave me the single moment I needed. 
Quick as a flash, my right hand was in my 
skirt pocket and my fingers gripped my 
precious little pistol. Swiftly—it was out 
and I fired—downward. 

The man dropped me and emitted an 
oath. 

I knew that I had hit him. 

The fall to the floor was. not a light one 
for me, but I quickly rolled over and over 
—backward toward the door. The man 
was muttering and cursing and I knew 
that, if he reached me, he would kill me. 
I still gripped the pistol but I did not want 
to fire again. I did not want to kill. 
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I felt for the doorknob, opened the door 
and somehow stumbled through. Once 
actually outside, I believed that I was 
safe, for we had so many different familiar 
tunnels through the foliage. A stranger 
would be entangled in the bushes. I felt 
my way swiftly and was soon running by 
the shortest route to the road. 

In another minute I was in the farm- 
house with mother and was telling her of 
the encounter. 

“T shot him, mother. I shot him in the 
leg, I think, unless he was stooping far 


over. I shot —dow n. Oh, I hope I didn’t 
—kill!” 

Mother asked sharply, ‘Who was it, 
Nellie?” 


I answered truthiuity, “I do not know.” 

But I knew what was in ivother’s mind 
before she asked, ‘‘Could it have been— 
your father?” 

How I wanted to reassure her by flatly 
saying no, but I could not do that with 
assurance. 

“It—might—have been. 
{ don’t know!” I repeated. 

I was quick to see that mother really 
believed as I had suspected that it was 
father I had shot in the study. She said: 

“Nellie—we must get a lantern, and go 
and see. He might be there—bleeding to 
death.”’ 

A sure conviction had taken hold of me. 
I declared, “I believe it was father. 
Mother, I believe it was father that I 
shot in the foot.” 

“We will see,’ she replied calmly. 
“Was anybody else with him?” 

“J—don’t think so.” 


IT don’t know. 


ILLY had rushed out and lighted the 
big lantern that father kept on the 
back porch. When he returned mother 
took it from him and, holding it high, 
led the way. Billy and I followed. 
We walked boldly across the yard and 
across the road and into one of our 
tunnels. 


We found the door of the study wide | 


I slipped by mother who held the 


open. 
I had my little pistol in my 


lantern. 
right hand, ready for use. 
room was illuminated by the light of the 
lantern. 

I entered cautiously and lighted both 
lamps. 

Nobody was inthe room. ‘Two chairs 
were overturned and a rag rug was 
crumpled on the floor. The end of this 
rug was stained and still wet with blood. 
I picked up the rug and threw it out of 
the door. 

“How about—upstairs?”’ asked Billy. 

Billy was no coward. He would have 
rushed outside and up the steps, had we 
even hinted. But mother protested. 

“Whoever it was has gone. 
wouldn’t go outside and up those steps.’ 

But I had to make sure. I took the 
lantern and climbed the steps, but found 
only the empty room. I reported, ‘‘He is 
gone. He cannot be badly hurt.” 

Mother sat down on the window couch 
and buried her face in her hands. She 
rocked back and forth as she sobbed, “‘Oh, 
Nellie, Nellie! I cannot stand it! I can- 
not stand it!’ 

I knelt at her feet and clasped my arms 
around her knees. I buried my face in her 
lap. The high nervous tension under 
which I had been, broke. I cried until I 
was exhausted and mother cried with me. 


He 


’ 


The entire | 


“It doesn’t 
hurt now 
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Mummy !” 
Unguentine has taken the pain away 


Ir’s amazing’ the way Unguentine stops 
the pain from an ugly burn. 

For cooling, avtiseptic Unguentine pen- 
etrates the surface skin, and quickly 
relieves the inflamed, smarting tissues 
underneath. Unguentine heals gently, 
safely, and helps Nature build up fresh 
new tissues. Hardly ever is a scar left. 


Antiseptic—guards against infection 


Unguentine is a powerful antiseptic, too. 
Unlike many other applications, Unguen- 
tine does not dry out and lose effective- 
ness. Unguentine continues to ease pain, 
continues to destroy invading germs, as 
long as it remains on the wound. 


Eight out of every ten hospitals use 
Unguentine. Keep a tube on hand. Use 
it for burns, and also for cuts, scratches, 
insect bites, bruises. Easy to use—just 
spread on gently and generously. 

Get Unguentine from your druggist 
today. Only soc for a tube that will re- 
lieve every household injury for months. 
Write for free booklet “What to Do,” by 
M. W. Stofer, M. D., Dept.15-GThe 
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y. 
In Canada, 193 Spadina Ave., Toronto. 


Whenever you bathe burned or wounded 


skin, always use UNGUENTINE Soap. It is 
wonderfully soft and kind to tender skins. 


» Unguentine 


Ce Quick-healing and antiseptic for 
BURNS 
CUTS 

A product of The Norwich 


SCALDS 
BRUISES 
Co. 


Pharmacal 
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F you want that perfect, sea-shell com- 
plexion so irresistibly lovely, you should 
try Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets. *An efficient 
substitute for calomel, mild inaction yet effec- 
tive, these tablets have quickly and safely 
helped thousands to banish unsightly blem- 
ishes and pimples. The flush of health is 
testored to cheeks. 


Bestows the Precious Gift of Beauty 


A tested compound of vegetable ingredients 
which Dr. Edwards prescribed to his patients 
for 20 years, these tablets helped to restore the 
liver and bowels to normalcy, thus removing 
the greatest cause of pimples, lifelessness. And 
keeping intestines clean will bring back pre- 
cious buoyancy and vigor that make childhood 
so wonderful. 

If you are bothered with dread constipation, 
pimples, colorless skin; if you feel old and 
terribly low, take Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets 
for.a few nights. All druggists, 15¢, 30¢, 60¢. 
Buy the large size, to have them handy, always. 
Know them by their olive color. 


“Tts the 
Prettiest 


*“Axp I made it all myself! 
Thanks to the Woman’s Insti- 
tute, I can now make all my 
own clothes and have two or 
three dresses for the money I 
used to spend on ove! For the 
first time in my life, I know 
that my clothes have style!” 

No matter where you live, 
you, too, can learn at home to 
make stylish, becoming clothes 
and hats at great savings, and 
earn $20 to $40 a week besides. 

Just mail the coupon and 
let us tell you all about the 
Woman’s Institute and its won- 
, derful new courses in Dressmak- 
is ing and Millinery. 


=m 


WOMAN’S INSTITUTE, Dept. 90-B, Scranton, Pa. I 
Please send me your Free Booklet, ‘‘Making Beau- 
tiful Clothes,” and full details of your home-study I 
course in the subject I have checked below. I am 
| most interested in— | 
| (1) How to Make Smart Clothes for Myself 

(1) How to Become a Successful Dressmaker | 
| Cl How to Make Distinctive, Becoming Hats 
( How to Earn Money at Home [ 
| Cl How to Prepare Tempting, Well-balanced Meals | 


(Please state whether Mrs. or Miss) 
MOQTORS 153s: cscptsit nesses tae Res elas seddescscpasassssasaetaues [ 
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Presently she said, “Your father, child, 
will stop at nothing as I told you. Now 
he knows about this place. He knows 
about you and Roy. When he comes home 
—Oh, Nellie, you must go away. You 
must, you must!” 

She became so excited that she could 
hardly speak. 

“T will not go away,’’ I asserted. 

“But you must, Nellie. Your life is in 
danger—or something worse than death 
threatens you. You must go.” 

Stubbornly I repeated, ‘I will not go.” 

Mother seemed almost beside herself 


with fear. She cried, ““You must leave 
this place. Your very life is in danger, I 
tell you. Don’t you understand? He 


will kill you!” 

I was quick to counter, “And yours? 
Your life is always in danger. Haven’t I 
seen, with my own eyes, how father 
knocked you down? Haven’t I seen the 
blood streaming from your mouth and 
face under his blows! If I am in danger, 
so are you! I will not go—” 

“Then I will take you! I will go with 
you. I must get you away from here,” 
she declared. 

Still I protested. ‘‘And—Billy?”’ 

Here Billy spoke. ‘‘No use to worry 
about me. They ain’t nobody goin’ to 
hurt me. I ain’t afraid 0’ nobody.” 

Mother repeated, “Nellie, you must 
leave this place—at once. Tonight. 
Billy is right. Nobody will hurt Billy. 
But you, Nellie, you must go before your 
father comes back.” 

“T will not leave you,” I cried. 

“T am going with you. Can’t you 
understand? This is life—or death— 
for you.” 

Again I spoke. ‘‘But—Roy?” 

She was quick to retort. “I can think 
of nothing now but you. Roy will under- 
stand. We can tell Roy later. I must 
get you away before your father comes.”’ 
She repeated again and again, “He will 
kill you. He will kill you!” 


SOBBED, ‘‘Mother—why should my 

own father—”’ 

She interrupted, “He is insane with 
bad liquor. He will stop at nothing. He 
is not himself. But we must go, Nellie. 
We must go now—tonight.” 

There was no need for evasions be- 
tween us. We were afraid for our very 
lives; or of things that were even worse 
than death. 

We crept back in silence to the farm- 
house. Thoughts, speculations, too awfyl, 
too horrible to be spoken, were racing 
through my brain. Mother worked with 
eager feverish haste, getting her little 
personal belongings together; just a few 
calico and gingham dresses and two 
changes of underwear, stockings and 
two cotton nightgowns. Billy found 
boxes for us and helped in every way 
that he could. All the time we were 
straining our ears, listening for father’s 
possible return before we could get away. 

And a weight heavy as lead pressed on 
my heart! Our study, our beautiful happy 
times, could be-no more! The frightful 
ghastly necessity was upon mother and 
me to flee for our lives in terror. 

I had few clothes and none of the little, 
luxurious trinkets that are the delight of 
girls of my age. All of my fellow workers 
at the mill had dainty toilet accessories. 
I had given these things but little thought 


even to regret them. And now it was a 
simple matter to pack my few dresses 
and necessary garments in the empty 
pasteboard shirt box that Billy had 
found. Then he tied a strong string 
around it. Mother used a flat suit box 
a friend had once given her at the mill. 
We put some bread and slices of ham in 
an empty shoe box. Billy tied this for 
us, too. And then we started to town. 

We carried no lantern, for we were 
more afraid of a light than of the darkness. 
I knew that mother had some money 
saved. We were going to the station, to 
take the first train to Huntsville, the 
nearest city. And from there we planned 
to go to Canton where another big 
tobacco factory was located. 

As we trudged down the old post road 
into town, I could hear mother crying 
and trying to choke back the tears and 
sobs, so I would not hear. I heard her, 
but what could I do? And what could 
I say to Roy? 


AD Mrs. Davis’ threats come true, I 

wondered. I was to “‘take the conse- 
quences.’ How could she possibly have 
foreseen such consequences as_ these? 
She could not! How was it possible for 
her to know of my own father’s cruelty 
and inhuman actions? No, whatever 
consequences she had in mind were yet 
to be revealed, I decided. And how 
hard—oh, how unbelievably hard—it 
was to have to abandon Roy entirely to 
her influences! To have to run away 
like this—from Roy! Would Roy under- 
stand? How could I ever make him 
understand? 

While we were packing, I had snatched 
two sheets of paper from one of Billy’s 
school tablets and a pencil from among 
his things. When we reached the station, 
nobody was around. A hanging electric 
bulb dimly dispelled the darkness. By 
the light of this bulb I sat down on a 
bench and wrote a note to Roy: 


DEAR Roy: : 

Mother and I decided suddenly tonight 
that we must go away. My father has 
found the study. Please, Roy dear, be 
careful and watch your chance. But please 
go to the study and take away all your 
books and things. Mother and I are going 
to Canton. We will find work there. It 
breaks my heart to have to do this, but 
please believe me when I say that I have 
to; that there is no other way. Billy will 
stay at home. Write to me at Canton, 
General Delivery. 

Always your 
NELLIE. 


It was not an easy letter to write. What 
would Roy think? J could not—I could 
not—tell Roy that my own father— 
No! Even if Roy didn’t understand; even 
if I lost Roy, how could I tell? 

I gave the note to Billy. I knew he 
would put it in Roy’s hand. 

We sat in the station until midnight 
before a train came. We didn’t buy 
tickets. We just got in the day coach. 
Billy left us at the steps of the car. 

Mother sat huddled in a corner of the 
seat, her box on her lap. 

Poor mother! She wore no hat. She 
had no hat. In all my life I had never 
seen a hat on mother’s head. My heart 
ached so for her that I almost forgot my 
own sorrow and hurt. But I was young. 
Life and love were both ahead of me. 
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While mother—what had love done to 


her? What had life done to her? I} 


thought of the five little graves in the 
New Hope burying ground. And of the 
young “‘picturesque and romantic” lover 
with a ‘‘musical temperament.”’ 

As though she were reading my 
thoughts, mother spoke, “He is not 
himself now, Nellie. He is crazed with 
drink. He is not responsible.” 

With her last breath, I thought, mother 
would try to make excuses for father. 

When the conductor came, we paid our 
fare to Huntsville. Then, as best we 
could, we tried to settle our boxes on the 
seats to make pillows, so that we could 
lie down. 

I had never been on a train before. 
The coach was almost empty. The 
conductor had told us it would be day- 
light before we reached Huntsville. 

The boxes made pillows—but they 
were too hard. We shifted around several 
times until, at last, mother sat up and 
leaned her head on the back of the seat 
and I curled up with my head in her lap. 
She put her arms around me, and too 
tired either to think or suffer, I fell 
asleep. 

I did not waken until we reached 
Huntsville. I did not believe that mother 
had slept at all, although she insisted that 
she had dozed and rested. We gathered 
our bundles together and got off the train. 

It was quite light. The sun was just 
coming up. The eastern sky was aglow 
with crimson and yellow and gold: all 
clear and shiny and beautiful. 

We went into the station. A colored 
man was sweeping the floor. Mother 
asked him when the train left for Canton. 

“They ain’t no train till noon, lady,” 
he politely informed us. 


HAT on earth could we do in that 

strange city, all those hours, wait- 
ing? Mother sat down on a bench with 
her boxes on her lap. Mother accepted 
Fate as it was handed to her. She had 
reached Huntsville. She was going to 
Canton. There was a wait of seven hours 


before our train left for Canton. She | 


sat down to wait. 
But with me it was different. I had 
slept. I was young. A new day might 


be dawning for me. It is hard to crush 


hope in youth. The Canton junction 
was a dingy little dump just outside the 
city of Huntsville. I saw a street car— 
two blocks away. 

I spoke to the colored man. “If we 
could leave our boxes some place, we 
could go into the city.” 

“The baggage man will check them 
things fer you. Right next door,’ was 
his reply. 

Over mother’s protest I disposed of 
our boxes—including the shoe box with 
bread and ham—by checking them. I 
said: 

“Mother dear, you must have some 
hot coffee and some breakfast. We can’t 
sit in this place for seven hours.”’ 

Holding to her arm, I guided her down 
the street to where I had seen a street car. 
There was only a few minutes’ wait until 
we boarded a street car and were going 
into Huntsville. 

We got off at the first little café that 
I saw. Hot coffee and a good breakfast 
made us both feel better. 

From the café we walked down the 
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| streets, 
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looking in the store windows. 
Everything was very wonderful to us. 
At a hat shop, I took mother inside and 
bought a hat for her—just a plain, little 
black felt. 
The time passed quickly. Everything 
was so new and strange and different! 
Presently we found ourselves in front 
of one of the big hotels that I had read so 
much about. A marvelous floral display 
in one of the windows under the hotel 
attracted our attention for some time. 
Such beautiful flowers we had never seen! 
We were turning away reluctantly, 
when mother gripped my arm suddenly, 
and whispered, “Nellie, look! In that big 
car stopping at the hotel entrance. Look!” 
A limousine had stopped. The blue- 
liveried doorman of the hotel was open- 
ing the door of the car. A tall gentleman 
got out slowly and laboriously. His 
back was toward us. I could not see his 
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face. Then a lady got out—quickly. 
Instantly I recognized Mrs. Davis— 
Roy’s mother! 

Then the gentleman turned. 

It was Mr. Carlo Jeters! 

From the limousine the doorman 
handed him two heavy walking sticks. 
Then I saw! 


ME: CARLO JETERS?’ left leg was 
heavily bandaged! He took the canes 
and started to limp clumsily across the 
pavement to enter the hotel. 

Suddenly Mrs. Davis ran close to him 
and whispered something into his ear. 
He turned full around and stared at me 
with astonished, glaring eyes. 

And then—I knew that I was standing 
face to face, there on the pavement in 
Huntsville, with the man that I had shot 
in the study in the woods, the night be- 
fore. 


It is evident that Nellie is both hated and feared by Mrs, Davis and Carlo 


Jeters. 
what may happen to the mother 
pretty little daughter? 


What will these two powerful enemies do to her—a poor girl? 


And 
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One Mad Moment 


(Continued from page 60) 


through this trouble; but I must be a safe 
distance from home. 

Fortunately a girl friend of mine had 
married the year before, going to a small 
town in the Southwest to live. She had 
often urged me to visit her, so I told my 
parents I thought it was a good time to go. 
Mv father, who still regarded me as a 
child, was rather opposed to it, but 
Mother interceded again. 


HE is growing so listless,’’ I overheard 

her remark to father. ‘Not at all 

like her old gay self; I think the change 
will do her good.” 

When we told Leonard’s mother about 
my plan, she was delighted. 

“Indeed it will be good for her, the 
dear girl, so loyal to my boy! 

“Isn’t it lovely, Ellen,” this to my 
mother, ‘“‘that after we four have been 
friends so long that our only children love 
each other? It seems as if Edith is mine 
too, and J’ll help you get her clothes 
ready.” 

Then one day, as they were finishing 
some garments for me, J heard her say, 
“Won’t it be fun some day, Ellen, for 
you and me to make little clothes for our 
grandchildren! I just know Leonard is 
coming back all right. I guess I never 
thought of it before, but I suppose we 
should be thankful our children didn’t 
lose their heads as so many young people 
did. It seems as if I just couldn’t stand 
it—not to have things right, you know.” 

“Yes, I suppose we should be thankful,” 
mother’s answer was calm, ‘‘but we’ve 
never had to worry about ours. Nothing 
can happen now, nothing but death, and 
we'd have to stand that, Mary.” 

My heart beat wildly, and I resolved 
afresh that come what would, I must keep 
my secret. Their pride and trust should 


not be shattered by any act of mine. 

To shorten a long story, I went to 
visit my friend, Laura Melton. Her 
husband was station agent at a small 
town not far from Albuquerque. Not 
long after I went there I saw an adver- 
tisement in an Albuquerque paper that 
a local picture house was about to hold a 
contest for a pianist; I tried and was 
successful in getting the position, which 
was in a small but select theater. 

I soon found a tiny apartment in 4 
quiet part of town; then began the lone- 
liest period of my life. For the first 
time, I was shy and reserved with people, 
afraid to make friends lest I should lose 
them when my condition became ap- 
parent. I rented a piano and practiced 
so constantly that the other residents of 
the apartment thought I wanted no 
company; I was seldom on the street, 
except on my way to or from the theater, 
dreading to meet chance acquaintances. 


AURA used to run in to see me; | won- 
dered what would happen when she 
learned the truth. Then her husband 
was transferred to a town in a distant 
part of the state, so that worry was re- 
moved. When mother wrote that she 
was coming to see me I truly think { 
should have sought oblivion in death, 
but father’s sudden illness kept her at 
home. 

So through the long months, working 
hard at my music, harassed by a thousand 
worries, I waited for my baby. At times, 
in spite of all, I was strangely uplifted 
by a sense of pride; it was Leonard’s 
child I carried close to my heart. I knew 
if he were to come, he would marry me. 
Then, in sudden desperation, I would 
pray that the baby would die, that | 
might die; there were few days when 
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i was not nearly maddened with grief and 
worry. 

I confided my trouble to no one. My 
letters to Leonard and my family were 
full of my music and how busy I was. 

But time was passing; finally, I knew 
Y must resign my work. Those last 
pitiful weeks in the apartment—alone— 

- I cannot describe them. I had made no 
friends and I was desperately lonely and 
afraid. Of course, I wrote home as if I 
were still playing at the theater. 

Often I was tempted to write my 
mother the truth, knowing she would 
come on the first train. Then in a flash, 
I would picture her grief and shame. 
And all the time, another great worry 
constantly beset me. What should I do 
with my baby? Oh, I wanted to keep it, 
but how’ could I without disgracing all 
our loved ones, Leonard most of all? 

Frightened, alone, but miraculously 
well, I approached the ordeal of mother- 
hood. Hesitating to consult a physician, 
who would doubtless take me to a hos- 
pital, where I would be subjected to more 
or less publicity, I went to a well-known 
midwife, who seemed to stand well in 
the community. 

She had a small private hospital and 
was both kind and capable. Although 
she took pains to insure the certainty of 
pay for her services, she was more than 
good to me, giving me personal attention, 
asking few questions, and even sending 
her maid to my apartment to get my 
mail for me. 


HE night before my baby was born, 

she told me she must have my parents’ 
address, and after obtaining that and 
other necessary information, she added, 
“And now, my girl, what are you going 
to do with your baby?” 

“Oh, Doctor Zaddock,’’ I burst into 
wild sobs, telling her all my story, bit by 
bit, how I wanted to keep the baby, how 
I feared disgracing those I loved. 

“Don’t cry, don’t cry!’ Her voice 
was as kind as though I were the first 
girl she had ever helped. “Crying is bad 
for you; you must save your strength.” 

After a time, when I was calmer, she 
said, ‘‘Now I’m trying to influence you, 
but I have a couple of fine friends who 
want to adopt a baby. They are splendid, 
cultured folks; he has a good business, the 
only grief they have in the world is that 
they have no children. I promised them 
once that I’d find them a baby. 

“They are very particular, but I’ve 
told them about you, and they will take 
the child. They don’t care whether it is 
a girl or boy, they just want a baby to 
love and care for. Your baby’s future is 
assured.” : 

“But I don’t want to give my baby 
away, and Leonard wouldn’t want me 
to,” I sobbed. 

“Think it over,’’ she said soothingly. 
“You see, he doesn’t know and, my child, 
he may never come back. I have lived 
longer than you, and know it is a hard 
world for an unmarried mother. Then 
there are your parents and his, as well 
as the child, to consider.” 


Before noon the next day my baby | 
Struggling back to an unreal | 


was born. 
world from the vagueness of an anaes- 
thetic, I was dimly conscious of Doctor 
Zaddock standing by my bed, talking 
to me; beside her were a sweet-faced 
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Cleans Teeth 


as Nothing Else Can 


For Cleaner, Whiter Teeth . . . do as your dentist does, 
when he cleans your teeth—use POWDER 


There is nothing known that will clean 
and polish teeth so quickly and leave them 
so gleaming white—as POWDER. 

Science has found nothing to take its place. 

That is why your dentist, when cleaning 
your teeth, as you know—always uses 
powder. 

As it is only the powder part of any den- 
tifrice that cleans, a dentifrice that is ALL 
POWDER just naturally cleans best. 

Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder IS ALL POW- 
DER—100% cleansing properties. This is 
more than twice the cleansing properties of 
tooth pastes. 


Dull Teeth Become White 


For over SIXTY YEARS, dentists every- 
where, have prescribed Dr. Lyon’s Tooth 
Powder, because—teeth . . . simply cannot 
... remain dull and film coated when it is 
used. 

It cleans off all stains and tartar, and 


In use over 60 years 


polishes the teeth in a harmless and practi- 
cal way that leaves them sparkling—many 
shades whiter. 


No Glycerine—No Grit 


Being an ALL POWDER dentifrice, Dr. 
Lyon’s contains no glycerine, therefore does 
not soften the gums. It is free from all grit 
or pumice and cannot possibly scratch, or 
injure, the softest enamel, as years of con- 
stant use have shown. 

Dr. Lyon’s is the only dentifrice old 
enough to prove it can be safely used for 
life. 

Neutralizes Acids 


In addition to cleansing, it is probably 
the greatest neutralizer known for ACID 
MOUTH, being many times more effective 
than Milk of Magnesia. 

Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder keeps your 
teeth REALLY CLEAN and clean teeth 
mean—firm, healthy gums, freedom from 
pyorrhea and the least possible tooth decay. 

Brush your teeth with Dr. Lyon’s regu- 
larly—consult your dentist periodically— 
and you will be doing ALL that you can 
possibly do, to protect your teeth. 


Lasts Longer—Costs Less 


Once you use Dr. Lyon’s Tooth Powder, 
you will never be satisfied to use anything 
else. It leaves your teeth feeling so much 
cleaner, your mouth so refreshed, and your 
breath so sweet and pure. 

Dr. Lyon’s is not only doubly efficient, 
but it costs... only half as much... to 
use. Even a small package lasts twice as 
long as a tube of tooth paste. 
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woman and a fine, serious looking man. 

I thought that I must be dying, that 
the doctor had sent for a minister. I 
knew they were talking, and I tried to 
grasp the words, but they slipped from 
me. I recall, vaguely, writing my name 
on a slip of paper as the doctor directed 
me to do. Then blessed unconsciousness 
again. 

When I was fully conscious once 
more, I asked the young nurse beside me 
for my baby, inquiring if it were a boy 
or girl. 

“A nice little girl,” she answered 
hesitatingly. 

‘Please bring her now.’’ 

“After a while,’ and she began to busy 
herself around the room. 

Immediately I grew suspicious. ‘‘Call 
Doctor Zaddock,” I said, a terrible fear 
gripping me. 

“She is busy just now.” The girl’s man- 
ner was soothing, evasive. ‘‘She will come 
just as soon as she can leave her patient.’’ 


? 


[- seemed hours before the doctor came 

to me. When I asked for the baby, 
she began quietly taking my pulse and 
temperature; later I decided it was to 
see if I were prepared for the shock. 

Then in a tone of surprise, ‘Why, my 
dear, you can’t see your baby. Youknow 
you signed a release, and her foster parents 
have her home with a trained nurse to 
care for her. She will have the best care 
a child could have.” 

“Signed a release?”’ I faltered, recalling 
the paper Doctor Zaddock had_ held. 
So that was it! I had written my name 
automatically as she had bidden, too 
weak to ask or care what it was all about. 
I realized what had happened and, with 
the realization, came a wild desire to 
have my baby, to care for her, to face 
the world with her—alone, if need be! 

To quiet my frenzied protests, the 
doctor administered a hypodermic which 
must have put me to sleep at once. [ 
have no idea how long I slept. When 
I awakened, a kind but practical-minded, 
older nurse was with me. I renewed the 
appeal for my baby. 

““My dear,’”’ pity and tenderness were 
in her voice and eyes, ‘‘you had better 
leave well enough alone. Doctor Zad- 
dock has told me your story; I hope your 
young lover comes back, but we know 
the chances are against it. And if he 
does, it will take more courage for him to 
acknowledge that baby than it did to go 
over the top in Europe. I have seen too 
many fail when confronted with that 


| obligation. 


“You come of a good family, but the 
baby could not be in better hands. Be- 
lieve me, we are doing you a kindness. 
There are so many others for you to 
think of, too. When you are well 
enough, Doctor Zaddock will take you to 
see the baby; you will feel better about 
it then.” 

Both she and the doctor talked long, 
enlarging on the appeal that if I left the 
baby with these foster parents, I was 
being kinder to her than if I kept her and 
branded her before the world as an illegiti- 
mate child. So, weak and miserable, 
afraid of disgrace for the child as well as 
for every one belonging to us, I yielded. 

Only a mother can know how I longed 
for her as I lay there during those days 
of convalescence. Doctor Zaddock kindly 


insisted that I stay with her long after it 
was necessary; she was fond of music, 
and I played for her. 

When I wanted her to take me to see 
the baby, I learned that Mrs. Grayson, 
the foster mother, had taken the baby 
and nurse to another state, ostensibly to 
visit Mrs. Grayson’s mother. They were 
to be gone indefinitely, Mr. Grayson 
said. 

I went back to the apartment, intend- 
ing to secure another position and remain 
there long enough to see my baby. Then 
the news came that Leonard was in- 
valided home to a hospital, having had a 
severe injury to one leg. He urged me to 
come to him, sol went. We were married 
at once. I boarded near the hospital 
until he was able to leave, about the 
time the war was over. 

Leonard went back into business with 
his father and we were very busy in our 
new life. His love and care were balm 
for my troubled heart, but every hour of 
the day, every waking hour of the night, 
I wanted my baby! And I wanted to 
tell Leonard about her but feared to do 
so. Somehow I managed to hide my 
grief. 

Sometimes I saw my husband watching 
me wistfully. But all he ever said, was, 
“Edith, sometimes it seems to me you 
aren’t really happy. Oh, sweetheart, I 
want you to be as happy as I am! Is it 
just that the war took some of your 
gaiety away from you?” 

“How could it help doing that, when 
I didn’t know whether you’d ever come 
back or not?” I answered, glad the excuse 
seemed justifiable. 

I yearned to have another baby, but 
no such blessing came. We had been 
married nearly a year and a half, when 
one evening some young friends called, 
bringing their tiny baby girl. I held the 
child all the time they were there. 

“Yowll have to get one for yourself, 
Edith,” the proud father remarked as he 
took her, ready to go home. ‘‘You look 
as sweet with a baby as Janet, almost,” 
smiling at the happy mother. 


FTER they had gone, Leonard sat 

down in his favorite chair before the 

fireplace drawing me into his arms for our 
usual evening talk. 

“Vou’ll be glad, too, when we have 
children, won’t you, dear? I—l’ve 
never spoken of it before, but for weeks 
after I left you that night at camp, you 
know, I could hardly sleep, worrying 
about you. 

“Sometimes I used to think it would 
drive me to desertion or insanity if you 
had a baby. I used to turn it over and 
over in my mind, and after I’d gone 
through a hell of remorse, I used to have 
the strangest experience.” 

My face was hidden on his shoulder, 
his cheek against my hair. ‘Of course, 
it was foolish, I know it was better that 
there was no child, but I would have the 
queerest exalted feelng, a sort of pride. 
I knew if you had a child, you would be 
the most wonderful little mother, and 
that our child would be born of the purest 
love a man and woman could experience. 
Then I’d think how proud I would be to 
come back to you and our baby. 

“But, of course, I was saner most of 
the time and relieved when time passed 
and you were all right, though I knew 
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you’d love our baby. I couldn’t love 
you any more than I do now, sweet, but 
how I would have loved that baby! I 
knew all the time how people generally 
regarded ‘war babies,’ but I suppose 
many of them were born to folks who 
cared for each other just as you and 
I do.” 

I looked at him; the firelight playing 
over his dear, idealistic face, seemed to 
transfigure him. His eyes met mine; 
surely no woman ever looked into a man’s 
eyes that were clearer, finer than 
Leonard’s. 

“And, do you know, dear,’ he went 
on, “though it was wrong, that night 
kept me straight while I was ‘over 
there’—I felt that I had a wife. Sweet- 
heart, why are you trembling so? Maybe 
I shouldn’t have mentioned it, but some- 
how I always wanted you to know how I 
felt about it, and you and I must have 
no secrets from each other. 

“Don’t cry, dear. Are you so disap- 
pointed because we have no children? 
We have lots of time; you are all I want. 
If we don’t have any of our own, we'll 
adopt some. Dad and I are making lots 
of money. 

“Edith, my darling, don’t, don’t cry 
so—you'll make yourself sick!’ 

Every word he said was stabbing me. 
I longed to tell him, but how could I tell 
him what I had done? In his boyish 
faith, he had made me realize what an 
utter coward I had been to give my baby 
away. While it was true that in the be- 
ginning, I had not known what I was 
doing, nevertheless, I had yielded later. 


I HAD left our baby with strangers— | 


our baby, whom he would have been so 
proud to claim! ‘hat was the time I 
should have told him about her, but I 


had lived with him more than a year; | 


constantly I loved him more.. I could 


not believe he would continue loving me | 


if he knew what I had done. I had lost 


my baby; I could not bear to risk losing | 


him, too. He thought I was grieving 
because I had no child, and all the time 
our baby was with strangers. 


He sat there, caressing me, whispering | 
fond little names, until the wild weeping | 
Long after he was asleep that | 


subsided. 
night, I lay awake, trying to plan how 
I could get my baby back. I could not 
see my way clear to going west without 
Leonard; he always wanted me with him 
whenever possible. I began to grow 


thinner and lose color, and all the family | 


worried about me. 
p Finally Leonard suggested that a trip 
might be a good thing; he would get 


some one to do his work. So he planned | 


a western trip, going out over a northern 
road and returning through the south- 
west. 


off every place either of us wanted to see. 

We spent only one day in Albuquerque. 
Leonard knew a young man there, whom 
he had met in the army. So while he 


Exhilarated by the hope of seeing | 
my child, I was enthusiastic; we stopped | 


spent several hours with him, I seized | 


the opportunity to call a taxi and went 
to the Graysons’. 


I did not need to introduce myself. | 


Mrs. Grayson was very polite, but I saw 
instantly that she was displeased at my 
visit. When I asked to see the baby, she 
hesitated. 

“T had hoped you would never come,” 


ARRIED five years. Good 

pals, real companions... 

until lately. What has made 
the change? 


In many cases these mar- 
ital tragedies are caused by 
the wife’s unconscious disre- 
gard of that intimate phase 
of her toilette known as femi- 
nine hygiene. 


“Lysol” Disinfectant has 
been relied upon by women 
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Disinfectant 
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LEHN & FINK, Inc., Sole Distributors, Dept. 352, Bloomfield, N. J. 
Please send me, free, your booklet, “The Scientific Side of Health and Youth” 


“What has changed him?” 


for 40 years, for this critical 
purpose. Nowomanneedmake 
mistakes. Buy a bottle of 
“Lysol” today—the direc- 
tions with each bottle give 
correct, specific advice and 
simple rules. 


And send the coupon below 
for our free booklet, ‘‘The 
Scientific Side of Health and 
Youth.” It is a woman phy- 
sician’s frank message to 


women. 


Warning. Extravagant claims 
are being made for so-called mod- 
ern, non-poisonous antiseptics. 
Your own doctor will tell you that. 
Some are virtually useless. After 
40 years, the weight of medical 
opinion is that nothing has been 
found to take the place of “ Lysol” 
—and today the world uses seven 
million gallons a year. 


Copyright 1930, by Lehn & Fink, Ine. 
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Why Wear Glasses? 


Thousands Can Throw 
Them Away 

Upon startling, revolutionary facts 
has been based a remarkable new scien- 
tific system of cye-training, which 
quickly enables you to train the muscles 
oi the eye so you can make them work 
properly at all times, and without effert 
or strain. This new system has been 
prepared by Bernarr Macfadden, in 
collaboration with the eminent ophthal- 
mologist who discovered the real truth 
about eyes. 

Remarkable tests were made in the 
N. Y. City Public Schools from 1903 
to 1911. 2,000 children who had defee- 
tive eyesight were instructed in a few 
of the simple exercises and in a short 
time their vision was radically im- 
proved. In one school, several children 
who had been compelled to wear glasses 
were enabled to discard them altogether. 

No claim is made that this course is a 
cure-all, In many cases glasses are es- 


sential, But if you are wearing glasses 
because of faulty refraction—far or 
near sightedness—astigmatism—cross 


eyes—squint eyes—weak, watering eyes 
—cye headaches or strain—you owe it 
to yourself to try this course without 
delay. 

Your own trouble is clearly illustrated. 
With this knowledge in mind, it be- 
comes easy for you to correct your de- 
jective muscles and gain strong eye- 
sight. 

We are willing to send this book to 
you C. O. D., giving you the privilege 
of returning it within five days after 
receipt if not satisfactory, and your 
money will be refunded. The price is 
only $3.00, plus delivery charges. 


MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 
Desk T. S.-2, Macfadden Building 
1926 Broadway, New York City 


Eyelash Beautifier 


Instantly darkenseyelashesand brows, ¥ 
Makes lashes appear longer and 
more luxuriant. Gives depth, 
brilliance, expression and charm 
to the eyes. Harmless, Easily 
«pplied. Approved by millions 
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Solid or water-proof Liquid 
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she said gently. ‘“But since you are here, 
I cannot be unkind. She is playing with 
some neighbor children in the back yard 


| I'll get her.” 


In a minute, she was back, leading by 


‘the hand my beautiful little girl—the 


| “She is not afraid of any one. 


picture of Leonard. Her large dark eyes 
looked out at the world as happily and 
fearlessly as his. She was rosy, perfectly 
formed, full of life. 1 thought her the 
loveliest child I had ever seen! 

“Do you wonder we love her so much? 
She is so bright and happy, too. I want 
to thank you for letting me have her. 
She fills my life.” Mrs. Grayson’s face 


| radiated love and pride. 


For a moment I could not speak, so 
many questions rushed to my lips. 
“What is her name?” I asked breath- 


| lessly. 


“Alice. My husband named her for 
his mother. She was dark, too. It made 
her seem more our own. ‘Then, noting 
the tears that streamed down my cheeks, 
she brought the baby to me, adding, 
Every one 
always loves her.” 

I cannot describe the stifling emotions 
that overwhelmed me as at last I held my 
baby in my arms, her soft little body 
against my own. She looked at me won- 
deringly, then began to play with my 
necklace, which absorbed her for a few 
minutes. 

Mrs. Grayson watched me pityingly. 
“T hope your sweetheart came back, and 
that life is good to you,” she said kindly. 

I knew that she was a fine, cultured 
woman, but under her gentle scrutiny, 
I felt a growing uneasiness and nervous- 
ness. I could understand that. Here 
was a splendid woman, one who had 
been denied natural motherhood but had 
given her Jove unmeasured to my child. 

I was tired of deceit. With Mrs. 
Grayson, at least, I would be honest and 
lay all my cards on the table. 


ES, he came hack; we were married 

shortly afterward. J have never told 
him about the baby, but he would want 
her if he knew. We are on a western 
tour, and while he is busy, I came to you 
to beg for my baby! I can’t go on without 
her—lI think about her all the time. Oh, 
can’t you understand? You can adopt 
another, you are not her real mother, 
you could love another child. But she is 
mine—mine!” 

The broken phrases had followed each 
other breathlessly, but before I finished, 
she was on her feet, her hands working 
nervously: 

“Please, please, don’t ask me to do 
that! I couldn't give her up—she is part 
of my very soul—there is no child like 
her in the world! 1 can understand, and 
I’m sorry—another woman. But my 
husband—he would be angry if he knew 
you were here.” Then turning to the 
child, she said, “Run out now, dear, and 
play with the children.” 

She took little Alice to the door. When 
she returned, there was a new edge to her 
voice, as she asked, ‘Do vou think you 
really have any right to ask us to give 
her back? You know, you gave her away 
once. She has been ours so long.” 

I pleaded—every fear that had haunted 
me all those months before the child was 
born; every phase of the regret that had 
so relentlessly pursued me _ since her 


birth. Mrs. Grayson was touched, she 
wept with me; but under her sincere pity 
the firm resolution to keep the baby 
never wavered. 

Finally the painful interview ended. 
When I started to go, she said, “I'll 
bring Alice in again. I suppoce there is 
no use asking you not to come again. I 
can’t be so unkind. 

“Whenever you are in the West, come 
to see her, but I do ask that vou never 
make your relationship known. You and 
J are both bound to grieve—you because 
you want her, I because she is really not 
my own. But I’m sure you must realize 
that it is better for her never to know.” 

It seemed as though I could not put 
the child out of my arms, but I tore 
myself away. When Leonard came back 
to the hotel, he found me with a dreadful 
headache, sick and distressed. And that 
was another time I should have told him. 
Had we begun the struggle for the baby 
then, we might have had more sympathy 
and understanding. 

Another year went by, each day like 
the one preceding it. Every morning I 
resolved that I would tell Leonard that 
night. But when night came, the same 
old fear possessed me that he might cease 
caring for me if he knew. 


HIN one night he came home, un- 
usually excited. The maid was out. 

“What happened today, Leonard? 
You look as if you had found a million 
collars!’ I asked as he walked back and 
forth between kitchen and dining room, 
as I put the dinner on the table. 

“No, not a million dollars, dear,” his 
fine face sobered. “It is bad news, but 
good for us, I think, though it’s selfish 
to feel that way about it. You remember 
the Hallens, that young couple on Ash 
Street? Well, their car turned over out 
on the river road today—killed them 
both. Isn’t it dreadful, so young and 
happy? They have no close relatives 
except his father, and Doctor Mallory 
told me the children are homeless, except 
for the old man. 

“He hasn’t much, you know, and Doc 
says he is sure we could adopt those 
babies, twins, boy and girl, six months 
old. We can get another maid. Why, 
Edith, I thought you wanted to—what 
is the matter?” 

He had been talking so absorbedly that 
he had not noticed my futile attempts 
at control. It was fortunate that it was 
the maid’s afternoon off, for I could not 
stop the wild sobs that shook me from 
head to foot. 

“Edith darling, if you don’t want to, 
it’s all right. I just thought it would be 
nice for the babies—and for us, too. 

“Edith, what is the matter? I’ve felt 
for a long time that something is wrong, 
dear. Tell me, please tell me, dear.” 

I do not know how I told him. I only 
know that somehow words came to me; 
that it was not hard and that he did not 
hate me for giving our baby away. In- 
stead, he seemed to understand and was 
as affectionate as ever. 

“T had worried, Edith. At first, when 
vou came to me at the hospital, I thought 
maybe you had met some one else. But 
I couldn’t give you up, anyway. ‘Then 
after we were married, 1 was sure you 
cared for me. Now, understand, I am 
not criticizing you—it was just that you 
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had lost some of your old joyousness. 
But always—past, present and future— 
you are the one and only girl for me.” 

Not a word of censure for me but this, 
“How could you think anything would 
make me care less?’ But I had not 
known he could look so sternly deter- 
mined as he did after the pitiful story 
was all told, even to the slightest detail 
of my visit to see our baby. 

Then his face stiffened. I saw Leonard 
as he must have looked on those cold, 
gray mornings when he had gone “over 
the top.” His jaw was set, his eyes 
grimly determined, his shoulders thrown 
back—a fighting man. 

Instantly I divined his resolution. 
But, oh, what a comfort to hear him 
say it! 
matter how-we have to fight for her!” 

Then another thought flashed across 
his mind, whitening his face. 
oh, Edith, there’ll be such grief for you!” 

“There will be grief for you, too, 
Leonard. I can stand anything as long 
as we stand together.” 

“Now we must make our plans,’ he 
was trying to be calm. Our dinner was 
on the table, cold, untasted, as we talked 
on. My heart was lighter than it had 
been since the day I first knew that I was 
to become a mother. Why, oh, why had 
I not told him as soon as he returned? 

But when I expressed that futile re- 
gret, he only held me closer, ‘I under- 
stand, I understand what you went 
through—alone!”’ 

Finally he said, ‘‘We’ll probably have 
to have legal advice. Pll ask Mr. Farley 
to come over tonight.” 

Mr. Farley was the lawyer who at- 
tended to legal matters for our families. 
He lived near us, and we soon heard him 
coming up the walk. 


EONARD hesitated, “Now, if you | 


don’t want to talk to him, you 
needn’t, Edith,’ but I was eager to 
answer any necessary questions. 

Leonard told the story briefly. Mr. 
Farley, a fine, kind old lawyer, shook his 
head sadly, wiping his glasses long and 
vigorously before he ventured any re- 
mark. ‘‘You poor child, to go through 
that alone! You certainly proved your 
mettle. Now I’m afraid you two children 
will have a fight on your hands. 

“This is my advice: say nothing to 
any one, not even your parents; go out 
there at once to see the foster parents. 
Maybe they'll let you have the baby. If 
they do, bring her back and tell folks 
anything you want to—it’s your affair. 

“But I’m afraid it won’t be that easy. 
In which case, bring suit immediately. 
It’s likely they have adoption papers, 
you know. I am acquainted with one 
young lawyer out there, met him several 
years ago. ‘A fine fellow, Judson MclIvor. 
If you need a lawyer, go to him. Wire 
me, and I'll wire and write him. Just 
tell your story to him as you have told 
me. In the meantime, if there’s to be a 
legal struggle, I'll tell your folks here. 
They'll stand by you to the last dollar, or 
I don’t know them!” 

There was more advice and, in spite of 
the heavy odds that seemed to loom up 
before us, we felt quite hopeful when he 
left. At least, a step had been taken, 
and that heavy burden was no longer 
mine alone. 


“Edith, we'll get our baby, no | 


“But you, | 


This new technique 
quickly makes 


Teeth Dazzling White 


HERE is only one correct way to clean 

and whiten teeth quickly. That is the 
method long advocated by dentists and per- 
fected by Kolynos . . . called the Dry-Brush 
Technique. But switch to Kolynos and 
judge for yourself. Use a half-inch on a 
dry brush twice daily. 


You'll quickly discover that teeth marred 
by stain, tartar and decay, and denuded at 
their necks by receding gums, are tell-tale 
signs of carelessness. Teeth will look whiter 
—fully 3 shades in 3 days! Gums will look 
firmer and pinker. Your mouth will tingle 
with a delightful, sweet taste. 


Unique? Of course! There’s nothing like 
Kolynos. When it enters the mouth it mul- 
tiplies 25 times and becomes a pleasant 
tasting, antiseptic foam that permits the 
Dry-Brush Technique! 


Aided by the dry bristles of the tooth 
brush this foam gets into and cleans every 


pit, fissure and crevice like no tooth paste 
you have ever used. 


Ugly tartar is quickly dissolved. Acids are 
neutralized. Dangerous germs that cause 
Bacterial-Mouth are killed. Teeth are cleaned 
down to the naked white enamel without injury. 
And for 3 hours after each brushing this foam 
continues to clean teeth and combat germs. 


Expect results in 3 Days 


Kolynos wins new users by comparison. No or- 
dinary tooth paste can match its effectiveness. It per- 
mits the Dry-Brush Technique which keeps the brush 
bristles stiff enough to do the work they should do. 


Introduce yourself to Koly- 
nos. Start using it with the 
Dry-Brush Technique and 
within 3 days you'll under- 
stand why Kolynos isso pop- 
ular. Geta tube of Kolynos 
from your druggist or fill in 
and mail this coupon for a 
large free tube! 
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Lift the Ugly Veil of 
Blemishes 


from your skin 


RADIANT complexion beauty lies just be- 
neath the surface. But millions of men and 
‘women suffer from pasty, dull, sallow complex- 
ions—marred witb pe ples, blotches, etc. What 
@ difference a few days’ proper care will make! 
Stuart’s Caleta Wafer will work wonders 
for such people. It removes the cause: a sep- 
tic condition of the blood resulting from intes- 
tinal stasis. Doctors and nurses know this con-, 
Gition. They call such cases Septics. 
Beptics frequently do not realize their con- 
dition. It comes on so gradually. No one will 
tell them of the body odor and fetid breath. 
Your mirror will tell the story: Skin blemishes 
are Nature’s danger signals. 


Try This Week-end Test 
A ten-cent package of Stuart’s Calcium Wafers, 
from any druggist—and follow directions for 
three days. What a difference! Eyes bright! 
Complexion clear—and with radiant natural 
color! Skin healthy, soft, and silken! Let one 
dime open this easy way to skin beauty for you. 


At All Drug Stores: 10c and 60c Sizes 
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we prove it to you FRE 

Write today for PROOF ine full devaila ee aur Toes 
FULL SIZE TRIAL PACKAGE. 

For the external care of all skin troubles there is nothing 
better—Skin Irritation, Blackheads, Whiteheads, Coarse 
Pores, Wrinkles, Oily Shiny Skin, Freckles, Scales, 
Crusts, Itching Skin, softens and whitens the skin. 
Just send us your name and address. 


ANDRE & CO., 751 E. 42nd St., Suite 492, Chicago 


Become a Successful 


STAGE DANCER 


—through the famous Ned Wayburn 
**Home-Study’’ Direction 


ONCE you had to go to New York 
or Chicago to secure the famous 
Ned Wayburn dance training. But 
now, no matter where you are, 
Ned Wayburn comes to you—ready 
to help you secure a complete, well- 
rounded training in every type of Stage Dancing— 
right in your own home—at a surprisingly low cost! 


Become an accomplished dancer—the famous 
Wayburn Way. juickly—easily—right in your 
own home! You actually secure the same ‘“‘star- 
making” training which has been used so success- 
fully in the New York and Chicago Institutes. 
Soon you will be ready to fill any professional en- 
agement for Musical Comedies, Stage, ‘Talkies’, 
Teaching or Social Work. Send for Ned Way- 
burn’s interesting free Booklet FHB, which explains 
this Home-Study Course fully. Act Now! 


NER WAYBUWRN 
Institutes of Dancing 


NEW YORK | CHICAGO 
1841 BROADWAY 606 S. MICHIGAN BVLD. 
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We went west in a few days, going 
directly to see the Graysons, who were 
courteous but determined not to give the 
baby up. We soon learned that, though 
they had not previously thought it neces- 
sary to do so, immediately after my first 
visit to Mrs. Grayson they had taken 
out adoption papers on the strength of 
my signed release and Doctor Zaddock’s 
evidence. 

In my heart I could not blame them 
for wanting to keep her, but, after I saw 
her again, it seemed as though I could 
not live without her. As for Leonard, 
always fond of children, the quiet yearn- 
ing in his face was pitiful to see when he 
looked at her. Mr. McIvor was sympa- 
thetic and genuinely interested in the 
case, which was not to be called for a few 
weeks, so we went on to the Coast—and 
waited. 

The suit lasted three days; the less I 
write of that the better, it is such agony 
to recall it. The publicity itself was 
almost unbearable; our people had always 
been highly respected, and it seemed as if 
all the pride of both families was being 
trailed in the dust. 


OWEVER, the issue at stake was so 

vital to both of us that the worry 
eclipsed our humiliation. For there were 
humiliating experiences, of course. Leon- 
ard had said, ‘“Remember, Edith, it’s go- 
ing to be hard. I can imagine the weapons 
that will be used against you, but no mat- 


| ter how hard it is or how unjust, remember 


every minute you’re doing it for the baby. 
It doesn’t matter what any one says or 


| does, our parents or any one else, nothing 


can change you—the real you. You and 
I may be alone in this against the whole 
world, but nothing they say to you or ask 
you can make you less dear or sweet than 
you now are to me.” 

And how I needed that loyalty! The 
| story of our youthful love and Leonard’s 
idealism was torn to shreds; held up to 
the ridicule of an unsympathetic world, 
even though it is a world of fathers and 
mothers. My evidence, and I gave it 
truthfully, answering every question 
honestly, was largely discredited. 

Doctor Zaddock, whom J had liked 
and trusted, testified that I was fully 
conscious when I signed the release, 
though admitting under cross-examina- 
tion that I was not unfeeling about giving 
my baby away. And no one seemed to 
believe it possible that I had waited so 
long before telling Leonard. 

My poor Leonard! His face was as 
white and still as though it were carved 
from ivory, while the cruel, sneering 
questions were hurled at me. I believe 
he suffered then as much as I had in 
those awful days of my voluntary exile. 
Oh, it was hard to know, though the 
Graysons were fine people, that we could 
not make the court believe we loved the 
baby as much, yes, more than they could. 
But we lost the case; lost the right to take 
our baby! 

“We won’t give up,’ Leonard tried to 
comfort me. ‘‘We’ll keep fighting, if you 
can stand it, dear. We'll take it to a 
higher court.” 

And it was hard to go back without 
little Alice, hard to face our parents and 
our friends. We were so grieved and 
disappointed that I have since wondered 
if we appreciated the sympathy and 


kindness we had from all of them. Noth- 
ing mattered much, nothing but losing 
the baby. 

We appealed to a higher court, and in 
a few months went back to renew the 
struggle, the second trial more hotly 
contested than the first. There were 
several lawyers on each side. Good old 
Mr. Farley was with us, too. Again the 
same agony of testimony and _ cross- 
questions. Finally the nightmare ended. 

Mr. MclIvor, our chief counsel, made 
his final plea, eloquent, touching. It 
seemed to me that surely the judge would 
see that we ought to have our child. 
Both hopeful and fearful, Leonard and I 
sat there, tensely waiting for the decision. 
My pulse pounded so fast I could scarcely 
breathe, Leonard’s hand gripping mine 
so tightly that later I discovered my rings 
had bruised me. On the other side, sat 
the Graysons, as nervous as we were. 

The judge was a splendid man, but, 
oh, he was too old to recall youthful love, 
youth’s sudden overwhelming emotions. 
Wise and kind though I believe he meant 
to be, he gave our baby to the Graysons. 
His reason, he said, after deliberating 
long, was because he thought her mother 
love was greater than mine; that it was 
better for the child, whom he considered 
above all others. 

Later, I read the papers and learned 
that he had talked long and kindly, 
giving it as his opinion that Leonard and 
I were superior young people, and ex- 
pressing great sympathy for us. 

But that day in the court room, as soon 
as I realized that we had again lost our 
case, I collapsed utterly, Leonard and one 
of the attorneys carrying me from the 
room. 

The strain had been too much; I had a 
nervous breakdown and had to stay in a 
hospital a few weeks. When I was well 
enough, Leonard, pale and thin himself, 
brought me to Oregon. 


BE “FORE we left, we saw little Alice 
again. Judge Lannaway had told the 
Graysons to permit us to see her at any 
time. But it was a sad visit and we 
realize that it might be better for the 
child for us to keep away. 

Her foster parents have promised to 
tell her, when she is grown, who her 
parents are, and have said she may visit 
us then whenever she wants to do so. 
That is our only hope now as every legal 
authority whom we have consulted has 
advised us our case is hopeless. 

We like Oregon; Leonard has done 
well, and with my music and other ac- 
tivities, I keep busy. His love has never 
wavered; if anything, we have been drawn 
closer. 

Knowing life as it is lived, I realize I 
have much to be thankful for; he is one 
man in a thousand. There is a perfect 
understanding, but, why, oh, why could 
it not have been given me in the days 
when I so sorely needed it! 

Ours is a childless home; thinking so 
constantly of our own child, we have not 
felt we could do justice to adopted 
children. We do all we can for needy 
little ones, and have a host of small 
friends, but as we watch our neighbors’ 
boys and girls growing, we are thinking 
of our own child, waiting for the time 
when she may be with us at least a part 
of the time. 
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The Desert’s Gift 
(Continued from page 71) 


detective headquarters at ten o’clock 
that night. In the meantime he busied 
himself in my behalf. 

Investigation showed that the man I 


killed had a bad reputation, led an idle | 


life, and had no particular domicile. On 
the third day I walked out of detective 
headquarters, a free man, in so far as the 
law was concerned, and headed straight 
for the hotel, eager to see Edith. 

Imagine my feeling, if you can, when 
Edith was not to be found. She checked 
out that morning, crying so she could 
hardly talk. What did that mean? 
Certainly I could not answer the ques- 
tion. Further than this information, 
the hotel employees knew only that she 
had received a telephone call immediately 
before she checked out. 

When I telephoned to the rooming 
house, the landlady shrilled at me, ‘‘Well, 
I do say! I don’t know nothin’ ’bout 
her.”’ 

Again I questioned myself. What 
could this mean? I sat down for an hour, 
searching nervously for the answer. It 
seemed that I never realized until then 
that I loved Edith so much; that I hated 
so deeply any separation from her. How- 
ever wrong our association might have 
been, I could not believe it fair that such 
happy comradeship should be so un- 
happily ended. 


FTER awhile I strolled up the street, 

and on the corner, met a young fel- 
low who roomed where we roomed and 
who worked at the ticket office. That 
very evening in fact, after I had been 
exonerated, Edith purchased a ticket for 
Denver. 

Having resolved to follow her, I went 
back to the rooming house to get my 
belongings. With various emotions so 
filling me that I could scarcely compose 
myself, I took one look into Edith’s room. 
1 closed the door quickly, imagining I 
could see the figure of the mountain man 
as it lay on the floor the evening Edith 
and I left the room. 

In Denver, for three or four weeks I 
used every conceivable plan to find the 
girl. All plans failing, I tried to forget 
her and soon left for San Antonio where 
I have lived ever since, dealing in auto- 
mobile supplies. 

But, try as seriously as I might, I could 
not forget her. About seven years had 


elapsed before I sat on the running board, | 


in that desolation between El Paso and 
San Antonio, and reviewed those scenes; 
those days with Edith. Had I forgotten 
her? Nay, nay! My memory, ap- 
parently more tenaciously than ever, 
held on to her. 

Now my thoughts, continuing up to 
my present plight in the desert, ended 
with a realization that I must be on my 
way again, if I expected ever to get home. 
So I tossed the nipple to one side of the 
road, re-entered my car and went bounc- 
ing on across the wasteland. 

I doubt if I knew how far I had gone 
when I came into a little valley, just as 
the evening sun was giving its last colors 
to the craggy ridges about. Thinking 
that not a soul was nearer than the nearest 
house many miles away, so far that I 
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could not begin to estimate the distance, 
I] ran suddenly upon an automobile. 
Though I was traveling in an automobile 
myself, yet I was startled to see another 
in that loneliness. It stood a few yards 
from the road, facing from me. 

“Can I help you?” I called out. 

No answer came, except the faint yelp 
of a dog, though I could plainly see that 
the car was occupied. 

Upon failing to get a response to the 
repetition of my question, I mumbled, 
“That’s strange,’”’ and crawled out of my 
car. But when once on the ground, I 
stood immovable, in a terrible dilemma. 
I did not want to venture into trouble. 
Nor did I want to drive off and leave 
somebody else in trouble. With a great 
deal more emotion, I called again, with 
a question about the silence. 

1 must admit that I was tremendously 
excited as I approached the strange 
automobile. And I was wholly unpre- 
pared for the sight that met my eyes 
when I looked into the automobile. Such 
tragedy was furthest from my mind. 

When I beheld the sleeping body of a 
mere infant huddled against that of a 
lifeless, waxen-faced man, my _ heart 
ceased its pumping as suddenly as a cut- 
off steam valve. Downright bereft of my 
wits, I stood motionless for I know not 
how long. 

Finally I realized that 1 must straighten 
out my thoughts so that 1 might decide 
what to do. Certainly something had 
to be done. 

It would, I feel sure, add something 
to the story if I should not mention 
having found there any one else. But I 
promised to stick to the truth. 

Glancing to the left, I saw a little girl 
running down a ravine, leading a still 
smaller child, a little boy. Close en their 
heels, ran a little dog, a mongrel. 


T once I knew that the children were 

running from me, frightened by my 
abrupt appearance; but their attitude, 
as well as when they left the car, is vet 
unknown. Believing that my duty lay 
first with them, I ran after them, en- 
deavoring to assure them of my friend- 
ship. 

Just before I caught the children, the 
wee dog turned toward me and barked a 
few times. But, upon my advancing, he 
wagged a friendly greeting. 

To my further astonishment and over- 
powering sorrow, the little girl, looking 
appealingly up into my eyes, and still 
holding the hand of the little boy, said, 
“You won’t hurt us, will you?” 

In a few moments I could answer her. 
I reassured the child, the tears fairly 
streaming down my face. 

Then presently she added, ‘“‘Our daddy 
won't wake up.” 

That was too much for me! Those inno- 
cent words, intensifying the appalling, 
gruesome scene, gave to me the worst 
feeling it has ever been my luck to ex- 
perience. To find little children away 
out there with a dead man, their father, I 
was convinced; to think of their helpless 
condition and of what would have hap- 
pened to them ere long, gave me a chill 
and I almost lost my senses again; but I 
realized clearly that I must not become 
helpless, or we should all die right there. 

The children, with no food or water, 
all had a scorching fever. After empty- 


ing the pockets of the dead man in an 
effort to find something by which I 
might identify him, I gave the children 
some water; not a morsel of food did I 
have. I washed their faces, arms, necks, 
and shoulders, hoping to lower their 
fever. 

“He loves you,’ remarked the little 
girl when, while I was bathing the little 
boy, he threw his arms around my neck 
and kissed me. 

I loaded them and the wee dog into 
my car, turned it around, and, withthe 
best speed possible, we set off in the 
direction from which I had come. I 
knew I could go back. But, with the 
lives of those babies in my hands, I dared 
not follow an entirely unknown road. 

Going back, I tried to drive from my 
mind the picture of the man in his plight 
before death—the picture of him when 
he realized that death was upon him— 
when he realized the apparently inevi- 
table fate of his children—and the picture 
of his struggling to keep life going until 
he had placed his children safe in some 
stranger’s hands; but I failed utterly. 
Others might have succeeded; I doubt it. 


I AM. naturally emotional. I felt that 

chance had once played a far worse 
trick on me than I should have been asked 
to bear. Why couldn’t some one—some 
one of a nature less emotional—have 
been in my place? I thus questioned 
myself, because I could not look into 
the future and see what time would 
bring about. 

After a long drive, we came out at old 
Ben Harden’s automobile repair shop 
and eating place, dead tired, hungry and 
ill. Ben recognized the children, the 
children of the ‘‘fella’”? he had told me 
took the route that I had taken, the old 
Spanish trail. 

“Well!” Ben exclaimed, his astonish- 
ment containing a query. 

I answered, ‘‘He’s dead.” 

At once, Mrs. Harden and I turned 
our attention to the children, turning 
them loose with a bucket of milk, after 
which I soothed them to sleep in my own 
lap. All the while Ben and his hired boy 
were preparing a buckboard in which 
they soon drove away for the dead man 
and his car. 

With singular distinctness, I recall a 
short conversation which took place 
between Harden and me as he started to 
mount his contraption: 

“Say, friend,” I informed, “that fellow 
had no money. I searched his pockets— 
found only some change—”’ 

“Didn’t have none t’ other day when 
we fixed his rattletrap and give him 
somethin’ t’ eat. Mo’n that—” 

“T got money to pay for—” 

“Who wants yore money!” shouted 
old Harden sarcastically as he drove off 
into the darkness over the rough trail. 

The news I could gather recited that 
the dead man, Lester Hill, was on his 
way from Arizona, where he had left his 
wife, mother of these children, ill of 
tuberculosis, to his childhood community 
near the Nueces River in South Texas. 
This information was gained from the 
papers I took from Hill’s pockets, from 
the account he had given to Harden two 
days before, and from the little the tiny 
girl, Jamie, could tell us. 

After Ben Harden and I buried Lester 
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Hill’s body, I took the children to my 
bachelor quarters in San Antonio. Hav- 
ing hired a nurse and bought them new 
clothes, I turned them loose in their own 
den. Like birds out of a cage, they en- 
joyed themselves as I had never before 
seen children enjoy themselves. 

One would suppose that I, a man in 
active business, should have known it 
indiscreet to keep the children without 
some legal authority for keeping them. 
Absolutely, I wanted those little joy 
begetters, little celibacy ridiculers; but, 
on barely mentioning the matter to my 
attorney, I learned that my heart was 
rapidly making me a kidnaper. 

What could be done? Was it possible 
that that little girl and those two little boys 
were going to be taken away from me? 
That, seeming too awful to be true, monop- 
olized my entire time for several days. 

An uncle, Grant Hill, whose name and 
address my lawyer found among the 
papers I had taken from Lester’s body, 
answered one of my questions. 

Yes, I must part with the children. 
Should he come for them, or could we 
manage to send them to his home down 
in Lester’s old neighborhood? 

‘Neither,’ I answered my lawyer, and 
began considering systems of procedure. 

I should like to state here that it is 
barely probable, but if, perchance, Mr. 
Hill reads this story, he may know that 
I bear no grudge against him, feel no ill 
will towards him. I trust that he has 
the same attitude towards me. 


OWEVER this may te, I regret ex- 

ceedingly that everybody hasn’t 
such a lady as our Jamie, now in her 
teens, such masters as our Lester and our 
Wilkins. 

Fortunately, the address of Mrs. 
Lester Hill, supposedly dying in Arizona, 
appeared among the papers. 

She, my hunch informed me, was not 
dead yet. In my desperation, without 
so much as intimating to my lawyer my 
intention, I rushed her a letter, a long 
letter, and attached to it an instrument 
with which, if signed by her, I thought 
I should have no trouble in securing the 
permanent custody of the children. 

Begging for the right to keep her little 
ones, I poured ovt my very heart and 
soul to Mrs. Hill and, all over the same 
paper, had the children scribble their 
love and kisses. I told Mrs. Hill of her 
husband’s death; of the perfect security of 
her little ones; of my eagerness to adopt 
them. 

In minute detail, I related to her 
how they, crawling all over me, by turns 
caressed me, and quarreled with me, 
until they all fell asleep in my lap. I 
gave her a complete autobiography, 
omitting nothing, going so far as_ to 
mention the only time I was ever ar- 
rested. 

“In protecting the honor of a lady, in 
Kansas City a few years ago,’ I wrote: 
“‘T became engaged in a battle with a man 
whom I had to kill to keep him from 
killing me. As the records of that city 
will show, I was exonerated at the pre- 
jiminary hearing.” 

I am sorry that misplacing the sick 
Jady’s answer has made it impossible for 
me to copy it at length herein. I give 
you only extracts from it; I hope they 
will suffice: 
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The Personal 
Story of 
Emma Courtney 


“T will never forget the un- 
happy days when as a ‘fat 
girl’ [ was the butt of all my 
friends’ jokes. They re- 
ferred to me_as ‘heavy 
weight.’ ‘Fat Emma’ and 
other odious names. They 
never knew how deep these 
jokes cut into my feelings. 
But as [ look back, I am cer- 
tain that my friends were 
right. I was fat. Almost 
every dress I put on soon 
burst at the seams. 
Carrying so much weight 
tired my legs and weak- 
ened my ankles so I had 
had no energy left at 
the end of the day. Although young and pretty, I | 
found out that young men did not care for ‘fatties’. 

“Twas anxious to reduce, but everyone warned me 
against the ill effects that follow from the use of 
“anti-fat’ nostrums and violent exercising machines. 
4 was desperate and didn’t know what to do. 

“Then a kind friend told me of Miss Annette 
Kellermann and her wonderful reducing methods. | 
{nterested at once I wrote her and sooa received her 
fascinating book, ‘The :Body Beautiful,’ and a 
lovely personal letter, explaining her course in de- 
tail and how I could easily reduce six to eight pounds 
a month—safely. I followed her instructions. Ina 
few months I regained my youthful figure and have 
kept it ever since. Life is once more worth living.” 
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Weight Reducing. 
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Is it possible that it is you, Jimmie. 
James L. Noble? James Lamar Noble? 
West Plains, Columbia, Kansas City! It 
must be you, Surely, the writing resembles 
yours. How well I remember it! 

And you were exonerated! That woman 
in whose house we stayed ’phoned me that 
you had been sent to prison for life, and 
said you told her to tell me to leave the 
city at once. She told me that you said 
I’d make it worse for you if they ever 


| got me. 


I didn’t care if they did get me, only I 
didn’t want to make it worse for you. I 
guess the old woman wanted my few pos- 
sessions. I thought she laid great stress 
in advising me not to run the risk of trying 
to get anything out of my room. Well! 
Well! [ do declare, Jimmie! 

Just yesterday I could hardly breathe, 
but I sat up in bed the minute your letter 
came. This morning I am sitting up in my 
bed and writing to you. Your letter is 
wine, new blood, new life, new everything, 
to me. 


Following her explanation of Lester’s 
trouble—heart trouble—with which she 
was afraid he would be taken just as he 


was taken, came soul-stirring phrases 
which [ am unable to repeat word for 
word. They concerned the ° children; 
concerned her heartfelt appreciation for 
my kindness to them; concerned my 
adoption of them, of which she signified 
her approval by signing the document I 
sent her. 

She closed her letter with these words: 

“Jamie, you need not go to the expense 
of adopting little Jamie—she is already 
yours!" 

Immediately I went to Edith, deter- 
mined that she had to live. Soon I 
carried the children back to her. Under 
our love and the best treatment that 
science could give, she drank in health 
day by day and hour by hour. She still 
has to be careful; however with pre- 
caution and much time at our cabin near 
Denver, she is a rosy-cheeked girl. 

My story is near its close, and I am 
writing away into the night; but the 
sweet presence of my wife, Edith, without 
whom I could do nothing, keeps me 
company. 


He Held Five Souls in His Hands 


(Continued from page 49) 


“Have the chief promise a Morse 
channel if we need it, if you can.” 

“O. K.,” said Joe and went back to the 
machines. 

Gradually things slowed down; the 
rush passed. The day messenger force, 
one by one, had taken leave until now 
only my night men were on duty. Andy 
Wilson, my night operator, clattered 


away at his business. 


I TURNED the pages of the complaint I 
had tossed on my desk. It had turned 
out to be anent a congratulatory tele- 
gram that had been delayed until it ar- 
rived too late to be read at a banquet of 
stock salesmen. 

How well I remembered the night of the 
date! The wind had blown a gale. Snow 
and sleet cut a person’s face like needle- 
points; the streets were piled with snow 
and the sidewalks were mirrors of ice. 
My men had been soaked through their 
rain-coats; their feet were numb with 
cold. It was worth one’s life to walk a 
half dozen blocks. 

And here some member of that well-fed, 
perhaps well-imbibed, company that had 
sat in a warm hotel room and cracked 
jokes amid the aroma of dollar cigars, 
complained of delay on a message that 
had been filed barely in time for appro- 
priate delivery even under ordinary con- 
ditions. ‘‘Shucks!’’ I growled as [ threw 
the papers away from me. But the word 
T used then is not the word I am using 
here. 

The street door opened. As I recog- 
nized the man who was entering, I glanced 
at the clock above me. Two and a half 
hours had passed since he had filed his 
message. As yet no order had come 
through. I was disappointed that the 
woman was not with him. I wondered 
where she was, at the time. 

Later, in recounting the story to my 
old friend Sanford, our company’s night 
operator in the hotel directly across the 


street, he had interrupted me, saving: 

“T think [ know the woman you speak 
of. One fitting the description spent 
some trying hours in the hotel that same 
night, dividing her time between the 
lobby and one of the lounge rooms. Yes, 
she went to the street several times, too, 
but she returned almost immediately. 
She spent most of her time in the lounge 
which is almost always deserted and out- 
of-the-way. I remember her well, and 
remember speaking to the bell-captain 
about her. I had never seen her before, 
and she was a stranger to the captain, 
too.”’ | 

Since the lounge room he spoke of over- 
looks my office across the street, there can 
be no doubt in the light of later develop- 
ments that what he said was correct. 
The woman was the same. 

“T was here about six o’clock,”’ began 
the tall man quickly. ‘‘Duell is my name. 
I think you remember, I—’’ 

“Yes,” I cut in, “I do remember. But 
I am very sorry we have no transfer for 
you yet.” 


a ELL! I wonder what’s holding it 
up? Ample time for it to have got 
through, don’t you think?” 

“Yes,”’ I agreed. ‘‘Much depends, 
though, on the promptness of the man in 
Kansas City, you know.” 

“T suppose so,’ he conceded with an 
apologetic grin. ‘Well, Dll be back 
again in about half an hour.’ 

I do recall now that when he left the 
oflice he went directly across the street. 
Of course he went to the hotel. 

He had been gone only ten minutes or 
so when my clerk placed the expected 
order on the desk before me. I saw the 
amount was but half the sum wired for. 
I checked the code words and, in antici- 
pation of the man’s return, I made out 
and signed a draft for one hundred dollars. 

There were no other customers in the 
place when he finally reappeared. 
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H How would you like to know 
ollywoods gp 


A gratified expression crossed his face 
when I told him: 

“T have your order now. Will a draft 
be satisfactory?” I knew very well a 
draft would not. 

“No. I must have the cash tonight,” 
he said trying to give his words an air of 
finality. 

“Vour identification?” I requested. 

“But I sent a wire asking for this 
money. You took it yourself!’”’ he 
blustered. 

I shook my head. ‘Sorry I can’t re- 
gard your telegram as proof of identity. 
Have you nothing else?” 

He fished out a black leather, gold- 
edged wallet and choosing a pasteboard 
laid it before me. 

“Well, here is my card,” he said less 
testily. ‘That certainly should be sufii- 
cient.” 

The name “Thomas Duell” in raised 
letters ran across the center of the square. 
In smaller lettering, at the lower lefthand 
corner, was the legend ‘‘Insurance.” 

Thus far his identification was quite 
insufficient. I know I felt no small 
amount of gloating satisfaction in having 
the power to thwart what seemed to me 
a pitiable mistake, a veritable tragedy. 
It was very evident that the man had no 
money. He was wholly dependent on the 
sum I might pay him. 


UT as the text of the woman’s wire 

came back to my mind J realized the 
futility of the situation. The damning 
message was in all probability delivered 
long ago; the irreparable damage done. 
I shuddered inwardly as I pictured the 
messenger in uniform at a little house in 
Brooklyn with pencil extended for signa- 
ture and one or two curious child-faces 
peering around a partially open door. 

A lifetime could not entirely erase the 
memory or heal the gaping wound those 
enveloped lines had made. 

I fingered the card as I looked through 
the plate glass window at the passing 
traffic on the street. 

“Well?” 

The impatient exclamation snapped 
me out of my momentary wandering. 

“Have you anything else, Mr. Duell?” 
I asked as politely as I could. “You 
know this isn’t enough.” 

“For Heaven’s sake, what do you 
want?” he shrilled, entirely losing his 
temper. “I never have this trouble when 
I use the—” he cried, naming our com- 
petitive company, “‘I always do have it 
when I use your lines.” 

I have been in the service of both com- 
panies, and have heard that phrase so 
many times with both people that I find 
it hard to refrain from laughing outright 
on occasion. 

“May I suggest” I offered, “initials in 
your hat, on your clothes, or engraved 
inside that ring you. wear? Or a bank- 
book or driver’s license?” 

I continued with a half dozen other 
simple means of identification which 
would have been satisfactory to me, and 
which would have met the requirements 
of the type of transfer I had to pay. 

It was quite evident even before he 
said a word that he had none of these 
things. His face became a dull red in 
color and he leaned over the counter 
toward me aggressively. 

“Look here, sir,” he gritted, “I’ve had 
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enough of this nonsense. I want that 
cash and I want it now! You are making 
it pretty inconvenient for both yourself 
and me. I know both Mr. —— and 
Mr. —— well.” He named two high 
officials of the company. “They shall 
certainly hear of your actions and—dis- 
courtesy. I don’t want to, but I can and 
will make things very disagreeable 
for you.” 

I shrugged my shoulders shortly. 

“T don’t think I have been discourte- 
ous,” I replied. 

I became aware that my clerk had 
come up and was hesitantly trying to 
attract my attention. He broke in now: 

“Some one is waiting to talk to you on 
the rear phone, Mr. Williams.” 

I excused myself and hastened to pick 
up the call, rather glad of the respite. 
As I moved toward the rear of the office, I 
heard my irate customer resume his 
tirade for the benefit of my clerk. 

“Williams talking,’ I spoke into the 
instrument. 

“Hello, Bill,’’ came a voice I recognized 
over the wire, “this is Charlie.”’ 


MARLIE FERAND is night manager 

of another of our branch oflices locat- 

ed nine blocks downtown from my own. 

“Hello, Charlie! What’s on your 
mind?”’ I asked. 

“Bill, have you had any one wire for 
money through your place tonight?’’ 

“Why, yes,’ I admitted puzzled. 
“Why?” 

“What does he look like?” came the 
quick question over the wire. 

I looked up to see that the man was 
still engaged in his loud, one-sided con- 
versation with the clerk, and apparently 
paying no attention to me. But I hesi- 
tated to go into a description lest some 
sudden lull in the sounds of the office 
carry my words to the man we were dis- 
cussing. The matter was assuming a 
queer aspect. 

“T can’t,” I said shortly. 
now.”’ 

“What! Has he received an order?” 

“Yes. I haven’t paid him yet. He 
has no—” 

Ferand cut me short with a concise and 
very good description of the man at the 
counter. I confirmed it. 

“Hold him there on whatever pretext 
necessary for ten minutes. Don’t fail! 
Don’t pay him—yet. You will under- 
stand shortly.” 

Isheard his receiver go up with a sharp 
click. 

“What now?’ I wondered. Whatever 
was up, I could see with one eye this new 
development boded no good for the 
handsome.face up front. Well, we would 
very soon see! It would not be difficult 
to hold the man a few minutes longer. 
Although he was plainly impatient to 
get the money and be gone, he had 
shown no indication whatever of leaving 
without it. 

I returned to the counter, assuming a 
somewhat more tractable air, and apolo- 
gized for there being so much difficulty 
in connection with his transfer. But I 
reiterated that there was no other course 
open to me. 

I was afraid he was going to leave the 
office, and rapidly revolved in my mind 
ways and means to detain him. He had, 
however, appreciated the softening of my 


“He’s here 


- attitude and decided on a final attempt. 


To gain time, I excused myself once or 
twice to attend to pseudo-important 
details. The ten minutes passed without 
too much effort or worry on my part. 

We were still talking, not wholly 
amicably, when two square-set men en- 
tered. One wore a close-cropped mus- 
tache. His eyes fairly sparkled with 
vitality. The other was clean-shaven 
and had no distinguishing feature except 
his unusual bulk. Both came directly 
to the counter, wasting not even a glance 
at the man already there. 

One of the newcomers, the man with the 
mustache, drew a pad of cable forms in 
front of him and, pulling aside his coat 
he reached for his fountain pen. He 
stopped, his hand gripping the pen his 
upper vest pocket contained. The coat 
remained thrown back and I saw the 
metal gleam of a police badge. His back 
was turned toward the claimant of the 
money order. 

“I'd like,” said the man with the keen 
eyes meaningly, “To send a cable to 
Germany—a cable letter. You under- 
stand?” 

“Yes, I understand,”’ 
eyes on the badge. 

“What are your rates to Germany?” 
he inquired, extracting the pen from his 
pocket and unscrewing the cap. 

I gave him the information he asked 
and he frowned over the cable form as he 
began his message. His companion took 
a seat at one of the desks and gazed idly 
through the office window at the street 
traffic. He puffed lazily at a long cigar. 

I returned my attention to my former 
customer. He had given the new ar- 
rivals a short, appraising glance, and I 
could see that he would much rather have 
had the office to himself. But he could 
have seen no cause for alarm, for he gave 
no indication of being ill at ease or ap- 
prehensive. 


I replied, my 


‘THE office door opened again. The 

portly figure of Mr. Thomas, our 
night inspector, filled the door but gave 
me no sign of recognition. He also seated 
himself at a table and after asking the 
night letter rate to Palm Beach, began to 
write. But not before he had formed 
with his lips to me the silent words, ‘Pay 
him now.” 

I was afraid my sudden change of 
front would seem suspicious and won- 
dered how I was going to effect a reversal 
of my stand without causing suspicion. 

My customer had been eying the little 
influx of new arrivals speculatively. He 
had made no further effort at conversa- 
tion since the man with the sharp eyes 
had asked for the cable rate and I turned 
my attention to him. 

‘Now I picked up the draft and edged 
toward Duell with obvious hesitation and 
uncertainty. 

By his own action the man made my 
task infinitely more simple. 

‘Are you going to pay me my money 
order, or are you going to make it neces- 
sary for me to get in touch with 
Mr. ?”? he asked. He spoke now in 
an ordinary voice with the air of acknowl- 
edging an impasse and placing before me 
for choice what he considered would be 
an unwelcome and serious alternative. 

“Tt is not usual, Mr. Duell,’ I pointed 
out, “but—’’ 
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I left my words unfinished and turned 
to the safe. I unlocked the strong box 
and counted out five twenty-dollar bills. 

“Please endorse the draft,’ I asked as 
I placed the colored slip before him and 
handed him a pen. ‘The order calls for 
one hundred dollars. I believe you wired 
for two hundred.” 

The man did not reply. He turned the 
check over and affixed the signature, 
“Thomas Duell.’ 

I blotted the writing, compared the 
name, and handed the man the bills I 
had taken from the safe. 

Things happened quickly! 

The detective who had been, to all 
appearances, composing a cablegram to 
Germany straightened up quickly and 
with a smile placed firm hands on Duell’s 
arm and shoulder. The other detective, 
who had been sitting at the desk appar- 
ently killing time while his friend wrote 
a message, now moved quickly to a posi- 
tion on the other side of Duell, between 
that man and the door to the street. 
Thomas thrust his head out of the office 
and beckoned to some one.  Ferand 
materialized in short order. 

“What’s the meaning of this?” de- 
manded Duell harshly. 

But if the policemen expected violence, 
none took place. Duell stood merely 
frozen to the spot, the money in his hand. 
He turned his glowering, handsome face 
from one to the other of the men in the 
room. As his glance fell on Ferand he 
gave a start; his features twitched. 

The detective, too, turned to Ferand. 

“Ts this the man?”’ he demanded. 

“Ves, that’s him!” 


UELL fingered the notes in his hand 

absently. Gradually his countenance 
cleared. A cynical smile replaced the 
scowl. He realized he had been com- 
pletely trapped, and the realization was 
leaving him unconcerned. 

It was Duell himself who extended the 
invitation to the company in a rich, deep 
drawl: 

“Well, let’s go, gentlemen!” 

The big detective passed his hands 
quickly and expertly over the prisoner. 
He was “frisking” him for concealed 
weapons. He found none. 

As the group reached the door on its 
way to the police car which I knew must 
be waiting at the corner, 1 saw the man’s 
dark eves flash to the hotel opposite. 
His entire body tensed. 1 had the im- 
pression of a tiger about to spring and 
opened my mouth to shout a warning 
when two vise-like paws gripped the 
man’s wrists. 

The big detective whispered a few 
words in Duell’s ear. The man nodded. 
A wry smile curled his lips and they were 
gone. 

Thomas called back to me as he left, 
“Tl see you shortly again, Williams. 
Good work!’’ 

But I shouted to Ferand and he ran 
back for a moment. Jn a few words he 
gave me the story that had up to this 
time been for me a mixture of hazy con- 
jecture and total blank. I had felt sure 
up to this point that the woman was in 
some way involved in the matter. I 
found to my surprise that her very 
existence was not even suspected. Nor 
had she, as I had been theorizing, had 
anything to do with the man’s apprehen- 
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sion. Her telegram to Brooklyn was 
another supposition of mine as having 
been the possible cause of what had just 
transpired. Here again I was wrong. 

I will continue to call the man Duell, 
though subsequent disclosures exposed 
him as having used at least a hundred 
aliases. He was wanted for forgery in a 
dozen states. 

Duell, according to Ferand’s rapid 
synopsis, had wired through his (Fer- 
and’s) office to Buffalo for a sum of 
money. The name he had used there 
had been ‘‘Buckingham.”’ 

Unfortunately for Duell, he had in 
some manner confused his references on 
the scheme he proposed to work, or had 
been thwarted by unexpected circum- 
stances that make the commission of any 
crime a hazard, no matter how well 
planned. 

At any rate Buckingham happened to 
be in Buffalo when the wire for funds was 
received by his friend. Not only was he 
in that city, but he had been visiting at 
the home of his chum that very evening. 


"THE result had been a telephone call 

from Buffalo to police headquarters 
here. Two detectives had been imme- 
diately assigned to the case and hastened 
to Ferand’s office. One of the men had 
remained there while the other canvassed 
additional telegraph ofiices in the vicin- 
ity. It was found that two other branches 
recognized the description the detective 
gave them as he had gotten it from 
Ferand. 

The man had filed telegraphic requests 
for money through both these other 
branches. These two offices were op- 
erated by another telegraph company. 
It was learned the man, who used a 
different name in each place, had made 
several inquiries both in person and by 
phone, but no orders to his credit had 
been received up to that time. 

Ferand’s call to me at the crucial 
moment had been made at the instigation 
of the policeman at his branch who knew 
his ‘“‘side-kick”’? was working downtown 
in his canvass. The second detective 
had returned from his survey just as 
Ferand was hanging up after his call to 
me. Thomas, of course, had been on the 
job at the outset. 

As he concluded, Ferand hastened 
away with a hurried “See you later.” 

The whole thing was very plain now: 
a telegraphic money order swindle. The 
man made it his business to become in- 
timately familiar with the whereabouts 
and movements of the persons he im- 
personated, or rather, those whose names 
he assumed. 

To acquire the cards on pretense of 
possible future business dealings was, of 
course, a simple matter. 

But how the man had expected to 
collect any or all of the money he had 
wired for under the various names with 
no better identification than he had 
produced for me, I could not understand. 
I concluded that he relied for the most 
part on the wire he had sent, and a confi- 
dence in his ability to beat down any 
difficulty through sheer force of person- 
ality. He was far too optimistic. Forgery 
is easier. 

But the woman? Where was she? 
Did she know what had happened to her 
lover? Could she have been a party to 


the attempted swindles? I hoped not. 
My questions were to be answered, 
for almost immediately the door opened 
and she was in the office. 
Her eyes were wide with premonition 
and fear. Her nervousness such that she 
shook from head to foot; her lips were 


quivering. I expected any minute she 
would break into sobs—worse than that 
hysteria. She wanted to speak, but the 
words failed to come. I looked at her 
helplessly. 


As she stood there, holding to a chair 
for support, I could only wonder anew 
at the madness that must have possessed 
her to throw all that she was, all that she 
represented by her gracious womanhood, 
her motherhood, to embark on the course 
she had contemplated. But when the 
picture of the man came before me again 
with its magnetic aura of vitality and 
force, I understood how any woman in 
the bloom of life, and hungry for love, 
might find that force irresistible if given 
the opportunity. I do not think that 
reason or judgment or sense of duty, no 
matter how clearly seen, can dam up ‘and 
hold in restraint that seething passion 
which reduces some natures to a tempo- 
rary state of hypnotic helplessness. 

Especially was this true of the woman 
before me. I could see she had been 
sheltered and protected all her life. How 
sweet and clean she was! But how piti- 
fully lacking in that hardness of will 
which comes of experience and_ hard 
contact with life to stiffen the character 
and make it less susceptible to such over- 
whelming emotion. 

How often it is that stark reality, like 
a dash of icy water, clears the mind and 
quenches the fire! How clearly each 
garish detail stands out in the unmerci- 
ful brilliance of sobered senses that fol- 
lows. But, alas, how often does this 
come too late! 


"PRE woman placed one hand on her 
breast as if to control its irregular 
rise and fall. 

“Mr. Thorpe! Where has he gone? 
And—and those—men! Who are they?” 
she asked in a low, strained voice. 

She had seen everything from the 
lounge window of the hotel across the 
street. To her the man had been Mr. 
Thorpe. 

I hesitated to confirm what I could 
see she more than half suspected. But 
I saw no advantage in evasion. 

“The men are detectives,’ I said as 
kindly and impersonally as I could. 
“They are taking Mr. Thorpe to the 
police station.” 

“Oh!”? The low sob shook her entire 
body. Her trembling hands rose to her 
face in an effort to hide the uncontrollably 
shaking lips. Her beautiful blue eyes, 
wide with awful realization, never left my 
face. 

I felt like an unfeeling brute as I told 
her the truth in as few words as I could 
muster. 

Oblivious to her surroundings the 
woman sank to a chair. Her whole 
form trembled with the silent sobs she 
was no longer able to hold in check. 

“What shall I do? What shall I do?” 
Over and over the hopeless mufiled words 
came from the huddled figure. 

I have never in my life felt the anguish 
for a human being that I did then for 
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that disillusioned, penitent mother. I 
could not find it in my heart to condemn 
her, or even censure her. What a price 
life had exacted as payment for her 
lesson! Her lover a scoundrel. Her 
husband, her children, lost to her through 
the unreasoning folly of an irresponsible 
moment. Disgraced in eyes of acquaint- 
ances and friends; the mistress of a crook 
they would brand her! 

I tried to rouse courage enough to at- 
tempt to comfort her. J wanted to sug- 
gest that she go back to her family and 
home, regardless of what had gone before, 
and to try to impart a confidence to her 
that forgiveness would be awaiting her 
there. 

I knew, even as the thought came to 
me, that she would never take that step 
with her spirit and body so broken. For 
once I regretted my sex. I felt powerless 
to do the only thing possible to aid her 
now. 

What would she think of blundering, 
faltering, empty words or asinine phrases 
meant to mitigate the torture of the blow 
that had fallen upon her? Words from 
me, a man, when her whole world had 
just been changed from a sheltered para- 
dise to an arid consuming desert stretch- 
ing away on all sides to a hopeless void— 
by a man. 

Passersby were beginning to notice the 
bent figure in the office. 

One or two stopped and, under pretext 
of examining the poster in the window, 
regarded the woman curiously. 

I could see the reflection of the light 
poster on the glass against the darker 
background of the street. 

“Speed”? was the heading in big, bold 
lettering across the top of the gleaming 
card. The text and picture emphasized 
the rapidity with which communication 
was handled and the reasonableness of 
cost. The irony of the thing! What had 
speed meant here? And what the cost! 


LOWLY the woman’s shaking form 
took on a comparative quiet. The sobs 
came less frequently and the trembling 


limbs took on a calm. The realization | 


that she was in a public place, and its 
spur to her last remaining shred of vanity 
and pride in appearances, beat her into a 
desperate self-possession. 

I cannot describe the sensation awak- 
ened in me at the sight of her as she rose 
unsteadily from the chair. I cannot 
begin to describe her expression or her 
movements or the utter abject despair 
that lay in the depths of her eyes as she 
turned them dazedly toward me in an 
unseeing glance before she turned to pass 
out the door. 

I saw her hesitate on the sidewalk. I 
saw her strike her small impotent fists 
together in a heartrendirg gesture of 
helplessness. She turned east and passed 
out of my sight. 

It was some moments before I realized 
the activities of the office were still going 
on around me in well-ordered routine. 
Messengers came and went on their calls, 
or to make their fistful of deliveries. 
Andy was pounding away at the inter- 
minable string of words on the little 
blanks before him. The call circuits still 
chimed their intermittent demands. 

I sank to the chair at my desk. My 
clerk came to me with a cable routing he 
could not understend. A telephone rang 
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and | answered it myself. 
business went on. 
“The operator flipped a sheet fresh 


The telegraph 


_| from the wire under the hook reserved 


for supervisors’ wires and ‘‘service”’ 
messages. I walked back and took the 
blank in my hands; my eyes passed over 
it quickly. 

In the instant I was riveted to the floor. 
Unbelief and absolute amazement gripped 
me from head to foot in a sort of paraly- 
sis. 

Was this a miracle? 

I forced my doubting eyes across the 
short “service” again. The words stared 
back at me in God-sent immutable 
finality: 


QB NY 
YD CK 15 HARMON 892 BAYFAIR AVE 
SINED ANNE GBA 

ZU 


BKLYN NY 


Brooklyn was reporting the woman’s 
| message undelivered by reason of an 
incorrect address. I made a leap for the 
| “sent business”’ and pulled out the origi- 

nal message. I compared the addresses. 
| The first figure of the address had been 
dropped. 


| HE machine trouble that had forced 
| us to close out one wire during the rush 
| in the evening flashed back to me. The 
| message I held now in my shaking fingers 
| had been one of the last over that wire 
| before the trouble had been detected. 
| The error through the mercy of a kind 
| Fate had been impossible of detection. 
| “Jack,” I shouted to the messenger 
| standing before the delivery table, ‘‘drop 
_that route! Did you notice the woman 
who left just as you were coming in?” 

“Yes, sir!’ replied the lad promptly. 

“Go after her! Get her! Hurry! She 
walked east. Tell her she must come 
| back here quick! It’s urgent! Go all the 

way over if you have to—clear to the 
| river! But don’t come back without her.”’ 

The messenger was out in a second. 

The river! My own words re-echoed in 
my ears. Until I spoke the words, the 
thought had not crossed my mind. Now 
I was gripped with a fear I could not 
shake off. Was she headed for that solu- 
tion of all human problems? Would my 
messenger be too late? Would he be able 
to find her at all? 

The minutes dragged like years. Three 
times in ten minutes I went to the door 
to look up and down the street. I saw 
neither my messenger nor the woman. 
Rain had begun to fall and a wind was 
springing up. I shivered as a gust threw 
a cold mist against my face. The sound 
of automobile tires splashing through the 
puddles was not pleasant. 

I cannot say how long I waited. The 
time seemed interminable. I tried to busy 


myself with work, but I found myself 
turning quickly at each sound from the 
street. As the time passed, a conviction 
took hold of me that my messenger would 
return alone. 

Then, at last, they came! The mes- 
senger first, the woman behind him. 

She looked as though all sense of feeling 
had left her. Her clothes clung to her, 
damp with rain. 

“Madam,” I said in a matter-of-fact 
tone, “your wire to Brooklyn has been 
reported undelivered. An error was 
made in the address.” 

I felt I was talking to some inanimate 
object. There was no change in the 
mask-like expression on her face. There 
was no sign that she understood my 
words. I repeated them and held up to 
her as confirmation Brooklyn’s wire to 
me—as if that jargon could convey any- 
thing to her! 

As the import of my words penetrated 
the blanket of blind hopeless fog the 
incidents of the night had wrapped chok- 
ingly around her, her features began a 
marvelous transformation. I believe I 
saw then the same transformation that 
passes when a condemned soul sees un- 
expectedly the gates of heaven swing 
wide. 

Once more the tears came. This time 
in a torrent that I was glad to see, for it 
was the kind of weeping that clears the 
brain, steadies the nerves and brings out 
the sun of reason and the rainbow of 
future promise. 


ILL you let one of the boys see 
you to the subway?” I asked. 

The woman nodded timidly. 

“T don’t know how to thank you for— 
for all you’ve done,”’ she said in a beauti- 
ful whisper. 

“T have done nothing, madam.” 

My boy was waiting at the door for her, 
his umbrella open. A moment more and 
they were gone. 

“Where did you catch her, Jack?’ I 
asked. 

“Way over by the river,’ answered 
the lad in uniform, shaking the rain from 
his cap. ‘“‘Wonder what she wanted ’way 
over there in those dumps?”’ he appended 
hopefully, with a quizzical glance at 
me. 

“T wonder!”’ I answered in a low voice. 

The operator was sending my answer 
to Brooklyn: 


ZU BKLYN 
sys OD 15 HARMON BAYFAIR AVE SINED 
ANNA CANCEL AND FILE 

QB NY 

I attached original wire and service 
message together. The former was en- 
dorsed as sent at 6:28 p.M., the latter at 
10:32 P.M. 
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Stronger than Love 


(Continued from page 68) 


decided to be even more magnanimous. I 
told O-Nari that we would leave Paris for 
a while, and go through the country of 
France; I knew she loved the country. 
And I wanted to see the great cathedrals 
and the other old buildings in the prov- 
inces that I heard the artists talk about. 

It was April when we started on our 
trip, the month of cherry blossoms, the 
month in which in Japan the birthday of 
the Buddha is celebrated. We—the 
Japanese—hold it as the “‘gentle month”; 
the month in which husbands and wives, 
parents and children, refrain from say- 
ing anything that might hurt one an- 
other. If there has been estrangement, 
it is the month of reconciliation. 

Of this O-Nari reminded me as we 
started, saying many tender things. She 
was so happy. She thought there could 
never be estrangement or misunderstand- 
ing between us again. For a time I 
thought so too. And if I had been pa- 
tient—but I was not. It annoyed me 
that O-Nari did not understand about 
architecture. How could she? I am not 
excusing myself. I am only stating a. fact. 
I wanted a wife who could be high-brow 
about painting and architecture; yet one 
who, at the same time, was as gentle and 
obedient as O-Nari, and beautiful as she 
was. All people—Americans and Euro- 
peans, as well as Japanese—thought her 
beautiful. 


T last as we came to Nancy, the town 
where the little French druggist lived 
—the man who said we could make 
ourselves be anything we wanted to be 
by imagining ourselves to be that thing. 
I was eager to see everything and every- 
body that was new or different from 


what I had seen, so I went to see the French | 


psychologist and took O-Nari with me. 
The psychologist spoke that day in Eng- 
lish, as often he did in the summer, because 
there were then many Americans and 
English in Nancy. O-Nari had learned a 
little English from one of the missionary 
ladies in Japan, so she understood what 
the famous man was talking about. 

What he said delighted her. She could 
be what she wanted to be, he told her, by 
imagining herself to be that. 

Well, she would imagine herself to be 
just what I, her husband, wanted her to 
be. That was what she cravyed—not 
better health, as most of those did who 
went to see the psychologist, or more 
money or greater comfort. But just 
never to disappoint or annoy me in any 
way. She would imagine herself the sort 
of woman who would always please me. 
Each day she repeated earnestly the 
magic formula taught her by this famous 
French psychologist. 

“Every day, in every way, I am growing 
better and better.’’ She believed in its 
efficacy. Ecstatically she would clap her 
hands and say, “I can, I can, I can,” as 
she had heard the psychologist tell the 
American and English ladies to do. She 
translated this phrase into Japanese, and 
the ‘‘better and better’? formula, too. 
Thesg she would repeat like a chant, many 
times a day, running her fingers, as she 
sang, over the Japanese sacred beads 
which her grandmother had given her. 
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She learned to say the phrases in 
French, also. And in one language or an- 
other I would hear her saying or singing 


| them many times a day. 


When we returned to Paris, we did 
not go back to the small rooms in the 
Latin Quarter where we had lived be- 
fore. We went to larger rooms in a gayer 
part of the city, that section called Mont- 
martre. We lived on a sloping street 
which winds to the top of the hill of 
Montmartre. On.the top stands the 


| great white church of the Sacred Heart. 


This church is like e dazzling white lotus 
rearing its head above the mud and slime 
of a dirty pond in which its roots lie em- 
bedded. Always I thought of that when 
I saw it, and somehow I reverenced it, 
as in Japan we reverence the lotus al- 
though, to be truthful, in those days [ 
spent more time in the slime than I did 
in the heart of the lotus which rose above 
the slime. JI mean it was the night life of 
the Montmartre section of Paris that in- 
terested me. 

This sort of life was expensive, as my 
rooms in this section of Paris were ex- 
pensive, compared with those I had had 
when I first came to Paris. But I had 
written my father that I needed more 
money if I was to become a great artist. 
I knew his heart was set upon this. He 
sent me the money. I did not mention 
that I wanted it for other things besides 
paints and brushes. I wrote my father 
that I needed a better model, a girl model 
who demanded more money, if I was to 
paint the great picture I had planned. 


HIS, in a way, was true. J did want 

to paint a great picture that would 
make me famous. In those days the love 
of fame burned in me like a fire. But there 
was another fire too, and this it is not 
easy to tell about. I mean about the 
way I felt, the sort of fool I made of my- 
self in connection with the model, a 
Japanese girl called Cherry—the same 
one whom the art student had compared 
with my little wife. But Cherry was a 
very different sort of Japanese girl. [ 
needed money to get her to sit for me as a 
model. And I needed it, too, for other 
things; to entertain her, I mean, at cafés 
and other places. I was flattered that she 
consented to be my model. Not every- 
body who wanted her could have her for 
amodel. She was much in demand. 

In my heart I loved O-Nari—her 
gentleness, her grace, her fragrance which 
was like that of a wild plum blossom. 
But perhaps I was too certain of her 
love which denied me nothing, and which 
I knew would be capable of any sacrifice. 
I don’t know—I am not attempting to 
excuse myself. Men’s hearts are curious 
things. I only know that I left O-Nari 
who was more beautiful—the art student 
who had said this was right—to seek the 
society of Cherry. 

She left me long before my picture was 
finished; the one for which she was posing; 
the one which I had hoped would make a 
sensation in Paris and would make my 
name famous when it was exhibited. I 
could not finish it without a model. To 
be truthful, I had not worked hard at 
this picture in spite of my ambition to be 
famous. It had been more amusing to 
go about to the cafés with Cherry; to let 
people see that she had chosen me to be 
model to. 


But, now that she had left me, and 
people laughed when I went to the cafés 
alone, [ determined more than ever to 
become a famous artist. I would make 
them envy me; those that laughed. That 
was the thing that cut—to be laughed at. 
Well, I would make them laugh out of the 
other side of their mouths. And my 
painting master, too. He did not laugh 
in the way that my fellow art students 
laughed, but recently he had criticized my 
work in a way that I resented; had said 
that every day in every way it was getting 
worse and worse; that he did not care 
anything about my morals or my amuse- 
ments, but that, obviously, these had be- 
come of a sort that made me neglect my 
painting. And he had said other things— 
things that I tried to forget, but that 
somehow kept popping up in my mind. 
Well, I would show him—my master, too. 
I would paint something greater than he 
had ever painted. I would make him 
envy me. I thought how fine it would be 
to have him come to me and apologize. 
I must be practical. Where was I to find 
a model more beautiful than Cherry? 
A European model I might find, but for 
the picture I had planned I must have a 
Japanese model, a very beautiful one. I 
thought of those I knew or had seen in 
Paris. One by one I recalled them. I 
went over their points. Not one would 
do. The model I wanted, the one I had 
now set my heart on, must be beautiful— 
more beautiful than Cherry. Above all, 
she must look out from the canvas with 
eyes of love; as if she were languishing for 
love of the artist who was painting her. 
Cherry must see that, too. 

Where could I find such a model? 
Many days I wandered about the streets, 
went to addresses of models I had heard 
of, but always in vain. 

Lying awake, as now [I did, night after 
night, did not help matters. It was dur- 
ing one of these sleepless nights that an 
idea occurred to me, which first I put from 
meas monstrous. But it came back again. 


T first I hesitated to speak of the idea 
to O-Nari. Her obedience in all ordi- 
nary matters, her gentle deference tomy 
wishes—my whims—I knew I could count 
on. But this was no ordinary matter. It 
was something no Japanese had ever asked 
of his wife before—perhaps that no man 
anywhere had ever asked of his wife. It 
would mean subjecting O-Nari to indig- 
nity such as no respectable woman of my 
acquaintance had ever been subjected to. 

But, on the other hand, I remembered 
O-Nari’s great love for me, which even 
my cruel neglect of her had not killed; 
I knew her faith in me, her belief in my 
talent, which she thought genius. I de- 
cided to appeal to this love, this faith and 
belief; decided to tell my little wife of 
my great need of her. 

Before the dawn broke O-Nari had 
promised that which I begged of her. 
She herself would sit, she promised, as my 
model for the picture that I planned, 
the one that was to make me famous; the 
envy of those who had laughed. 

Until the sittings had begun my wife 
did not understand that I wanted her to 
pose for the picture practically nude. I 
had not mentioned this until I had ob- 
tained her promise. Yes, I was that sort 
of a man. Ambition had made me so, 
and love of revenge. ; 
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When O-Nari understood what it was 
I wanted, she knew that if she did this 
thing, it would mean that she would be 
held in contempt by my family and her 
own; by all who knew her. It would 
mean degradation in her own eyes. Per- 
haps this feeling is difficult for Europeans 
and Americans to understand; people who 
know that the Japanese do not mind 
bathing in public. But that is one thing— 
as we look at it—and being painted with- 
out clothes is another; very much another. 

But my little O-Nari—even now, 
though it is part of the punishment I 
have set for myself to tell you of the fool 
that ambition made of me—even now 
I can not tell you of O-Nari’s tears, of her 
pleading, when she found what it was 
that I really wanted; of how I crushed 
and broke her sweet and gentle spirit. 

In the end she yielded; her love for me 
overcame her horror at the thing I de- 
manded of her. She promised that if 
only I would hold her alone as my love, 
truly, she would do as I asked; that she 
would use the magic formula she had 
learned, ‘I can, I can,’ to force herself 
to do what I wished. 

The French psychologist had told her 
she could make herself be what she 
wanted by imagining herself to be that 
thing. Well, she would imagine herself 
to be an artist’s model, or the sort of 
woman who did not mind having her 
body painted with only pink tulle draped 
about it. . Yes, she would learn to smile, 
and to look into my eyes as I wanted her 
to look while I was painting her. I showed 
her pictures—old prints—of famous 
geishas (dancing girls) of the past; those 
who had been friends of great lords; some 
of emperors even; women with deep, in- 
scrutable eyes and subtly smiling lips. 
O-Nari studied these pictures. 


AFTER this, every morning she came to 

the studio, murmuring, ‘‘Ican, I can.” 
And this she continued to do as I posed 
her, or as she arranged her hair as I bade 
her do, in fantastic bows and coils, 
geisha-fashion, with cherry blossoms in- 
terwoven in the soft blue-black locks. 
I put into her hands sprays of cherry 
blossoms, and I draped her with cream- 
colored gauze. This picture was to be 
called ‘‘Cherry Blossom’’; I wanted it 
to be the most beautiful in the world— 
more beautiful than that of any woman 
who had ever been painted, Japanese or 
“foreign’’—as we use the word. I could 
not get real cherry blossoms in Paris, so 
I myself, made artificial cherry blossoms 
of silk of just the right tint to set off the 
coloring of her skin. 

These sittings were, I know now, very 
hard for O-Nari. I—to my shame— 
thought at the time only of the picture 
and of the loveliness of my wife in con- 
nection with the furore I believed the 
picture would rouse, and the adulation 
it would bring me. 

My painting-master praised my work 
now, as scathingly he had criticized it in 
the days when I had been painting 
Cherry—or had played at painting, 
rather. 

The master’s praise fired my ambition 
still further; I worked harder, made 
O-Nari sit for longer hours; would insist 
upon having the gauze drapery fall lower 
from her shoulders. Her body was like 
carved ivory, yet quick with the loveli- 
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ness of life, warm and vital youth. 

As I painted O-Nari, always she mur- 
mured, “I can, I can,’’ except when I 
painted her face; then she smiled as she 
imagined a dancing girl would smile, and 
tried to imitate the poise of the head, the 
curve of the throat of the women the old 
prints showed; those who made long-ago 
artists famous. So well did she succeed 
in looking as I wanted her to look, and 
so well did I succeed in transferring that 
look to my canvas, that I was in high 
spirits. I loved to linger over the work, 
the finishing touches. The cup of my 
ambition—and of my revenge to be— 
seemed full. It was a joy to dally with 
it—until at last I began to notice that 
O-Nari was losing her color, that her 
limbs were not so round, that now and 
then they twitched as she tried to hold 
them in the pose I wished to paint. Yes, 
now that I looked closely at her, I saw 
that her face was drawn, her expression 
almost haggard. 

When I told O-Nari that the sittings 
were at last really over, | wondered that 
she should crumple up and fall in a faint. 
I had not realized that she was seriously 
unwell. Even then I thought the faint- 
ing was due to the strain of the long sit- 
tings and the confinement. Well, I 
determined that I would take her away 
to the country for a change; perhaps to- 
morrow. That would soon restore her 
color and the roundness of her lovely 
limbs. But meantime I must celebrate 
the completion of the picture that was to 
make me famous. 


WENT out to the cafés. It was dawn 

when I returned. I hoped O-Nari was 
awake, I wanted to tell her what a friend, 
with whom I had been celebrating, had 
overheard the master—my teacher—say 
of the picture I had just finished painting. 
To my surprise O-Nari was not in bed. 
Where could she have gone at this hour? 
It was early to go to the market. 

Lately she had got into the habit of 
going to the great white church on the 
hill, and kneeling for a time before the 
Madonna, holding in her arms the Christ- 
child done so wonderfully in mosaic. 

No, my littleO-Nari was not a Christian. 
She knew very little. But she-said it gave 
her comfort to kneel at the feet of the 
beautiful gracious Lady, holding in her 
arms so lovely a baby; that this gracious 
Lady, she believed, somehow understood 
and gave her strength. Well, I did not 
mind. Religion, I thought in those days, 
was for women. Only O-Nari ought to 
have left a note for me. 

Looking about, 1 went to the corner of 
the room where O’Nari’s dressing-table 
was. On this was a little incense burner 
from which curiously sweet-smelling 
smoke was rising; something that gave 
out a daintier, more delicately delicious 
fragrance than incense generally does, a 
fragrance that was somehow more than 
smell. It seemed to get at the very in- 
side of one’s soul; it made one want to 
laugh exultantly and to weep at the same 
time. Only once before had O-Nari used 
it—on our wedding night. I knew it was 
some that her grandmother had given 
her at her marriage. It had been made 
by the old lady herself from a very old 
recipe, and was supposed to be used by 
women only on certain great occasions in 
their lives. Near the smoking incense 


was a vase in which O-Nari always kept 
flowers, arranged according to the season 
of the year, or the day that was to be 
celebrated—my birthday, or hers, that of 
one of our parents or grandparents, and 
so on. As I glanced now at the vase, 
thinking that O-Nari might have slipped 
under it a note for me, I stepped back, 
startled. I passed my hand over my eyes, 
thinking they had played me some trick, 
and looked again. No, it was as I had 
thought at first—the arrangement of those 
flowers in the vase; that curiously twisted 
bit of evergreen. 

The significance? The reason I was 
startled? Well, you must know that in 
my country flower arrangements have 
certain definite meanings. And the way 
in which these flowers were arranged had 
a very definite meaning indeed. But it 
could not be, I thought—the truth of 
what this arrangement signified. Had 
the strain of the long sittings, the humil- 
iation which I realized this posing had 
meant to my little O-Nari unbalanced 
her mind? 

Or—my heart leaped at the thought— 
could it actually be that, after all, she was 
right? That, in spite of what the doctors 
had said shortly after our marriage, that 
O-Nari knew what she was about when 
she arranged the flowers so as to an- 
nounce to the spirits of our ancestors, 
hers and mine, that she was to bear a 
child to the race of Watanabe? A child 
who, if it were a son, would be the heir of 
the race. My elder brother, although he 
— been married many years, was child- 
less. 

For a moment I felt dizzy, as the sud- 
denness of great joy sometimes makes one 
dizzy. My heart almost stopped beating. 
Probably all normal men desire a son, but 
for a Japanese to be the father of a son 
means more, I think, than to men of other 
races. Some one to carry on the name; 
some one to reverence one’s ashes; some 
one—it is difficult ‘to explain—perhaps 
difficult for other people to understand 
what I ~ can—but the thought of father- 
hood .ueant more to me than all the fame, 
all the honor of fortune my painting could 
bring me. 


Wis the blood pounding exultingly 
in my ears at the thought—the pos- 
sibilitvy—I ran out of the house; I jumped 
into the nearest taxi and ordered the 
driver to dash post-haste to the church of 
the Sacred Heart, now glowing like a great 
white jewel on the crown on the hill, in 
the light of the rising sun. 

I rushed up the steps of the church 
trembling. Everything in life seemed to 
depend upon my finding O- Nari there and 
learning the truth from her own lips. 

More tenderly than ever before [ 
thought of O-Nari; the vase that held the 
flame of life—the life of my race. To be 
the father of the heir who would keep 
unbroken the line of descent which had 
never yet been broken since the time of 
that ancestor who had fought in the train 
of the first emperor of our land! 

My heart throbbed so that 1 was half 
blind as I entered the great door of the 
church. 1 scarcely dared peer into the 
dim interior. Suppose, after all, O-Nari 
was not there. Suppose— 

At last I summoned up courage to 
look searchingly into the soft dimness. 
Ah, there she was, my little Nari, kneel- 
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ing with bowed head there at the feet of 
the Madonna. But why was she wearing 
her gown of state? It could be no other. 
Often she put aside European dress and 
wore a Japanese kimono. But why this 
one, which she had not worn since her 
wedding day? The one which I hoped 
she would some day wear at her son’s 
wedding, and in which, at last, loving 
hands would robe her for her final sleep. 
She would be an old woman then, my 
little Nari, I reflected; the mother, I 


hoped, of many children; for if the gods | 


sent one they would send others. Proba- 
bly by that time a grandmother. I 
smiled at the thought—so young she 
looked, almost a child, as she knelt there 
on the floor of the great church. 

To me now—heathen that I was—it 
was truly the Place of the Sacred Heart. 
It was not usual, I thought, for women 
to wear their robes of state even when 
giving thanks for the fact that through 
them a new life would be given the world. 
But in O-Nari’s case, it was not as with 
other women. She had thought it could 
not be, and after all it had happened— 
this joy bringing miracle. Doubly would 
this bring to her joy, for now she would 
know the tenderness of a husband’s love 
and reverence as she had never known it 
before. O-Nari the mother of my child— 
mother of the heir of my race! What 
would be my father’s pride and joy when 
he heard the news. I must write that 
day. But first I must tell O-Nari of my 
own joy and join with her in thanks- 
giving. 


OFTLY I moved toward her. She must 
not be startled. Then suddenly I 
stopped with a feeling almost of anger. 
Why was O-Nari wearing her kimono 
folded right side over left, as American and 
European women wear their clothes but 
as only dead women in Japan are robed? 
In her excitement had O-Nari dressed 
too hastily—been confused? Strange! 
She who was usually so precise, so un- 
failing in every point of etiquette regard- 
ing dress, as in other matters. I must 
speak to her; the mother of the heir must 
not allow herself to grow careless. But 
gently, I would be very gentle. 

As I came close behind her, I saw that 
her feet, crossed as she knelt, were tied 
with silken cord, such as Japanese women 
use for tying together their feet before, 
by their own hands, they take their lives. 
So that in death there may be no un- 
seemly exposure. 

Was O-Nari insane? Had the great 
joy and great surprise driven her out of 
her mind—now that she had everything 
to live for, the assured love of her hus- 
band and the love and honor of children? 
All the world to a Japanese woman and, 
I suspect, in reality to other women as 
well, if men could truly read their hearts. 

My white flower did not see me. 
eyes closed and an expression almost of 
ecstasy on her uplifted face, she was mur- 
muring softly. I stooped to catch the 
meaning of her words. To the gracious 
Lady in Heaven the wondrous Mother 
who could understand the hearts of other 
mothers—even those of alien race—she 
was praying. Praying to take the spirit 
of her unborn baby; to bear it safely to 
that land where dwelt the spirits of the 
bady’s ancestors. 

My flower murmured on. Of the 
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TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


gracious Mother of Heaven she asked 
forgiveness for having shamed mother- 
hood. Of her own ancestors and, most of 
all, of mine—because the child that she 


' bore beneath her heart was the heir of 


my race—she begged that they would 
accept the little one, keep it with them in 


| heaven before its earth-life had begun: 
| shield it, keep from it the knowledye of 


its mother’s shame. 

In her murmuring, was no word of 
blame for me who had appealed to her 
love; worked upon her tenderest feelings; 
had prated to her of the duty of a wife’s 
consenting to all that her husband de- 


| manded; had threatened her with my 


lasting displeasure if she refused to do that 
which was abhorrent to her. Of all this, 
no mention, It was herself alone whom 
she blamed. Only, murmuring on, eager 
pleading now in her gentle voice, she 
implored those who ruled the ‘Shadow 
Land” to allow her now and then to look 
up from the bed of slime in which, for 
her shame, she believed her spirit must 
be forever embedded, into the happy 
land above, that there she might catch a 
glimpse, if only for a single minute, of her 
child. This one boon for herself she 
begged. 

My little Nari, with her childish faith, 
her childish superstition, her childish 
mingling of many creeds and beliefs, but 
with a strength of will and purpose which 
not many men possess. This I learned 
inamoment. For while I was wondering 
how I could best let her know of my 
presence without shocking or startling 
her; best soothe her, make her under- 
stand that the fault for which she blamed 
herself was not hers—as God knows it 
was not—I saw her draw from the folds 
of her sash—the obi of state—that she 
wore, a slender dagger. It was one that 
her grandmother had given her on her 
wedding day. She had shown it to me 
shortly after our marriage. We had 
laughed then over the instructions that 
her grandmother had given her as to its 
use—the angle at which it was to be held 
in order that the thrust to the heart might 
be quick and sure, if ever occasion should 
demand its use, for the protecting of her 
own honor or, should she herself have 
stained that honor, for the liberating of 
her soul from the sin-soiled body. 


He’ impossible it had seemed in those 

days—the days when we had laughed 
—that there should ever be such an oc- 
casion! Yet now I knew that O-Nari be- 
lieved she had soiled the purity of her 
body; that lovely flower-like body, the 
sheath of her flower-pure soul. 

Still thinking herself alone in the great 
church—it was too early for either wor- 
shipers or sightseers—O-Nari, quick as a 
a flash, started to raise the dagger. 

It was poised just above her heart 
when J seized her arm. “Stop! Nari, my 
darling, white lily of purity!’”’ I cried, and 
would have poured into her ear all that 
I felt of shame at my own cruelty—at 
last realized—for having brought this 
suffering, this mental torture, upon her. 
But O-Nari, intent upon her purpose and 
wrought to a pitch of nervous intensity, 
did not at first know, I think, who it was 
that had seized her arm. Quick as light- 
ning she managed to thrust the blade into 
oe little body before I wrenched it from 

er. 


The wound was not immediately fatal. 
Startled as she was, she had bungled the 


thrust. That is part of the horror of my 
memory of that time. For davs she 
lingered. And with never even a look of 


reproach, or aught but words of love and 
gentleness for me. She still protested 
that she was more to blame than I was. 

The doctors whom J called said that 
O-Nari had been right in her supposition 
about her condition. There was no 
mistake; she was to become a mother. 
They said, too—at first—that they 
thought they could pull her through; the 
dagger had not touched the heart’ nor 
any other vital organ. But as the days 
passed, they gave up hope. Fvidently 
she had passed through a long nervous 
strain of some sort, they said. This had 
sapped her vitality. 

“She must get well,’ I said to them. 
And with O-Nari I pleaded: If she had 
used the formula once to change, as she 
believed, her soul from that of a high- 
born, stainless wife to that of a dancing 
woman, then she must use it again to 
change herself back and to make herself 
strong and fit to become the mother of 
the child for whom we both had so longed 
ever since our marriage. But softly, like 
a white lotus-bud, swaying on its stem, 
she shook her head. 


“EE is too late, Matsukawa-san, my 
beloved,’ she murmured. ‘The gods 
give us our wish, but they do not let us 
take it back.”’ 

And my folly, my cruelty to little 
O-Nari, with all the consequences that it 
brought about, one of which is that I am 
an exile today from my own land, with 
my father’s curse upon me, can not be 
taken back or undone. For this I have 
only my selfish ambition to thank, my 
jealousy of others, my desire for revenge. 
For the sake of the lesser I sacrificed the 
greater. How infinitely greater 1 did 
not realize until. after O-Nari’s death, 
when with the laying away of her tender 
body and that of the little life which, 
because of my folly, never drew breath, 
I knew that my life, too, was ended as 
far as either happiness or ambition was 
concerned. 

I never offered my picture—that which 
cost my Nari her life, me my fatherhood 
and my race an heir—to the Salon. I 
hated the sight of it. I cut it into a 
thousand pieces, and these pieces I took 
late one night—so that no one would see 
me and think me crazy—to O-Nari’s 
grave and burned them there. I hoped 
that somehow she might know and 
understand. 

As I hated the sight of that picture, so 
T hated, too, Paris, and every association 
connected with my artistic life. I could 
not go back to Japan, for as a sort of 
penance [ had written my father—truth- 
fully. 

The letter that I received from him in 
reply made my going back impossible— 
ever. I cannot bear to think of that 
letter; but what my father said was just. 
I must recognize that. 

America, I had been told, was a land 
for the broken in spirit, as well as for those 
who were broken in fortune. It was not 
altogether easy, even in those days, for 
a Japanese to get into America, but I 
had friends; one a doctor in New York, 
another rather a ‘big’? man in Chicago, 
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and at last I managed it. Since I have 
been here, I have been employed in com- 
mercial work. Sometimes as part of the 
punishment that I have laid upon my- 
self, I go to an art gallery and stand in 
front of certain of the pictures. If only 
I had not first wasted my time, then tried 
to ‘‘get back”’ as I did, my pictures, too, 
might have hung there. If I had not been 
responsible for the death of my wife and 
my child—But O-Nari was right. Even 
God can not take back that which, be- 
cause of our folly, we have prayed and 
striven and sinned, to have granted. 


The Devil Inside Me 


(Continued from page 52) 


story when suddenly I realized that the 
words my brain was receiving were words 
I heard, not read. The voice of my 
customer was clear-cut and distinct, 
charged with venom. 

“You get him in that room—under- 
stand?” she was saying. ‘‘Get him in 
that room... youll know how... 
and I'll be ready, with the witnesses. 


All you have to do is get him in that: 


room—and you’re a mighty rotten actress 
if you can’t manage that!’ 

What room I wondered, vaguely in- 
terested. And who was to be lured into 
it—and why? 

The next moment the door was flung 
open and I was startled to see Flora 
Gainsy, popular screen heroine, step into 
the hall. She jumped, alarmed at seeing 
me, then nodded carelessly and went 
out. I picked up a few of the boxes and 
went in to Mrs. Lloyd. The following 
hour was filled with thrills known only 
to the feminine heart. Three stunning 
models were selected and I left. 


UST two days later the evening papers 

were full of a scandal that interested 
every one. Richard Lloyd, idol of theater- 
goers, had been sued for divorce. The 
co-respondent was the vivacious Flora 
Gainsy! After one amazed glance at the 
huge headlines I sat down weakly. Why 
should Flora have been so friendly with 
Eloise, if she had been on too intimate 
terms with Eloise’s husband? I picked 
up the paper and read the sordid details. 
It was stated that the well-known actor 
had been found by Mrs. Lloyd and wit- 
nesses in a fashionable hotel, and the 
scene had been anything but conven- 
tional. Mr. Lloyd refused to make any 
statement for the papers. 

Mrs. Lloyd’s words came back to me. 
“You get him in that room—under- 
stand? And J’ll be ready with the 
witnesses. . . .”” 

I knew nothing of his affairs or his 
character, but I did know that, in this inci- 
dent, he had been the victim. I didn’t 
want his reputation to suffer for some- 
thing of which he had been innocent. 

I resolved to go to Mr. Lloyd and tell 
him all I knew. If his wife then with- 
drew her patronage as, of course, she 
would, together with that of her friends, 
it was my misfortune. But I would have 
the consolation of knowing that I’d done 
what I thought was right. 
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I waited one evening, near the studio 
where I knew Richard Lloyd was work- 
ing, and when he came striding along, I 
stopped him. 

“You won’t remember me, Mr. Lloyd,” 
I began nervously. 

His face brightened. 
once,” he replied quietly. 

“Vou have a good memory,” I said 
smiling, relieved to see his embittered 
expression disappear. ‘‘I’d like to. talk 
to you for a few minutes—but not here.’’ 

He immediately suggested a taxi, ex- 
plaining that we might drive around 
unobserved, and talk meanwhile. 

Seated beside him I wasted no time 
but launched hastily into a recital of the 
conversation I had accidentally over- 
heard. 

“T’m not sure that I’m doing right in 
telling you this,’ I stammered, ‘‘for 
your—Mrs: Lloyd has been my most 
important patron and she has been very 
good to me. 

“But,” I went on, 
because of the talk, your reputation 
might be damaged considerably. You 
know, women like to think that their 
movie heroes are ‘sans peur et sans 
reproche’.”’ 

“Do you like to think that, too?” he 
asked abruptly. 

His question surprised me into a stam- 
mered, half laughing ‘‘Yes, of course,”’ 
though I knew my face was burning. 

“Considering that you are risking a 
great part of your profits from your little 
shop,” he mused thoughtfully, ‘‘you were 
rather brave to come to me with this 
information. I am more grateful than 
you can possibly realize.” 

“But you don’t intend to use it?” I 
asked. 


“T knew you at 


“T thought that, 


NE corner of his stern mouth turned 
up in a smile. The deep gray eyes 
fixed upon me were mildly amused. 

“Eloise,” said he, “‘is no more anxious 
to sever our relations than I. 

“No, I shall not contest her charges. 
As for my reputation, I had just about 
decided to end my cinema career anyway. 
I never liked acting. It’s not a man’s 
work. What I want to do is direct 
pictures. And I’m going to!’ 

He was silent for a brief space, staring 
thoughtfully out the window. Then 
with his characteristic abruptness he 
asked bluntly, ‘‘I wonder if you would be 
ashamed to be seen—with me?” 

“Why should I be?” I asked in turn. 

He hesitated again. ‘“‘Thea you would 
have no objections to my calling on 
you—after all this is over?” 

I fancied there was a note of restrained 
eagerness, almost pathetically boyish, in 
his voice. Impulsively I reached out for 
his hand. 

“Do come,” 
been sorry! 

One afternoon, several months after 
our taxi conversation, one of my regular 
customers came in—rather blue. She 
was a dainty, lively little brunette, re- 
cently from the country, but had secured 
by her fresh young beauty and original 
dancing a place on the stage, where she 
went by the name of Dolly Davis. 

She eyed a snappy red and white en- 
semble with longing sighs. ‘‘Wouldn’t 
I be swell in that, though?” she mourned, 
“but there’s no use talking about it? 


I said. And I never have 


Even at half price, it would be more than 
I could afford. Gosh, the world isn’t 
giving little Dolly an even break!” 

Dolly would be smart in that outfit, I 
knew, and after hearing that she could 
not afford it, I suddenly thought of 
giving it to her. Why not? She would 
be a most effective advertisement for the 
Little Ensemble Shoppe and would 
doubtless bring a few new customers 
to me. 

The idea intrigued me and I was just 
about to suggest it to her, when the door 
of the workroom opened and one of the 
sewing girls beckoned to me. Excusing 
myself, I went back and found the two 
chief dressmakers engaged in a warm 
controversy. I straightened out their 
difficulty and returned to the show- 
room again. But as I reached the thresh- 
old, the outside door was flung open 
and Richard Lloyd entered. 


T was the first time I had seen him in 

months and I felt my heart beating 
suffocatingly, my cheeks aflame, my 
hands trembling. I made an effort to 
regain my customary composure. But 
the next instant I realized that he was 
talking to Dolly. Probably had met her 
at a gathering of show people, I thought 
lightly, my eager eyes resting upon that 
handsome, tanned face, already quite 
changed since my first glimpse of him. 
How well he looked and, for him, how 


happy! Just the sound of his voice 
thrilled me. 
“This is a surprise!’ he was saying. 


“Getting yourself all dolled up?” 

“Not this doll!’ returned Dolly, 
fully. “I’m broke—and how!” 

He seemed to hesitate. Then I saw 
him take a roll of bills from his purse and 
offer several to the girl. She smiled and 
shook her head. As I watched and 
listened, all the pleasure and happiness 
of the past month faded. 

Richard insisted, and at last she wav- 


rue- 


ered. Looking rather ashamed, she took the 


money and hastily stuffed it into her bag. 

Hastily, I went off to the workroom 
on an imaginary errand. I now realized 
what a fool I had been to fall in love with 
a man of whom I knew nothing. Perhaps 
Eloise had had plenty of cause to hate him 
as she did. She may have been justified 
in divorcing him by trickery, since he 
had been false to her but was too clever 
to be caught. Richard—Richard! 

Noticing my agitation, one of the girls 
in the workroom asked if I were ill. I 
replied in the negative, forcing my nerve- 
less fingers to push the door open while 
my leaden feet carried me toward— 
them. 

Halfway into the shop I was met by 
Dolly, radiant in the red outfit. She 
danced before me excitedly. 

“Look, Patricia, I’m going to take it 
after all! Here—’ rapidly counting out 
the bills into my hand. “I’ve got to 
hurry back to practice. Send my suit 
to me, won’t you? By!” 

And with a last smile at Richard, 
was gone, leaving us alone. 

“T—don’t know what you'll think of 
me,’ he was saying, his dark gray eyes 
pleading, “I. know I promised to wait 
until—it was all over. But I get so lone- 
some sometimes. . . . I had to see you!” 

I didn’t take the hand he offered me. 
I just stood there silent, unsmiling, im- 
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movable. I watched the smile die on his | 
lips, the light go out of his eyes, his hand 
fall clumsily to his side. 

“V’m—sorry,”’ he said at last. 

I shouldn’t have come here—now.” 

“No, you shouldn’t have come here 
now,” I answered through stiff. lips, 
“Not now—nor ever!’’ 

He looked hurt and bewildered. He 
turned as though to leave. Then, swing- 
ing around, he faced me desperately. 

“What has changed you—made you 
so different?’’ he asked hoarsely. 

“How different?” I asked cruelly. 

There was nothing to say. He couldn’t 
say I’d ever really encouraged him or 
acted as though I liked him. He stood 
for one long moment, and I watched the 
old, disillusioned expression return to his 
face. I marveled at his acting, but did 
not speak when he nodded curtly and 
left me. 

I suppose lots of people would find 
it ridiculous to learn that I had fallen so 
deeply in love with a man who was prac- 
tically a stranger; that I thought my life 
was blasted by his unworthiness. Doubt- 
less few girls do fall so completely in love 
these days as I did. But most girls have 
beaus from the time they are twelve, 
and they grow accustomed to getting 
“crushes” on boys, and accustomed to 
getting over them; too. I had never had 
a beau. I didn’t have time. 


“cy | 


ICHARD had been the only man who 

ever attracted me. I had felt first, 
pity for him, thensympathy, thena rapidly 
growing love. And I had twenty-four 
years of unused affection to spend all at 
once upon the man I cared for. Probably, 
like a child with a year’s savings, I was 
too extravagant with my hoard. I 
wanted to respect and admire, as well as 
love my man. I wanted him perfect. 
And he ceased to be that when I saw him 
hand money to a hard-up, little show- 
girl. I wasn’t especially evil-minded, 
but I knew that men didn’t buy dresses 
for a girl just because she said she was 
broke. Men weren’t made that way. 

The days dragged by. The papers 
carried a statement of the Lloyds’ divorce, 
now made final. Mrs. Lloyd, now Eloise 
Helfrich, departed for a “‘rest”’ in Europe. 

Then the well-known screen siren, 
Leah Payne, ordered a dress and hat, 
asking to have them delivered at her 
hotel rooms on a certain date. But the 
day before the date agreed upon she 
phoned and asked that the gown be 
brought to her that evening. I promised 
to send it. But none of the girls could 
take it, as they all had engagements for 
the evening. It remained for me to do it. 
My evenings were always free, I thought 
bitterly. There was no man to demand 
my time. 

I had been told to knock and walk in, 
as she might be dressing. I did so, 
quietly closing the door after me, and 
sinking down on a divan. I meant to see 
if the work was satisfactory. But as I 
settled into the nest of cushions I became 
aware that I was not alone in the softly 
lighted room. A man, shadowy in the 
dimness, rose from a deep chair in a far 
corner. 

“I was told to walk in,’ I explained. 
“ve brought Miss Payne’s frock.”’ 

““Pat—Miss Kent!” It was Richard’s | 
voice! If I had needed any final proof of | 
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his philandering, I certainly had it then. 
He walked swiftly over to me, his hand 
outstretched. 

As before, I rudely ignored it. ‘You 
seem to prefer—actresses,” I remarked 
dryly. 

He looked puzzled. 
spread over his face. 

“Surely you don’t think— 
Dolly is my cousin!” 

“Yes? And is Leah Payne your— 


Then a flush 
Why— 


| aunt?” I asked sarcastically. 


Visibly agitated, he sat down beside 
me. ‘Look here, Patricia, we’ve got to 
settle things, once and for all. I couldn’t 
understand why you treated me as you 
did—that last time. Was it because of 
Dolly, then?” 

I nodded mutely and he went on, ‘‘But 
I felt responsible for her, in a way, be- 


| cause she never would have come here if 


I hadn’t lived here. And she knew, of 
course, that Eloise had been on the stage 
for a while. After she came, against my 
wishes, I felt bound to help her along. 
“Her folks write to me regularly, asking 
if she is all right, and I know they depend 
on me to see that nothing happens to her. 
I wish she would agree to take a monthly 
allowance from me. I’d never miss it.” 


WANTED to believe in him, I wanted 

to—but still—why was he here, in 
Leah’s apartment? My eyes must have 
asked the question in my mind for he 
frowned, the flush deepening in his cheeks. 

“As for Leah,” he said slowly, ‘‘you’ll 
probably think me foolish but, since 
Dolly would take no help, I decided to 
help her without letting her know. I had 
seen her with Leah once or twice, and 
knew they were rather friendly. So I 
came to Leah and asked her to take Dolly 
in with her here and charge her only a 
small part of the actual cost, letting me 
pay the rest of it. And whenever Dolly 
needs something extra Leah tells me and 
I give her money for it. She pretends to 
Dolly that it is a gift from her. Odd, 
isn’t it, that a woman will willingly accept 
a present from a new acquaintance of her 
own sex, and refuse to take any help from 
a relative if he happens to be a man?” 

The door leading to her boudoir opened 
then, and rather sketchily attired in a 
sheer, pale pink negligée, the actress her- 
self entered. She saw only the man be- 
side me and, hurrying to him, she held 
out both slim white hands in gracious 
welcome. My hopes sank at sight of her 
glowing black eyes and smiling, tantaliz- 
ing lips. I knew ina flash that, no matter 
how indifferent to her Richard really 
was, she loved him. And how could he 
resist her vital, magnetic personality? 
I couldn’t blame him if he cared, too. 

His first words reassured me. ‘I’ve 
brought another check for Dolly,” he said 
immediately. ‘‘How is she?” 

“The cousin?’ she queried, with an 
adorable grimace. ‘‘Why always talk of 
the little cousin? She is happy—but I—” 

Feeling that I was making the unwel- 
come third, I rose from the shadowed 
sofa hastily. 

“Your dress, Miss Payne,” I explained. 
‘Would you mind looking at it, to see if it 
pleases you?” 

With a bored expression she untied the 
cord and lifted the frock from its nest of 
soft tissue. Then, obviously posing for 
Richard’s benefit, she held it against her 


rounded body tightly and walked sway- 
ingly across the room. 

“What do you think of it—Richard?” 
she crooned, coming back to Richard. 

“Beautiful!” he exclaimed warmly. 
“Miss Kent is an artist.” 

The actress turned surprised eyes to 
me. ‘Oh, you know each other?” she 
said with a note of menace in her voice. 

“Yes, we are—great friends,” he said. 
“Now, if you’ll mention the amount, I’ll 
write your check and then go, as I’ve 
promised to escort Miss Kent home.” 

She stared at me insolently. Then, 
turned away, flinging the gown almost 
savagely across a chair. ‘‘Oh—three 
hundred or so,” she told Richard coldly. 

He hurriedly wrote the check and 
reached for his hat. 

“Wouldn’t you like to see—Dolly?” 
asked Leah, her eyes still on me. 

“No. Remember me to her and tell her 
Pil call again,” Richard returned _pleas- 
antly. He took my arm and led me away. 

He had told the truth! Neither Dolly 
nor Leah meant anything to him! He 
loved me! Or—wait—did he love me? 

Furtively I stole a glance at his pro- 
file in the taxi into which he helped me. 

I slumped limply in one corner of the 
taxi, my misted eyes fixed dully upon my 
clasped hands. I saw two gloved hands 
reach out, cover mine. ‘Then slowly, 
firmly I was drawn over to him. His eyes 
bored piercingly into my shamed ones. 

“Will you ever doubt me again?” he 
demanded fiercely, tightening his clasp 
about me. 

I shook my head in mute denial, and 
beneath the swift passionate flare in his 
somber eyes drooped my head. The next 
moment he had snatched me close with 
one hand, while with the other he lifted 
my face to his. His mouth upon mine 
blotted out all the misery of the months 
before. 


E was firm and unwavering in his de- 
cision to marry me in a few weeks at 
the longest. He wanted me to give up the 
two rooms above the shop where I had 
been living since my mother’s death. He 
wanted a home, he said, with plenty of 
room where we might entertain when we 
wished to, and not be crowded. These 
words frightened me. If we had a large 
home, I would have to take care of it-— 
and that meant giving up my little shop. 
I was wretched at the thought. 

At last I ventured to tell him what it 
meant to me—the Little Ensemble 
Shoppe. ‘And I meant to go on working 
after we were married,’ I explained 
desperately. ‘‘Why, I couldn’t give it up!” 

“And did you think I would ask you 
to?” he returned gently. ‘‘I realize what 
your work means to you and wouldn't 
think of demanding such a sacrifice from 
you.” 

“But a house? I couldn’t take care 
of that and work, too.” 

“The employment agencies are just 
filled with people who are looking for a 
nice little mistress like you,” he said 
teasingly. ‘‘You don’t seem to realize 
that you’re marrying a former screen 
star with plenty of money. You can 
have all the servants you want.” 

But my idea of home wasn’t a place 
filled with menials which weren’t at all 
necessary, so we finally compromised on 
a cook and a general housekeeper. We 
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had great fun furnishing the lovely white 
colonial house and, as soon as it was 
complete, we were married. 

There followed a wonderful, blissful 
time during which even my shop suffered, 
I am afraid. 

But, even honeymoons cannot last 
forever, so our ecstatic joy soon dimmed 
to a more normal sort of happiness. 

Once [ ventured to ask my husband 
curiously how it was that, while most men 
dislike to have their wives do anything 
but sweep and tend children, he was per- 
fectly willing for me to go on with the 
work I loved. 

“What right has a man to dictate the 
way his wife shall live?” he returned 
thoughtfully. “I know that I would not 
give up my work for any one, so why 
should I expect you to give up yours, for 
me?” 

“But most men don’t reason that way. 
They just insist that a wife belongs in the 
home.” 

“That is not only taking it upon oneself 
to order another life,’”’ said Richard,” but 
it is a sure way to spoil marriage. A 
woman is more of a companion when she 
comes into daily contact with different 
people than when she sees only the 
butcher and the gas man occasionally. 
Now Eloise—Do you mind if I speak of 
her?” 


“NTOT if you always compare us in my 
favor,” I laughed back. 

“Just what I’m going to do, Patricia. 
I often wanted her to get some sort of 
outside interest, if only a club or sewing 
circle, but nothing interested her but 
clothes and cheap novels. She was no 
company for me at all—couldn’t talk 
anything but nonsense and gossip. And 
that is just what happens to most women 
who stay at home all the time. Of course, 
a real interest in the home, or a few 
children, make a difference. Eloise 
laughed at such suggestions. As a result 
she bored me to death. Now you are 
wide awake to the world, and what is 
going on in it.” 

Eloise, back from her “‘rest,’’ but looking 
very dissipated and reckless under her 
make-up, came to the shop with the care- 
less little statement that she hoped I 
didn’t mean to ‘‘high hat’ her just be- 
cause I’d married the man she had thrown 
over. I replied rather coldly that I never 
mixed sentiment and business. 

“Quite the business woman, aren’t 
you?” she laughed lightly and proceeded 
to select, with her former bad taste, 
the very clothes she would look worst 
in. 
There was nothing for me to do but 
help her, so I did. After all, she wasn’t 
exactly malicious or hateful. She was 
greedy, selfish and heedless, that was 
all. 

She warned me carelessly that Richard’s 
taste in women changed with the moon. 
When I didn’t answer, or even appear 
to hear her, she laughed. 

“Any one would think’you suspected my 
own motives. Well, he’s all yours as far 
as I’m concerned, but I understand there 
are others. Leah, for instance.” 

“T think this hat would be about your 
type,’ I said pointedly handing her a 
violet-hued toque of soft, shining feathers. 

But I didn’t forget her words. T didn’t 
believe them, for one moment, but I was 
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familiesdotheirshopping bymail from 
our catalog because it saves them j 

money. This book of 3700 outstanding 

style bargains is Free. Send coupon 

ostal for your ¢ copy, today. Buy 

not ing for Sprin: I you get this 

: book. Learn how ‘ttle it really costs 

4 todress in approved style. 


F108B 6428 
Striking New Silhouette 
All Silk, Flat Crepe. 
Colors: Black, Brown, 
Green. Sizes: 82 to40. 


Dept. F108, Chicago Mail Order Co., Chicago 
Send me absolutely FREE your big 800-page Money 
Saving Style Book and Family Outfitter for Spring and 
Summer 1930, showing the newest fashions and every- 
thing to wear for all the family—at lowest prices. 
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Chicago, Ill. 


FORM DEVELOPED 


By a Safe and Sane Method, based 
on Scientific Principles, evolved 
y 26 years of successful work. 
The Easy Natural Way. I will 


send you a Generous Box of my 


PEERLESS WONDER CREAM FREE 


and repaid, pe show you how 

Simple an Pleasant the whole 
thing is, and Full Information on 
how to camel Neck, Chest, Limbs and All Other 
Parts of the Body. Send no money, but write NOW 


MADAME WILLIAMS, Suite 51, Buffalo, N.Y. 


HowTo Secure A 
Government Position 


Why worry about strikes, layoffs, hard times? 
Get a Government job! Increased salaries, 
steady work, travel, good pay. 
help you become a Custom House 
Clerk, Railway Postal Clerk 
Post Office Clerk, City Mail 
Carrier, Rural Carrier— 
or get into any other Govern- 
ment job you want. I was a 
Secretary - Examiner of Civil 
Service Commission for 
years. Have helped thousands. 


Now FREE 


My+32-page book tells about the 
jobs open—and f how Ican help you 
et one. Write ARTHUR R. PAT- 
TERSON, Gil govice ix ert. PATTERSON 
SCHOOL, 782 Wisner Building, Rochester, N. Y+ 
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a bit worried anyway. After all, I was 


| awfully plain and unattractive compared 


with women I had seen. 

Then Dolly came in one day. It was 
the first I had seen her since long before 
my marriage and she was profuse in her 
congratulations. She told me that she 
was living with Leah Payne in a beauti- 
ful apartment, and that it cost her very 
little. Yet, despite her good fortune at 
securing rooms so cheaply, she wasn’t 
happy. 

“Gosh,” she said, looking somewhat 
ashamed, “I know it sounds silly, but the 
truth of it is that I’m homesick—just 
plain homesick! I’d give anything to go 
home—and stay there, too! But every- 
body would laugh at me, after all the 
boasts I made when I left. Guess I got 
to stick it out.” 

“Why don’t you go?” I asked, inter- 
ested and sympathetic, ‘‘What do you 
care who laughs as long as you’d be happy? 
And think of your folks. ITIL wager 
they’d like you back again.” 

“Nothing would please mother better,” 
she replied brokenly, and then abruptly 
changed the subject. 

As she was leaving, she seemed anx- 
ious to say something, but appeared un- 
able to begin. Good humoredly I asked 
her what the trouble was, and she blurted 
out wretchedly: 

“It’s about—Richard. I know he’s 
far above all that. But Leah’s mad about 
him, and she doesn’t care who knows it. 
I just wanted you to know—so—oh, 
well—don’t let him call on me or any- 
thing like that. He might see her there—” 

I knew that he would go there and that 
it was necessary, to help Dolly, but I 
couldn’t tell her about that. 

“Oh, I don’t worry about him,” I said, 
forcing a laugh. But it seemed strange 
that two women had warned me of Leah 
within the last week. 


HAT very evening I went to my desk 

in the library at home to mark off some 
accounts that had been paid that day. 
Lying on top of the desk was a yellow 
check, and, as that was the color of my 
own personal checks, I picked it up. It 
was Richard’s, however, and was made 
out to Leah Payne—for five hundred 
dollars! The amount staggered me. It 
didn’t mean anything to Richard, I 
knew, and certainly I didn’t object—if 
it were for Dolly. But surely five hun- 
dred was rather a huge amount consider- 
ing that Leah was supposed to be paying 
only part of Dolly’s room rent and giving 
her an occasional frock or gift. 

While I stood, blankly staring at the 
slip of paper, Richard came in. 

“So that’s where the thing is!” he 
exclaimed, looking relieved, ‘I’ve been 
hunting all over the house for it.” 

I handed it to him silently and, under 
my intent scrutiny, he flushed. 

“T wish we could think up some other 
way of helping Dolly,” he said vexedly. 
“T’m not keen on going to her rooms with 
the check. She’s never in, it seems, and 
Leah—Miss Payne—is never out!”’ 

‘‘Perhaps she expects you,” I returned 
and then devoted myself to the ledger. 
Without further words, he suddenly left. 

I wondered when he was going to take 
the check to Leah. He didn’t go that 
night, for after I’d balanced the books, I 
went to the living room and found him 


there reading. He read all evening, 

The following day my mind wasn’t on 
my work and for that reason I was glad 
there weren’t many customers. I was 
leaning against the curtained rod that 
separated the show windows from the 
main room, absently watching the passers- 
by, when I caught sight of Richard’s tall 
swinging figure. He was walking rather 
slowly on the opposite side of the street, 
about half a block away, and I eagerly 
considered locking the shop and going 
out to meet him for lunch when I realized 
with sinking hopes and heart, that he 
wasn’t alone. A slim, willowy woman in 
crimson was clinging to his arm. I saw 
that it was Leah Payne. There was no 
mistaking that seductive, swaying walk; 
that frequent gesturing of her slim hands. 

Well, nothing wrong about walking 
down the street with her, I thought, but 
when they turned into a_ new little 
Japanese tea garden my lips set. Couldn’t 
he give her the check without taking her 
to lunch? 

I decided to wait until they came out. 
It was curiosity—-and doubtless jealousy, 
too. An hour passed while I waited, 
nervously twisting the velvet curtains 
beneath my hands. They hadn’t come 
out yet. 


HEN a customer came in, I called 

one of the workroom girls to wait on 
her. I remained watching, biting my lips, 
my heart filled with growing rage. It was 
more than two hours after they’d gone 
into the tea garden before my tired eyes 
saw them coming out. Nor did they 
part then, but, clinging to his arm, look- 
ing into his face, Leah walked up the 
street with him. 

I didn’t know what to think, but I 
confess that, for the first time since our 
marriage, I began to doubt my husband. 
Surely he needn’t have stayed two hours 
with her just to hand her a check! He 
must have been interested enough to 
stay. I began to wonder if I had been 
silly to believe in him, before we were 
married. Perhaps he couldn’t do with- 
out many women about him. It wasn’t 
odd if he had found that he couldn’t be 
true to me, so unassuming and quiet. 

About a week after that Dolly ran in, 
breathless and flushed, visibly happy. 
She took my hands, pressing them in her 
excitement. 

“Oh, Patricia, I’m going home—home!”’ 
she cried, her eyes shining. “‘I just decided 
it last night and I’m the happiest girl in 
the city!” 

I was glad and I said so, then I asked 
what had made her decide it. 

“Well, most of all because Leah told 
me the rent had been doubled and that 
meant that I’d have to pay twice as 
much as I was paying. Of course, I 
couldn’t afford that. I could have found 
cheaper rooms I suppose, but the more 
T thought of it the more I wanted to go 
home. I mentioned it to Leah and she 
advised me to go, too.” 

At her first words a great dread had 
seized my heart. Why should Leah ask 
this poor girl for more money, when my 
husband was paying—or supposed to be 
paying—the rent? And why should the 
actress want Dolly gone? So that she 
would be alone in her apartment and 
therefore free to entertain—my hus- 
band? 
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10 Inches Off 
Waistline In 
35 Days. 


“TJ reduced from 48 inches to 38 
inches in 35 days,” says R. E, 
Johnson, of Akron, O., “just by 
wearing a Director Belt. Stom- 
ach now firm, doesn’t sag and L 
feel fine.” 


The Director Belt gets at the 
layer of fat and quickly re-, 
moves it by its gentle, kneading, 
massaging action on the abdo- 
men, which causes the fat to be 
dissolved and absorbed, Thou- 
sands have proved it and doctors 
recommend it as the natural way 
to reduce. Stop drugs, exercises 
and dieting, Try this easy way. 


e 
Sent on Trial 
Let us prove our claims. 
We'll send a Director for trial. 
4f you don’t get results you owe 
nothing, You don’t risk a penny. 
Write for trial offer, doctors’ en- 
dorsements and letters from 
msers. Mail the coupon NOW! 

LANDON & WARNER 

332 S. La Salle St., Chicago, Hl. 


Gentlemen: Without cost or obligation on my part 
please send me details of your trial offer, 


Charming—Captivating—lIrresistible 
DESIR D’AMOUR 

“Desir D'Amour means Love's Desire” 

This exotic perfume goes straight 
to the heart like Cupid's arrows. 
Its strength and mystic aroma thrills 
and delights young and old. Triple 
strength full size vial 98 cents pre- 
paid or $1.32 C. O. D. plus shipping 
charges. One bottle GRATIS if you 
order three vials. MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12 
Varick Sta., New York, N. Y., Dept. T.S.-2. 


BE A RAILWAY 
TRAFFIC INSPECTOR 


EARN UP TO $250 


per month, plus expenses 

Trained men needed in this important profession, 
Fascinating work; plenty of variety; chances to 
Adyvancem rapid with experience. 

high officials. ; 

ST YOU TO A POSITION upon 
completion of a few week's spare time home in- 
struction at $120 to $135 per month plus expenses, 
or refund your tuition. Cost moderate: terms if 
desired. Write today for free booklet which tells 
all about Traffic Inspection, and what it can do 
for you. Standard Business Training Inst. 

Div. 4, Buffalo, N. Y. 


travel. 
Report t 
WE 


Play Piano by Ear 


Play popular song hits perfectly. Hum 
the tune, play it by ear. No her— 
elf-instruction. _No tedious ding-dong 
daily practice—just 20 brief entertain- 
ing lessons, easily mastered. 


AR Home in Your SpareTim 


Send for FREE BOOK. 


is enclosed, you al: 
wonderful. ‘bookle 
Entertain ¢ 
many new tricks, stun Ce 
Nia-ara School of Music 


Dept. 353 _ Niagara Falls, N. 


im 


Send for —=/t 


Make $30-$35 a Week 


YOU can learn at home in spare 
time. Course endorsed by physi- 
cians. Thousands of graduates. Est. 
29 years. One graduate has charge 
rd of a ten-bed hospital. Another saved 
$400 while learning. Equipment included. Open to all 
over 18 and under 55 years. Money-back agreement. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept.1262, 421 S. Ashland Boulevard, Chicago, III. 
Please send me your free fascinating booklet, ‘Amazing 
Opportunities in Nursing,”’ and 32 sample lesson pages. 


I wanted to give the girl at least a 
small part of the money she should have 
had, so I wrote out a check for one hun- 
dred dollars, and begged her to take it as 
a parting gift from ‘‘a grateful saleslady 
to her nicest customer,” as I laughingly 
phrased it. She didn’t want to take it, 
but when I suggested that her folks 
would appreciate a few gifts, she accepted 
it with tears in her pretty, dark eyes. 

“Gosh, Dll never forget you, Patricia,” 
she said earnestly, ‘‘And I’m awfully 
glad you married Richard. I hope you 
have all the happiness that you deserve!” 

After she was gone I tried to piece 
things together. Why had Leah taken 
a five-hundred-dollar check meant 
for Dolly—or had it been meant for 
Dolly, after all? I shrank from the 
thought, but forced myself to face it. I 
really believed that, in the beginning, 
Richard had wanted only to help his 
country cousin, but after continual meet- 
ings with the fascinating Leah it was not 
unreasonable to suppose that he had 
fallen captive to her charm. She was so 
beautiful! 

Perhaps that day at the tea room, they 
had planned to force Dolly home that 
they might have the apartment to them- 
selves. As for the check, I no longer 
doubted but that it had been written for 
Leah. 

From agonized disillusionment and 
aching nerves I turned to embittered rage 
and coldness. After all, I had my pride. 
He shouldn’t know that it mattered to me. 


HAT evening we read in the library, 

Richard in the huge leather armchair, 
I nestled in one corner of the divan. I 
tried to be as friendly and pleasant as 
always, but when it came bedtime he 
came to me. Lifting me in his strong 
arms, ready to carry me upstairs as he so 
often did, I felt my face harden. 

‘Please don’t,’ I said coldly, and, as 
once before, I watched his smile fade, his 
eyes grow hurt and bewildered. But 
that time I knew that he was, first of all, 
an actor and next, a husband. I didn’t 
mind when he mutely begged for an ex- 
planation of my unusual behavior. I 
started up the wide, polished steps, rather 
surprised to hear his footsteps close 
after mine. 

Once in my room I hurriedly shut the 
door and, just as he reached it, turned the 
key loudly in the lock. I heard him stop 
and then, after a long, breathless moment, 
pass on. I leaned against the door and 
cried for a long time. I told myself he 
wasn’t worth a single tear, but deep in 
my heart I knew I really loved him and 
always would. : 

I had congratulated myself upon 
discovering his perfidy before we had 
any children. Certainly I wouldn’t want 
to pass on to my son such a variable tem- 
perament, such a changeable mind as 
Richard had. Yes, I was glad. And now 
there never would be any! 

I was a little premature in my re- 
joicing. Just two weeks later I knew 
that there would be a baby. I felt that I 
ought to be heartbroken, desperate and 
angry. I wasn’t. I was glad—glad—no 
matter how fiercely I told myself that it 
was a shame, a disgrace, a great calamity! 
I wanted that baby and I wanted Richard 
to want him, too. 

Surely if he knew about the child, he 
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EARLE LIEDERMAN—The Muscle Builder 
Author of ‘‘Muscle Building,"’ “Science of Wrestling,” 
“Secrets of Strength,” ** Here's Health," “Endurance,” Etc. 


The Man I Pity Most 


Poor OLD JONES. I see him now, standing there, de- 
jected, cringing, afraid of the world. No one had any 
use for him. No one respected him. Across his face | 
read one harsh word—FAILURE. He just lived on. 
A poor worn out imitation of a man, doing his sorry 
best to get on in the world. If he had realized just one 
thing, he could have made good. He might have been a 
brilliant success. 

There are thousands and thousands of men like Jones. 
They, too, could be happy, successful, respected and 
loved. But they can't seem to realize the one big fact— 
that practically everything worth while living for de- 
pends upon STRENGTH—upon live, red-blooded, he- 
man muscle. 

Everything you do depends upon strength. No matter 
what your occupation, you need the health, vitality and 
clear thinking only big, strong virile muscles can give 
you. When you are ill the strength in those big muscles 
pulls you through. At the office, in the farm fields, or 
on the tennis courts, you'll find your success generally 
depends upon your muscular development. 


Here’s a Short-cut to Strength 


and Success 
But, you say, “‘It takes years to build my body up to 
the point where it will equal those of athletic champions."’ 
It does if you go about it without any system, but 
there’s a scientific short-cut. And that’s where I 


come in. 
30 Days is All I Need 


People call me the Muscle-Builder. I can do things 
with your body you never thought possible. With just a 
few minutes work every morning, I will add one full inch 
of real, live muscle to each of your arms, and two whole 
inches across your chest. Many of my pupils have gained 
more than that, but I GUARANTEE to do at least that 
much for you in one short month. Your neck will grow 
shapely, your shoulders begin to broaden. Before you 
know it, you'll find people turning around when you pass. 
Women will want to know you. Your boss will treat you 
with a new respect. Your friends will wonder what has 
come over you. You'lllook ten years younger, and you'll 
feel like it, too. Work will be easy. As for play, why, 
you'll realize then that you never knew what play really 
means. . 


I Strengthen Those Inner Organs Too 
But I’m not through with you. I want ninety days 
in all to do the job right, and then all I ask is that you 
stand in front of your mirror and look yourself over. 
What a marvelous change! Those great squared 
shoulders! That pair of huge, lithe arms! Those firm, 
shapely legs! Yes, sir. They, are yours, and they are 
there to stay. You'll be just as fit inside as you are out, 
too, because I work on your heart, your liver—all of 
your inner organs—strengthening and exercising them. 
Yes indeed, life can give you a greater thrill than you 
ever dreamed. But, remember, the only sure road to 
health, strength and happiness always demands action. 
Fill out the coupon below and mailit today. Write now! 


Send for My New 64 Page Book 


“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT” 


IT IS FREE . 


It contains forty-eight full-page photographs of myself 
and some of the many prize-winning pupils I have trained. 
Some of these came to me as pitiful weaklihgs imploring 
me to help them. Look them over now and you will 
marvel at their present physiques. This book will 
prove an impetus and a real inspiration to you. It will 
thrill you through and through. This will not obligate 
you at all, but for the sake of your future health and 
happiness do not put it off. Send today—right now 
before you turn this page. 

EARLE LIEDERMAN 
Dept. 4602 305 Broadway, New York City 
ee A OS 
EARLE LIEDERMAN, 3 
Dept. 4602, 305 Broadway, New York City 

Dear Sir: Without any obligation on my part what- 
ever please send me a copy of your latest book, Muscular 
Development.” 


Name. .-.2--245-s-s60ccaesceen-ec---<56 


Street... .---------------------------------20------ 
City <cs2ce 
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Hawaiian 
“Guitar! 


Learn at home 


in spare time 
Study in spare time at home. 
Even if you don’t know a 
player and teacher, Prof. note, our method is so sim- 
Walter Kolomoku.Hequickly ple and easy you begin a@ 
reveals to you the secrets of pices your first lesson. In 
this fascinating instrument. alfan hour you can play it! 


Play all the latest hits 
just as the Hawaiians do! 
Have good times aplenty! 


Native Hawaiian 


expert directs you 
You get expert instruction, 
directed by a world-famous 
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ean play any music— 52 lessons. Nothing 
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—with genuine seal grain Fabrikoid Cover and com- 
plete playing outfit— this beautiiul sweet-toned J 


HAWAIIAN GUITAR 


Reliable retailers ask $18 to $20 for a similar 
instrument and outfit without the fine / 
Fabrikoid Case, which alone is valued at $3.50 
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you. Start with small 
first payment—then 
pay while learning. 
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per lesson, You only 
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struction—we furnish 
everything. 
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FIRST HAWAIIAN 
CONSERVATORY 
of MUSIC, Inc. 

9th FI.. Woolworth Bidg. 

Dept. 856 New York 

Approved as_a_ Correspond- 

ence School Under the Laws 
of the State of New York 


Member National Home Study Council 


Send This Coupon 1 for Liberal Offer ? 
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FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC, Inc. 
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Eagle Watch Co. 
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BABY IS SAFE 


Comfort for Baby and Mother in Auto 


BABY Specialists and 
thousandsof mothersen- 
dorse this safe comfortable 
way to motor with baby. 
Complete freedom for 
mother to drive or relax. 
Bassinet fits any car, in- 


Dept.C 1 


stantly removed for use 
in hotel or home. Shock 
absorbing springs. Fold- 


ing hood. No screws in upholstery. 
Detachable wheels supplied if de- 
sired quickly convert Bassinet into 
baby carriage. Costs less than any 
carriage alone. Splendid gift. From 
dealers or by mail. Send for descriptive 
folder. Money refunded if not pleased, 
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Gordon Motor Crib Co., Inc., Dept. 2-E, 8 Bridge St., N.Y. 
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would give up his friendship with Leah 
and all other women. Why couldn’t I 


| forgive him, and let us start all over 


again? But, much as I yearned to pull 
away the barrier of coldness and dis- 
trust that separated us, my pride would 
not let me. Why should I eat humble pie 
for a man who had been disloyal to me so 
soon after our marriage? Why should I 
trample my self respect in the dust for 
him? And so the mental struggle went 
on between my heart and my pride. I 
couldn’t reach any definite decision. 

I was always silent and morose in 
Richard’s presence, so it was not strange 
that he began to spend much of his time 
away from home. I was sure he was with 
Leah, those lonely, heartbreaking nights. 
I brooded over his absence and all it im- 
plied, until I was nearly frantic. If I 
hadn’t loved him so it wouldn’t have 
mattered, but I did. Yet I could not 
trust him. I began to follow him when 
he left the house but usually before I 
had gone far I would get ashamed and 
return home. There I would spend the 
evening torturing myself with pictures of 
him and Leah, together. 

I cannot imagine what would have 
been the result of this sordid brooding 
on my part if it hadn’t been for an episode 
that, while horrible in itself, was beauti- 
ful in its harvest. 


NE night I locked the door as usual 

and, after several hours of tossing I 
finally fell into a stupefied sleep. I was 
awakened by shouts and loud pounding 
on the door. I tried to awaken fully, but it 
seemed impossible. I managed to rise 
upon one elbow, but fell weakly back again. 


| I couldn’t understand why I was so dizzy 


and helpless. My eyes smarted and were 
blurred. After a few terrified seconds I 
sat up in bed, only to realize with horror 
that the room was filled with smoke. The 
house was on fire! But instead of this 
making me strong with the strength of 
desperation I was so frightened I could 
not move. I knew I was ill and weak 
from the fumes of the smoke and this, 
coupled with my condition, all helped to 
sap my strength. I put my hands to my 
nose in an effort to keep out the smoke 
that was becoming denser and hotter 
every moment. 

It seemed ages later when I felt a cold 
breeze on my hot face. I choked and 
opened my eyes to find my husband’s 


face close to mine, his arms holding me | 


tightly to him. I was bewildered at first— 
but not for long. I felt that I knew the 
reason for this unusual and unexpected 
embrace. I was dead and so was he, I 
thought. And all the suspicions that had 
tortured me for so many long, weary 
weeks didn’t matter any more. I smiled 
and leaned closer to him—and then lost 
consciousness. 

But not many days after that I was 
destined to wake up in a neighbor’s home, 
lying in a strange bed. I was swathed 
grotesquely in rolls and rolls of white 
surgical bandages. My arms, my neck, 


my legs; even my face and head. And 
every inch of me ached and burned. 
A woman in white bent over me. In 


my terror-stricken eyes she must have 
read a question, for she whispered, 
soothingly; ‘You nearly lost your baby, 
but everything is all right now.” 


I couldn’t quite agree with her. I was 


happy to know that the shock hadn’t 
taken my baby from me, but what of my 
husband? When I voiced this question 
she smiled reassuringly. 

“He’s been here every day to see you,” 
she said, ‘‘and now you must go to sleep.” 

But I didn’t sleep. I lay wide-eyed 
and breathless, waiting for Richard. He 
wasn’t hurt then. And it must have been 
he who had knocked down the bedroom 
door and carried me out to safety. Per- 
haps this incident would make me seem 
more precious in his eyes. He might 
willingly turn from Leah to me. 

My heart beat madly when I saw him 
coming toward me, pale and haggard, one 
arm in a sling. I smiled up at him and 
was amazed when, the next moment, he 
knelt near the bed and, with his face 
against my bandaged hands sobbed the 
terrible, difficult sobs of a man who 
hadn’t cried for years and years. I 
couldn’t quite understand but supposed 
it must be from strain and shock. But 
when he lifted his face and holding it 
against mine, whispered a few low words, 
I understood. 

“Forgive me, darling, can you?” he 
said. “I’ve been a beast!” 

He was asking forgiveness for Leah— 
and the others, I thought, and held him 
closer, happy and peaceful. Yet his next 
words surprised me. 

“You should have told me, dear,’ he 
said, gently reproachful. “If I’d known 
—about the baby—I’d have been more 
patient with you. I’d have realized that 
you weren’t well and didn’t know what 
you were doing—that you weren’t re- 
sponsible. My dear little wife—to think 
I blamed you when you weren’t well!” 


HE wasn’t apologizing for his disloyalty 

to me! He was sorry that he hadn’t 
overlooked my coldness to him, which he 
attributed to my condition! He didn’t 
feel guilty, then. 

I decided not to refuse the happiness 
I wanted so badly. I offered him my 
trembling lips and gave myself fully to 
the joy of his caress. What did it matter 
—what did anything matter? In the 
ashes of our ruined home we would lay 
all the bitter past. 

Never before had my husband been so 
attentive and gentle with me as he was 
after I was able to get around. My 
arms and neck were scarred, but he would 
often kiss each white mark tenderly and 
say he loved me more for every mark. 
We were divinely happy those days. 

And while we were waiting for the baby, 
there came another unexpected happiness. 

I was engaged in knitting a little pink 
jacket one day when Richard returned 
from work, looking puzzled. He drew 
a letter from his pocket and _ silently 
handed it to me. It was from Dolly. 
She was very happy, she said, and glad 
she had gone home. 

“T suppose I ought to thank Leah for 
that,” she wrote, ‘‘as I probably never 
would have gathered together enough 
courage to throw up my job there if she 
hadn’t told me about the rent being 
doubled.” She sent both of us ‘‘heaps of 
love and kisses,” and in a scrawly post- 
script she thanked me again for the check 
I'd handed her the day she left. 

“The folks think I earned it—and I let 
them think that—I hope you don’t 
mind,” she said. 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


Ls there a Job and a Future | 


for Me in Awn ATION ? | 


eee 7} 


2 
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Walter Hinton 


—first to pilot a plane across the 
Atlantic, first in other deeds of 
the sir, and today a recognized 
feader in the Industry, is the first 
world-famous aviator to offer you 
the training and backing you need 
for success in ANY branch of 
Commercial Aviation. 


Get FREE Book 


Perhaps the reason Hinton is not 
training YOU right now—is be- 
cause you haven't begun to appre- 
ciate what a tremendous oppor- 
tunity Aviation offers you. 

So, if you are over 18, get a copy, 


HERE'S a 


better job 

and future for 
YOU in Aviation 
than in any other 
industry because 
Aviation is just be- 
ginning its period of 


BIG GROWTH. 


During the next few 
years Aviation is going 
to pick its leaders and 
executives. And YOU 
—by Jooking and acting 
ahead—can be one of 
them. 


Give Hinton just a part 
of your spare time dur- 
ing the next few months 
and he'll give you the 
kind of training that 
employers are paying 


of his FREE book “Wings of 
Opportunit: It's crammed with 
FACTS that are vital to YOUR 
FUTURE. Mauil the coupon now. 


real cash to get. 


He will even help you 
get a job through the 
free assistance of his 
Employment Depart- 
ment. 


Aviation Institute U. S. A 


Walter Hinton, President 321-D | 
1115 Connecticut Avenue, - 


i¢ Washington, D. C. I 
Send my FREE copy of “Wings of Opportunity.” I'd like to 

| know what kind of a future Commercial Aviation offers ME. | 
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: pe (0VIE MACHINE 


ts of fun giving shows with 
this handsome, strong, sturdy 
new model metal machine that 
throws real moving pictures. 
Complete with lens, lamp. 
film, colored slide, etc. SEN 
NO MONEY. WE TRUST 
YOU with 20 packets Garden 
Seeds to sell at 10c a packet. 
When sold send $2 collected and 
movie outfit is_yours. No_more 
Y money to pay. EXTRA. $1500 in 
‘Big Cash Prizes you may win. Write 
for seeds today. - 
LANCASTER COUNTY SEED CO, 
Station 197 PARADISE, PA. 


7 SEAUTIFY YOUR FEET. 
A Shapely Foot Is a Joy Forever 


Straighten Your Toes. Banish 
that Bunion. Any other foot 
trouble? 

*The ‘‘Perfection’’ Toe Spring 
REMOVES THE ACTUAL 
CAUSE of the BUNION 
or enlarged joint. Worn at 
night, with auxiliary 7 
appliance for day use. S 
Send outline of foot. e) 
Write for full particulars. CQ 


C. R. ACFIELD, Dept. 33. 1328 Broadway, New York 


That Baffles Burglars and Sneak Thieves 


New, Patented, Just out, Burglar proof—Fool 
Proof—Nothing else like it on earth— 


AUTOMATICSAFETY VENTILATING WINDOW LOCK 


Asleep or awake, the house is ventilated, yet family, 
loved ones and valuables always protected. Impos- 
sible for anyone outside to open window ortamper with 
lock. Easily attached in minute to windows. 


BIGGEST SELLER EVER OFFERED AGENTS 


Sellsin 9 out of 10 homes, with only 3 minute demon- 
stration, 3 to 12 in each home. Sells to stores, offices, 
garages, banks, every place that has windows. No 
competition. Endorsed by Police and Insurance men. 


$15 to $25 DAILY PROFITS—EASY! 
Most useful and valuable patented specialty everinvented. Every- 
body wild about it. Men and women everywhere. HURRY— 
HURRY—Be first in your neighborhood to reap this Golden 
Harvest of Dollars. Write at once for terms and territory. 


THE ELMWOOD MFG. CO., 1432 Elmwood Place, Cincinnati, 0, 


“I’m glad she’s so contented,” I mur- 
mured, handing the letter back to 
Richard, but not meeting his eyes. 

“But what does she mean about the 
rent being doubled?’’ he demanded frown- 
ing, “Why, I gave Leah five hundred 
dollars just about the time Dolly left. 
What happened to that check?” 

Then he had meant it for Dolly, after 
all! 

“T wonder if Leah could have been low 
enough to keep it and send Dolly home?” 
he said slowly. Then, ‘‘That’s just what 
she did, Patricia! To think that one 
woman would stoop as low as to play a 
trick like that on another woman! Let- 
ting poor Dolly go without even a roof 
over her head while Leah lived in luxury!” 

“Perhaps Leah wasn’t thinking so 
much of being mean to Dolly as she was 
of being—nice—to you,’ I ventured, 
head down. 

He sighed, relieved. ‘‘Gee, Pat,’’ he said 
boyishly, ‘‘I honestly think you’re about 
right! That woman certainly made me 
nervous the way she dogged me, all the 
time. She knew I only went there to give 
her Dolly’s check, vet she used to have 
supper laid out for us, and sometimes she 
had theater tickets, even! And the day [ 
gave her that last check she dragged me 
to a tea room and insisted upon dancing 
for two hours.” 

During his last words he laughed jok- 
ingly and, leaning over, kissed me lightly. 
Realizing how I had misjudged him I 
clung to him, ashamed, repentant. 


“W7OU’RE the best husband a woman 

ever had!” I whispered passionately. 
And that was the nearest I ever dared 
come to an apology. 

He never knew I owed him one. I 
dread to think how he would feel if he 
knew of the suspicions I entertained re- 
garding him and the actress. I never 
want him to know. He will always blame 
my strange behavior on my condition, 
and it is best so. Nor shall I ever lose 
my faith in him again, 

Dolly is a steady correspondent of ours, 
now. She urges us constantly to visit her, 
for she declares that she will never again 
leave home. We intend to accept her 
invitation, as soon as little Patty is a bit 
older. She is just three months now and, 
of course, the sweetest baby a mother 
ever had! 

After the fire | hadn't worked steadily 


| in the shop, though nearly every day I 


had gone to see that things were being 
conducted as I wanted them. 

Since the baby’s arrival, of course, I 
hadn’t been very strong, and I’d been 
quite busy. But now I feel ready to go 
back and conquer sales resistance again. 

We have decided to have a trained 
nurse for Pattvy—one who will not frown 
if I bring her gaudy, little celluloid toys 
and woolly kittens. Patty is mine and 
I’m not willing to have her brought up 
scientifically and unsentimentally. I 
often wonder how it will seem to grown- 
ups, twenty-five years from now when, in 
recalling their childhood, their memories 
run something like this. 

“Wheaten grits at two P.M. and a 
slice of bread without butter. Walk at 
three P.M.’ And so on. No, my baby is 


going to remember old-fashioned things | 


like being rocked and sung to sleep, funny, 
fuzzy toys and rompings with Daddy. 
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There's the Man Who’s 
Holding You Down 


Yes, sir! There’s the man. You 
see him every time you look in the 
mirror. His name isn’t Brown or 
Smith or Jones but Y-O-U. He's 
your real boss. He’s the man who 
decides whether your salary will 
be $35 a week or $100 or $150. 


Ir you want to get ahead there’s just one sure way 
to do it—train yourself to do the day’s work better 
than any other man in the office. Ability is bound 
to count. Your employer will be glad to pay you 
more money if you show him you deserve it. 

A home-study course with the International Corre- 
spondence Schools will prepare YOU for the position 
you want in the work you like best. All it takes is an 
hour a day of the spare time that now goes to waste. 


Write for Free Booklet 


es ss cs ce ce ce 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The Universal University” 
Box 3233, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please send me 
a copy of your 48-page booklet, ‘Who Wins and Why,” 
and tell me how I can qualify for the position, or in the 
subject, before which I have marked an X: 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

O Architect Automobile Work 
O Architectural Draftsman FJ Aviation Engines 
(_] Building Foreman (J Plumber and Steam Fitter 
L] Conerete Builder Plumbing Inspector 

Contractor and Builder [J] Foreman Plumber 
(JStructural Draftsman Heating and Ventilation 
L) Structural Engineer Sheet-Metal Worker 
(J Electrical Engineer Steam Engineer 
Electrical Contractor Marine Engineer 
(] Electric Wiring Refrigeration Engineer 
OElectric Lighting R. R. Positions 
OElectrie Car Running (] Highway Engineer 
L)Telegraph Engineer Chemistry 
(Telephone Work ~ [] Pharmacy 
O Mechanical Engineer () Coal Mining Engineer 
[J Mechanical Draftsman. L] Navigation ( Assayer 
LJ Machine Shop Practice ( Iron and Steel Worker 
Lj Toolmaker O Textile Overseer or Supt. 
[] Patternmaker Cotton Manufacturing 
Civil Engineer Woolen Manufacturing 
O Surveying and Mapping CJAgriculture O Fruit Growing 
O Bridge Engineer Poultry Farming 
O)Gas Engine Operating [Mathematics ( Radio 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


OBusiness Management (Business Correspondence 
(]Industrial Management (] Show Card and Sign 
Personnel Management Lettering 

O Traffic Management Stenography and Typing 
O) Accounting and C. P. A, O English 

Coaching C1 Civil Service 

OCost Accounting . Q)Ratlway Mail Clerk 

0) Bookkeeping Mail Carrier. 

L] Secretarial Work (Grade School Subjects 


El Seanish q French 4 High School Subjects a 
Salesmanship lustrating Cartooning 

U Advertising C) Lumber Dealer 

NAIC 8 c55is2iseseneseanecsontenssinoastaiasadnuide hea deeveranestaiauneevce ets 
Street 

ADAG 88 sees: Sedeassk ss sancecsesansunssasies suse codevsenie taveunsunieisaviaveaseocenek 
CUS: vvssssssvicssavizecusissescucseassseeeid State. 3 


OCCUPATION 5 ssssscsaseses tessa sever ester sksvensd sacopeesesceesisibSiceeespsoue 

If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the 

International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, 
Montreal, Canada 


Y FO 
MONEY FOR YOU 


YOU can earn good ayes ag spare lime at 
home making display cards. No selling or 
canvassing. i 


e instruct you, furnish com- 
plete outfit and supply you with work. 
ook! 


Write to-day for free let. 
The MENHENITT COMPANY Limited 
195 Dominion Bldg., Toronto, Ont. 
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“J Would Not Part 
with It for 


910,000! 


s° WRITES one happy, 
grateful user of The 
Natural Body Brace. In like 
manner testify thousands 
who have benefitted from this 
wonderful aid to health, 
strength and regained vigor. 


MEN and WOMEN every- 
where are finding new joy 
of living, are relieving pain 
and strain with The Natural 
Body Brace. 


Overcomes Weakness and 
Organic Ailments of 
\ Men and Women 


Develops erect, graceful 
figure. laces and 
supports misplaced or- 
gans;supportsenlarged 
abdomen; strengthens 
and straightens the 
back. Enables you to 
be active—do things — 
feel fit always! 
Develops lungs, chest, 
ust, Corrects stooping 

shoulders. Relieves back- 

ache, curvatures, nervousness, 
constipation, after_effects of Flu. 

A wonderful proved aid 
for Rupture—Overcomes pain- 
ful boring pressure. Brings 
wearer many general body ben- 
efits while 
easily and comforta 


THENVATURAL 
BODY BRACE 


+ Save your body. Conserve your health and efficiency 
with this aid to health and strength. Made to fit 
individual measurements. Comfortable, easy to wear. 
Over 300,000 satisfied users. 


Try 30 Days yen nee eke 


Know_ what it 
means to keep fit, be strong, graceful, active. Send cou- 
pon now for free illustrated booklet ‘‘Health, Strength 
and Perfect, Figure’, and details of our free Individual 
Health Service and liberal trial proposition. 

THE NATURAL BODY BRACE CO. ~ 
Howard C. Rash, President 20 
204 Rash Building Salina, Kansas 
The Natural Body Brace Co,, Howard C. Rash, Pres. | 
204 Rash Bldg., Salina, Kansas 
Please send me free booklet “Health, Strength and 
Perfect Figure", and full details of your free Individual 
Heulth Service and liberal trial proposition. 


STAMMER 


Send 10 cents for 288-page book on Stammering and 


Stuttering, ‘‘Its Cause and Cure.’ It tells how I 
cured myself after stammering 20 yrs. B. N. Bogue, 
2675 Bogue Bidy., 1147 N. Illinois St., Indianapolis 


—< “That’s right! To 
break up a cold 


there’s nothing 
like— 


These efficient 
tablets relieve 
pain harmlessly. 


BUNIONS GO IN 15 DAYS 


= 
Make This Test and Prove It! 
I end bunions with my new Pedodyne Solvent treatment. 
Pain stops almost instantly. Actual reduction of the en- 
larged growth starts so fast that thousands report they now 
wear new shoes with ease and comfort. It’s perfectly mar- 
velous, and you can prove it by actual test at my risk. 


TRY IT ON YOUR BUNION 


Just send your name and address so that we can arrange 

for you to prove the quick, sure amazing results. Address 
Y LABORATORIES, Dept. 303-B 

180 North Wacker Drive Chicago, Illinois 


elding rupture ~ 
y- 
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I'll have a nurse for her, but mornings 
Ill take care of her. Afternoons I’ll work 
in the store. Richard is still approving 
of my desire to work there. He teasingly 
told me last night, that he was afraid I’d 
make him stop his own work some day, 
and become my errand boy. I promised 
solemnly never to do that, but it did 
occur to me that Patty may be very use- 
ful, when she is older. 


As for Happiness—that elusive will-o’- 
the-wisp, pursued by all yet caught by so 
few—l’ve found it, and I’ll keep it so long 
as I have Faith. For without Faith, Love 
doesn’t mean very much. In our Great- 
est Book, my own groping thoughts are 
simply, exquisitely expressed: 

“Love beareth all things, believeth all 
things, hopeth all things, endureth all 
things. Love never faileth.” 


Love Bound 


(Continued from page 84) 


alone any more, I had something to live 
for, some one to love. From that day 
on, I gained strength. 

In the afternoons I took walks or went 
to the public library for books. I got the 
books Jeff had mentioned as his favorites, 
the ones he had said we would read to- 
gether. I found travel books and studied 
about the strange countries we had 
planned to go gypsying in. Sadness 
never left me, but my life was not as 
oe and empty as it had been at 

rst. 

One day Mrs. Berkey told me of a 
chance to get a job. ‘‘My niece Sally 
is a stenographer at the Elite, the big 
ready-to-wear shop. It’s the busy winter 
season now, and Sally thinks you might 
get taken on. You could just work after- 
noons at first if you wanted to.” 


WENT downtown to meet Sally the 

next noon and she took me to the man- 
ager of the store,a Mr. Nathan. When I 
told him about my experience at Levin- 
son’s in New York, he was interested. The 
store he had managed in St. Louis had 
bought wholesale at Levinson’s, he said. 
He knew I must be experienced if I had 
worked there, and said he could give me 
a part-time job. Later, if we got along 
well together, he might take me on as a 
regular saleswoman. 

It seemed very strange to be back in a 
department, selling ‘‘snappy models” to 
fat matrons and frivolous flappers. It 
was really only a vear since I had been 
at Levinson’s, selling and_ gossiping, 
partying night after night, living a care- 
free, reckless gold-digger’s life with 
Daisy. Poor Daisy, dead and out of 
things for good. And I might as well be 
dead, for all the gaiety and parties I 
would ever see again! 

As time went on I felt better, and 
during the holiday season Mr. Nathan 
took me on as a regular salesgirl. I was 
glad to get the salary, for it meant I 
might not have to sell all of my beloved 
jewels. I worked hard, trying to please 
him and the customers. At night I was 


- dog-tired and I spent the evenings in bed, 


reading. Sometimes Mrs. Berkey would 
come in for a chat, or her niece Sally 
would run over to tell me about her dates 
and the gossip of her young crowd. 

But actually I was alone. The kind 
interest of Mrs. Berkey helped, but it 
couldn’t take the place of some one of 
my own who would love me. I longed 
for my baby to come, for then I would 
have something to love. The changes 
that took place in my body puzzled me, 


humiliated me, but Mrs. Berkey wouldn’t 
let me’worry about that, for she kept 
calling me the luckiest girl in the world. 
I could hardly agree with her. The old 
gay, alluring Cherry Duane was dead. 
I could only see a hard, lonely road ahead, 
and the only solace I had was the thought 
of my baby. 

But as my ordeal drew nearer and 
nearer, I faced fear and loneliness that I 
never had dreamed of before. In my utter 
helplessness I was all alone, I might die 
alone. Nobody would know or care. I 
was horribly afraid of the pain to come. 

“Jeff, if only you were near me, if I 
could only gain strength and courage 
from the loving smile in your eyes! 
Jefi—Jeff—Jeff—” 

When my hour came I went down into 
valley of torture with his name on my 
ips. 
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Out of a dreamy daze of unconscious- 
ness I drifted back to life, the racking 
pain stilled at last, soothed by a sense of 
ineffable peace. They told me I had a 
son. Something new and lovely, like a 
flower, opened in my heart, and every- 
thing else, even Jeff and the burden of 
sorrow I bore for him, faded into in- 
significance. I would call my baby Jeff, 
of course, and he would love me. I would 
be so good he would never be disgusted 
and ashamed of me, as his father had 
been. 


NLY a mother can know the joy I felt 

as I gazed down at that fuzzy little 

head; felt the soft, helpless body close to 
mine; the tiny, seeking fingers. 

My friend Mrs. Berkey, seemed as 
much in love with the baby as if she were 
an adoring grandmother. She came to 
the hospital to take me ‘“‘home.”’ She said 
she had everything ready and would help 
me take care of the baby too. She had ex- 
changed rooms with me so that I could 
have the larger, airy, front bedroom, 
next to the living room. 

Those months when I was caring for 
my baby were filled with a new, strange 
happiness. As the weeks passed, and he 
grew strong and healthy, I could see in 
his tiny baby features a little image of 
Jefi’s face. 

Through the long, hot summer, I 
nursed the baby carefully, following the 
doctor’s directions and Mrs. Berkey’s 
sage advice. Everyone who saw him said 
he was a wonderful child. I sold my 
diamond bracelets and the emerald, and 
was able to buy everything the baby 
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Dont Send 


Tt wearing apparel bargain. 
ThisisaWonderful 3357703 Soar name and 
address—no money—and we will send you 2dresses 
and 2 pair hose by return mail. One dress is made of 
washable printed pongette, and the other of a fancy 
printed di imity, both in popular bodice effect style 
with gathered skirts and dainty white organdie trim- 
ming. In assorted colors and figured patterns. Sizes, 
32, to 46 bust. The hose are made of lustrous Rayon, 
with double cotton garter tops, and reinforced soles 
and heels; mock seam backs. COLORS: Flesh, tan, 
gray,orblack. Sizes, 8}4 to 10. 

YOU CAN’T AFFORD TO MISS THIS 

amazing opportunity. Just write us, stating sizes and 

colors desired, and we will mail to you C. O. D. the 

two dresses and two pair hose. We pay all postage! 

When they arrive, you pay the postman $1.98 for 

them. If you are not absolutely satisfied, return them 

at our expense and we will send back your money, 
order by No. 81. 

WALTER FIELD CO. Dept.B1778, CHICAGO, ILL. 

fran 

t Corner Your Pictures-aibum 

“> Where you can kei em is 
? Sojoy them always. jeend — 
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Styles Colors 


ere on gale Photo Supply, and 

Album counters everywhere. ey 
BS Baca buiataay atc 

‘0! wa: moun 
Kodak Prints. A dime brings 100 fe 

God Samples to try. Write 

uy ENGEL MFG. Co. : 
400 Dept.59B, 4711 N. Clark St.. Chicago 


RFUME vi" PERNONALITY 


Sometimes it is the faint, pleasing odor of a deli- 
cate perfume that attracts —especially if that 
perfume adds charm to the user, 


Save Perfume 


ig in a class all by itself. Itis a new crea- 
@ tion from the secret formulaof a cele- 
® brated French Perfumer, You may try it, 
and convince yourself of its merit by, 
simply sending 10 cents to cover the cost 
of postage and packing of a generous 
sample, Send today. Love Charm Co., 
1814 Franklin,St.Louis, Mo., Dept. 126-B 


for men, women, children. All 
‘ styles and colors. Guaran- 

teedto wear and satisfy 
or replaced. Finest line silk 

‘hosiery youeversaw. All at 
lowest prices. 


New Auto Given 
We give our sales agents a 
new Ford Car when earn- 
ed under our plan, Write 
today for sales plan.We 
deliver or you deliver, 
suit yourself. Com- 
mission earned 
daily.Spare time 
satisfactory. 
, Credit given. 


| needed, and pay Mrs. Berkey for her 
| help. When I was not busy with the 
| baby, I read books I thought Jeff would 
| have chosen for me. Could anything be 
| more different from the Cherry Duane of 


summer in Bradville? That wild, reck- 
less ‘‘glad rag doll’? was dead forever. 

Then, as summer ended, I had to think 
practically of the future. I had only a 
few jewels left. All my clothes were as 
good as new, but I knew they would not 
bring me enough money to bother selling. 
I must go to work, I told Mrs. Berkey, 
and the only way I could see was to put 
the baby in a nursing home. I could 
hardly bear to think of that, but I had 
to earn money now. 

“Nursing home—nonsense!”’ she said 
indignantly. ‘You leave baby right 
here. He’ll be safe here in his own home. 
Lord knows what he might catch in one 
of those places.” 

“But, Mrs. Berkey, I’ve got to go to 
work—”’ 

“Leave baby with me. You know I 
love him like my own, and I’ve watched 
you all summer, so I know just how you 
take care of him. I’ve got nothing but my 
little scrap of housework to do, it’ll be 
easy. And you'll have him with you 
nights then.” : 

“Oh, Mrs. Berkey, if you only would! 
It would be heaven for me—but it seems 
too much for you.” But Mrs. Berkey 
only snorted indignantly at my protests. 


with her, and I was grateful to the bottom 
of my heart that it was so. We arranged 
the money end of it, and I went to see 
Mr. Nathan about a job. 


UCKILY it was the opening of the fall 
season and he could take me on. He 
seemed glad to get me, and I was glad to 
get the pay. It would keep the baby and 
me at Mrs. Berkey’s and, if I was very 
careful, perhaps I could save a little. 

I had never thought, in my frenzy of 
that night when I packed all my lovely 
clothes in the Hotel Blanton suite, that 
I would some day count each dress an 
asset as a means of supporting my son— 
and Jeff’s. 

Two simple black afternoon frocks and 
the severe street dresses I had bought 
would be perfect for the store. I thanked 
my lucky stars I hadn’t lost my figure. 
I seemed actually to have grown taller 
and more slender, and my troubles had 
changed me from a harum-scarum flapper 
into a woman, with a woman’s dignity. 
My new, quiet poise and the quality of 
my beautifully-cut clothes helped me at 
the store. The other clerks treated me 
with respect and I found it easy to get 
back into the way of selling. 

I had to succeed at this, I told myself, 
I had to earn more and more money 
for the baby. As he grew older I wanted 
to give him things; to educate and train 
him, so he would never be ignorant and 
wild as I had been; tainted with the 
Duanes’ bad blood. So I worked hard, 
without ever sparing myself, and at the 
end of the first month I was overjoyed 
to find an extra ten dollars in my weekly 
pay envelope. 

This was real success—far more satis- 
fying than any triumphs of ball-room 
popularity. When Mrs. Berkey’s niece, 
Sally, came in that night to gossip and 


the old days in New York and that last | 


I knew she longed to have the baby | 
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chance toown 
that brand new Genuine 
Model 3 Corona you've 
wanted—on the easiest 
terms ever offered — at 
LOWEST PRICE ever offered! 
Complete in every detail; back 
spacer, etc.. MANUFACTUR- 
: ER’S GUARANTEE. Recog- 
nized the world over as the finest, strongest, 
sturdiest, portable built. Only a limited number 
of these splendid machines available. To get 
one, you must act now! 


Yours for 10 Days FREE 
Send No Money 


Experience the joy this personal writing rtable 
typewriter can give you! Use it 10 days free! how 
easy it is to run and the splendidly typed letters it 
turns out. Ideal for the office desk, home, traveling. 
Small, compact, light, convenient. Don’t send out let- 
ters, reponse bills in poor handwriting when you can 
have this Corona at such a low price or on such easy 
terms, Remember these are brand new machines right 
out of the Corona factory. 


Carrying Case Included 
—If You Act Now 


Leatheroid carrying case, oiler, instructions free on 
this offer. Send no money—just the coupon. Without 
delay or red tape we will send you the Corona. Try it 
10 days. If you decide to keep it, send us only $2—then 
$3 a month until our special price of $39.90 is paid. 
Now is the time to buy. This offer may never be 
repeated. Mail coupon now. 


MONEY SAVED 
By Using This Coupon 


Smith Typewriter Sales Corp. 
a {Corona Division} 
§ 469 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Dept, 52 


Ship me the Corona, F. O. B. Chicago. On arrival I'll deposit $2 
@ with express agent. If i keep machine, J’ll send you $3 a month 
until the $37.90 balance Of889.90 price is paid; the title to remain 
with you until then. Iam tohave 10 days to try the typewriter. If 
8 I decide not to keep it, Iwill repack and return to jexprene agent, 
§@ who will return my $2. You are to give your standard guarantee. 


$ 


BALANCE 
EASY 
TERMS 


ee 


All this jewelry is yours or Cash Commis- 

sion for selling only 6 Boxes Mentho-Nova- 
Salve at 25c. Wonderful for catarrh, cuts, burns 
etc. Order today. When sold return $1.50 and 


all 5 pieces are yours. 
&0.," Dept. E633 Greenville, Pa. 


U.S. SUPPLY 
MYSTIC DREAM 
BOOK Tulle what all. sorts 


of dreams mean. In- 
terpret dreams for your friends. Tell 
them when they will marry and whom, 
and other interesting phenomena, 
Tells “fortunes” by cards, teac' 
almistry, etc. Tists “lucky and un- 
ucky” days. More amusement in this 
200-page book and brochure than $1 
would buy anywhere. Regular $1 
value. Send only 46 cenés, coin or 
stamps, that’s all. Satisfaction 
Guaranteed. Smaller Book 25c. 


QUAINT COIN 
GIVEN SE bs%8 
with every order, 

MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12 
Varick Sta., New York, Dept. TS 2 


Why pay an extravagant price for 
strength—get all equipment you re- 

uire and excellent course of instruc- 
tions for only $5.00, Develop muscles 
of asuper-man. Get strong and amaze 
friends. We show how to easily mas- 
ter feats which now seem difficult--if 
you want physical culture for your health’s 
sake, this equipment is just what you need. 
Save at least half. We furnish a ten 
cable chest expander adjustable to resist- 
|nce up to 200 lbs. Made of new, live, extra 
strength, springy rubber to assure lon 
wear and give resistance you need for real 
muscle development. You also get a pair of 
Patented hand grips for developing power 
‘ul grip, and forearms, 

We include wall exercising parte which 
permit you to develop your back, arms and 
legs—a real muscle necessity. Business men 
and athletes, too, firet age in their lege. 
Develop, leg muscles with foot strap which 
we furnish. This will give you speed and 
endurance—but that isn’t all you get. In 
eddition we include a specially written course 
which contains pictures and diagrams showing 
how to develop any part of your body sa 
you quickly get on with these exercises and 
gain greatest advantage from their use 


Act now! 
SEND NO MONEY 


AL items. pictured are included in 
this special offer. Sign name and 
address to coupon and rush to usd 
We send your ten cable chest dee 
veloper, wall parts, a pair of hand 
grips, foot strap and the course 
by return mail. Pay postman 
$5.00, plus postage on arrival, 
Cif you send check or money 
order in advance, we pay postage, 


GUARANTEE 


All Crusader products are guare 
anteed to give entire satise 


Lfaction or money back. 


Crusader Apparatus Co., 
Dept. 902, 44 Parker Ave., Maplewood, N. J. 

T accept your offer. Send me everything described 
in your advertisement by return mail. I will pay 
postman $5.00 plus postage on arrival. It is under- 
stood if I am not entirely satisfied after examination 
I can return the goods and you will refund my money, 


Note—No C. O. D. orders shi 
Countries or Canada seinpaa No Rietelae 


Name...csccccccce cccocncccccceccosccccoecccs= 


GET THIS 


— comes along no lessons are neces- 

sary. You can quicklylearn to strum 

all the latest hits. SEND NO MONEY. Just 

name and address. WE TRUST YOU with 20 

packets Garden Seeds to sell at 10c a packet. When 

sold send $2 collected and we will positively send 

by parcel post UKULELE and instruction book with many songs and 

music. No more money to pay. EXTRA—$1500 in BIG CASH 
RIZES you may win. Write for seeds today, 

NCASTER COUNTY SEED CO. Station 174 PARADISE, PA. 


Newest Designs—ELITE DIA 


Biggest bargain ever offered. No. 1. Ladies 


sterling pierced mounting set with fiery Elite 
Diamond $2, 98. No.2. Men’s Massive Sterling 
Ring, set with Carat Elite Diamond. Special 
$2.98. No. 3. Ladies gorgeous Dinner Ring, 
pierced mounting set with 3 Elite Diamonds 
and 4 decorative Emeralds on sides. $2.98. 

st send your name,address 
Send No Money 235¢ 924 vour _Pay postman 
price on arrival plus postage. If youcan tell them 

‘rom Genuine Diamonds, send them back, 


ELITE JEWELRY HOUSE, vege*e. 52; *etl2nd AYGi vols 


TRUE STORY MAGAZINE 


see the baby, I told her how thrilled I 
was over the raise. 

“Huh! Don’t see why you’re sur- 
prised,’ she said. ‘‘We don’t draw 
queens like you every day. They’re all 
nutty about your looks and clothes and 
Nathan said the other day you were a hot 
combination—looked like the long-lost 
heiress in disguise and could sell, too. 
He'll be asking you for dates next!’’ 

I laughed. It seemed so silly now to 
think of having dates—me with this 
precious baby to play with and put to 
bed every night. 

But Mr. Nathan did ask me to dinner 
with him not long after that. I refused 
as politely as I could. The invitation 
only gave me one more thing to worry 
about—that my boss would get down on 
me. Sometimes I noticed men trying to 
flirt with me on the street, and in the 
little sandwich shop where Della James 
and I went to lunch, men were always 
staring, trying to scrape up an acquaint- 
ance with us. Della giggled and would 
have flirted, too; but I held up my head 
haughtily and ignored them. 

Then one crisp, cold evening when I 
was waiting for my bus on a windy 
corner, I was startled to feel a hand on 
my arm. I turned to face Jack Elwood— 
the boy whose recklessness had con- 
tributed to my disgrace in Bradville— 
who had nearly died in the accident the 
night of the last country club dance. 


ELL, if it isn’t Cherry Duane— 

Cherry Deere, I mean! And the 
name’s better than ever, | announce,” he 
said genially. “Suits you to a T, although 
I don’t approve of your sneaking off on me 
like that and marrying somebody else.” 
I stood, quiet and composed, while he 
poured forth a volley of questions and 
nonsense, answering him in coo! mono- 
syllables. Finally he urged me to go to 
dinner with him. 

“No, thank you, Jack,” I said. “You 
know I’m married.” 

“Married! Oh yes, of course! 
thought—I heard—”’ 

“That I live apart from my husband. 
Yes. But that doesn’t change the fact 
that I’m married.” 

He went on pleading with me and 
arguing until there was only one thing 
to do. I told him about the baby. 

We parted friends, and I carried away 
a pleasant glow in my heart because 
Jack Elwood seemed, at least, to respect 
and like me, didn’t despise me as the 
rest of Bradville, as my own husband did. 
That incident was the first of a series of 
strange reminders of the past that were 
to disturb the calm routine of my new 
life. 

The next day I picked up the evening 
paper to see my husband’s name in 
black, staring headlines on the front page: 


But I 


Jerr DEERE, ONE OF STATE’S WEALTH- 
IEST INDIANS, HELD AFTER RAID 


MEMBERS OF BLANTON’S ELire ARRESTED 
Wuen Dry Orricers Paptock NIcuTr 
CLUB 


The newspaper told a sensational story 
of the raid, the liquor found in bottles 
and glasses on the tables. 

Jeff’s party was made up of personages 
“prominent in Blanton social circles,” 


and they had all given bond and been 
released. 

Jefi’s name staring at me in bold, black 
letters shocked me out of the becalmed 
lethargy that had held me these past 
months. Hard work, long, tiring days, 
and the peaceful evenings with my baby 
and books had ulled me into something 
like contentment. Now I was roused to 
the old burning pain of remembrance. 

My heart was torn with jealousy. All 
the old bitter ionging and grief surged 
over me again. : 

I had shunned the thought of divorce 
before, but now it occurred to me that 
Jeff could divorce me for desertion, he 
might marry again, one of these society 
girls who knew and did all the things he 
was accustomed to. They might even 
have children—and then my baby and I 
would both be outcasts indeed, with no 
place in Jeff’s life at all. I could not sleep 
that night and went to work next morning 
tired and pale, my heart full of bitterness 
at the sorrow women have to endure 
while men go free. 

Just before noon a customer came to 
me. “Mrs. Deere?” she asked. “A 
friend sent me to you, said you could 
help me so much in picking out a coat. 

“T want to look just grand in my new 
coat,” she confided, in an impulsive 
girlish way. “I hate to admit it, but my 
beau has thrown me down for a blonde, 
and I’m so mad I’ve just got to have some- 
thing pretty to show off in. I don’t know 
whether to get another beau and make 
him jealous—or get him back. Aren’t 
men the devils?” 

She seemed so depressed I couldn’t 
help sympathizing with her. ‘‘Men al- 
ways have the best of it,” I told her. 
“Love is always one-sided and you can’t 
ever get away from it. When a woman 
falls in love she’s helpless, her whole 
existence depends on his whims after that. 
If he only loves and leaves her, her life is 
ruined—while he can go off merrily and 
make whoopee as gaily as ever.” 


“TYO you really feel like that about 
love?” she asked gently. 

“‘Ves—love is a good thing to stay out 
of,” I said bitterly. ‘It can’t do any- 
thing but hurt you. And men—well, 
the farther they keep away from me, the 
better. There are other things in life 
beside men.” 

“But what?” she asked, as if sorely 
puzzled. 

“Oh, work—and books, friendship with 
other women, anything but that trap that 
catches you when you fall in love. But 
there, I’ve raved enough,” I said quickly. 

“Td advise you to get another beau 
and forget your old boy friend,” I said 
briskly, and went to get another coat for 
her to trv on. She finally left, saying she 
would come back in the afternoon, with 
her sister, to decide. 

When Della and I went out for lunch, 
a strange man stepped up and stood in 
our way on the sidewalk. We were so 
surprised that we stopped short and 
looked in the direction in which he was 
pointing, to get our attention. I heard 
several funny clicks, then a man huddled 
behind a camera stood suddenly erect, 
picked up the camera and hurried down 
the street. The man who stood in our 
way rushed away, too. 
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U. S. Government Jobs 
PICK YOUR JOB 


RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK 


170 


Railway Postal Clerks get $I, 900 the first year, 
being paid on the first and tift tf each month, 
$78.00 each pay day Their pa kly increased. 
the maxim, being $2,700 a year .20 each pay 


day. Sprin examinations likely. 
CITY MAIL CARRIERS, POST OFFICE CLERKS 
Clerks and carriers now commence at $1,700 a year 


and automatically increase $100 a year to $2,100 and 
$2,300. They also have 15 days paid vacation, Many 
February 15th examinations. 
GOVERNMENT CLERK 
(Open to men and women 18 or over) 
Salary $1,260—and $1,440 to $2,100 a year, Pleasant 


clerical work in the various government departments 
at Washington, D. C., and throughout the country. 
Coming census means many vacancies. 

GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and 
mail it today—now at once. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Dept. £226, Rochester, N. Y. 


Rush to me, free of charge (1) a full desctiption 
of the position checked below; (2) Free copy 
page book, ‘‘How to Get a U. S. Government sane 
(3) A list of U. S. Government Jobs now obtainable: 


CG Railway Postal Clerk . .. ($1900-$2700) 
G Postoffice Clerk ...... . . ($1700-$2300) 
G City Mail Carrier .... . . . ($1700-$2100) 
G Rural Mail Carrier . .. ($2100-$3300) 
G General Clerk—(Census Clerk): .:...($1440-$2100) 
GO Inspector of Customs............-.-.-- ($2100 up) 
IN AIG acsvesaiasans ara Starmveranivaa grakG) ees laid: BS ese StareaTeNS 

Address. . 


Use This Coupon, CARDS ‘You Mislay Tt. 


We CARDS | 

SHO! you by mail, or at 

pint ip spare time. Enormous 
demand. future. Interesting 


work. Oldest ant foremost school. 
EARN $50 TO $200 WEEKLY 


Otto ayiqgand, |} Md., home-study graduate, mi 

$2,000 fe his beg ed in one year, "Joon 
N. . ‘or shor 

toed BG, wiltes:” “earned $000 while taking 


> Write for complete information. 


DETROIT SCHOOL oF LETTERING 
156 Stimson Ave. Est. DETROIT, MICH. 


AccOUNTAN 


Executive Accountants and C, P. A.’s earn $3,000 to $10,000 a year. 
Thousands of firms need them. Only $,000 Gertified Public Account> 
nti in the United States. We train you thoroly at home in spare time 
for C.P.A. examinations or executive accounting positions. Previous 
Wiliam 5 unnecessary. Training under the personal supervision of 
William B. Castenholz, A. M., C. P. A., and a large staff of C. P. 
“a, including members of whe American Institute of Accountants. 
cite for free book, ‘‘Accountancy, the Profession that Pays.’ 


LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 2358-H, Chicago 
The World’s Largest ‘Business Training Institution ad 


HOW TO OBTAIN 


A Better Looking Nose! 
improve’ your personal appearance 


My new Model 25 Nose Shaper is 
designed to improve the shape of 
the nose by remoulding the carti- 
lage and fleshy parts, safely, and 
painlessly. This is accomplished 
thru the very fine and precise ad- 
justments which only my patented 
Model 25 possesses. Results are lasting. 
Can be worn at night, or during the 
day. Money refunded if not satisfied after 
thirty days’ trial. Write for free booklet to 
M. TRILETY 


Pioneer Nose Shaping Specialist 
Dept. 66 Binghamton, N. Y. 


All-Wool Tailored Suits 


Ifyou are ambitious to make money, we 


want you as our representative. Show ‘ 
wonderful values in union-made tailored 
to-order Suits and Overcoats. Take orders. 
Easiest work, biggest earnings. 


Pay Daily and Liberal Bonus 
No gin Be xperience required. Customers save $1 
to $15, tisfaction guaranteed or money back. 
orders bring steady, permanent income. 
Neariy200 fabrics, »carrying caseandsupplies, » FREE. 
Wizite at once for local territory. Give complete de- 
tails for immediate consideration, Outfit Sent Free. 


Pioneer Tailoring Co., Dept. P.1001 
Congress and Throop Sts., Chicago, Ill. 


if 


| right into it. 


“He took our picture!” Della cried in 
amazement. ‘That was a camera—and 
that man stopped us to make us look 
What on earth d’you sup- 
pose it’s all about?” 

I couldn’t understand it either. The 
puzzling question occurred to me again 
and again during the afternoon. | 
wondered idly, too, why my friendly 
customer didn’t return with her sister to 
decide on a coat. But that night when 
I reached home I got the answer to both 
my questions. 

Mrs. Berkey met me with the evening 
paper. ‘‘Have vou seen this?’ she asked 
breathlessly. I shook my head and took 
it from her. 

There on the front page was my picture, 
taken full length in my street clothes. 
Over it was a headline: 


EstrRancGep WIFE or STATE’S RICHEST 
InpiAN Reveats Her Love Secrets! 


The storv beneath the picture was 
signed, “Winifred West” and the tiny 
picture of the writer inserted in the first 
paragraph identified her as my friendly 
customer of the morning! 

It was a sensatonal ‘‘sob story’’ of the 
deepest dye, telling in detail of Jeff’s 
recent escapades, his frequent arrests for 
speeding and now in a night-club raid. 
His marriage and separation had come to 
light, and his ‘‘beautiful young wife, sad 
and embittered by the estrangement,” 
had been discovered by the News re- 
porter supporting herself in a local shop, 
the Elite. 


HIS was followed by all I had said to 

the girl that morning, told as if I had: 
been talking about my own affair with Jeff, 
instead of hers! It was terrible. I shrank 
from the thought of thousands of eyes 
prying into my most intimate emotions, 
my secret grief The story described me 
as “tall, with a lovely slender figure, and 
glowing dark beauty that cannot be 
quenched by the eternal sadness that 
looks out of her eyes.” What would Jeff 
think of me now, tel'ing the world my 
troubles, talking this cheap drivel for 
publication? Oh, if I could only get my 
hands on that girl reporter! 

Next morning I went to Mr. Nathan, 
almost afraid I would lose my position 
because of the publicity I had brought on 
the store. But he only laughed. 

“Oh, that’s all right!’ he said. “It’s 
fine for business. They’ll be flocking in 
here to get a look at you now. Wish 
some of the other girls could land on page 
one like that!’ 

He was pleasanter to me than he had 
been since I refused his dinner invitation. 
Sally had told me that, while he had been 
a ittle angry with me before, now I was 
such an asset to the store that I needn’t 
worry any more about my job. But that 
was small consolation for the knowledge 
that every customer who came to me was 
examining me curiously, like a bug under 
a microscope! Curious, unfee ing people, 
greedy for scandal and sensation, prying 
into my wrecked life. I felt cold and dis- 
gusted and assumed an air of cool in- 
difference toward every one. 

One afternoon about a week later, Mr 
Nathan came to tell me a gentleman 
was waiting to see me in the private 
office. I asked nervously who it was, but 
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Correct 


that waistline bulge 


Note the 


These two ns tl 
photos taken immediate 
five minutes waistline 

apart. reduction 
effected. 


Takes 


Inches Instantly 


TheInches Off Abdominal Belt will make 
you look better and feel younger than 
you have in years. Not a sweat-produc- 
ing, creepy, uncomfortable, one-piece 
rubber loop or tube, but made of 
new, remarkable, moisture -absorbing 
material and woven elastic combined 
—body-shaped, patented weave that 
launders without injury. Won't over- 
stretch, lose shape, run, pull or break. 
Outwears three times any other fabric. 
Porous, cool, comfortable. Will not creep, 
ride, bulge, loosen or wrinkle. You don’t 
pull it down over head or up over legs. 
Buttons on inside of trousers and worn 
over shirt. Trousers can’t sag or shirt 
pull up. A joy to wear—the master crea- 
tion of an organization with years of ex- 
perience, and resources over $10,000,000. 
No need for leather belt or suspenders 
with the InchesOff Abdominal Belt. 
That’s why men like it for knickers and 
all sport wear as well as for business and 
full dress. Scores of influential business 
and professional men wear and praise 


the InchesOff. 


Wear One On Trial 


Try it—wear an InchesOff Abdominal Belt 10 
days—then decide. You needn't risk a penny to 
learn how quickly and comfortably you can now 
acquire waistline reduction and control — that 
youthful, good-looking physique of the athlete. 
Write today for all the facts and our 10-day 
trial offer. Address 


The SandfelderCo., 100 E.Ohio St., Dept. 110 Chicago 


BE A COMMERCIAL PHOTOGRAPHER 


SPLENDID SALARIES PAID TRAINED MEN and WOMEN 


OPPORTUNITIES everywhere for commercial photog- 

_Taphers—both men and women. Qualify for a well- 
paid position or open a studio of your own. We teach you 
entire field in spare time-——Earn while learning. Send today 
for FREE BOOK which tells how you can quickly become 
a trained commercial photographer. 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF PHOTOGRAPHY 
Dept. G-117 4 West 33rd St. New York City 


GOVT. POSITIONS 


*35 10:75 WEEKLY 


WE HELP YOU GET ONE, 


Mail Clerk 


Steno-Typist 
a, L abore Tr 


( 
¢ Immigrant Inspector 
td Seamstress 

"4 Auditor 

city} MailCarrier( 
Meat Inspector ¢ 


Border Patrol 
ffeur-Carrier 
wo tchman 
Skilled Laborer 
) Postmaster 
) Typist 


) 
) 
} 
} Se Steno-Secretary 
)¢ 
) 
) 


( 
JREAU, Dept. 316, St. Louis,| 
particulars How To Qualify for 
jalaries, locations, opportunities, J 


d 
AL us NT FREE. 
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This is 
FIGHTING 
Talk 


Ir you’RE a quit- 
ter you won’t read 
far in this advertise- 
ment. If you’re not— 
if you have the cour- 
age to face facts—you 
want to know who is re- 
sponsible for your not 
getting ahead faster. It’s YOU. The man who won’t 
be licked can’t be licked. If you’re a drifter you'll 
always wish for success but never do anything about 
it. The earth is cluttered with that kind. 


Tf you're a fighter you will do something about it. 
You'll get the special training that fits you for ad- 
vancement, and you'll go on to a bigger job and 
better pay. 

In spare time, right at home, you can get the training 
you need through the home-study courses of the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools. Thousands of other men 
have lifted themselves out of the rut and into well-paid, 
responsible positions by I. C. S. study. Are they better 
men than you? 

The time for action is this minute. Find out about 
this practical educational method that lets you learn 
while you earn. Check the subjects that interest you 
in the coupon below and mail it today. It doesn’t obli- 
gate you in any way to ask for full particulars, but 
that one simple act may be the means of making your 
entire life happier and more successful. Do dt now! 
Se 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

“The Universal University”? 
Box 3232, Scranton, Penna. 


Without cost or obligation on my part, please send me 
a copy of your 48-page booklet, ‘“‘Who Wins and Why,” 
and tell me how I can qualify for the position, or in the 
subject, before which I have marked an X: 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

QO Architect C) Automobile Work 
O Architectural Draftsman [J Aviation Engines 
(1 Building Foreman Plumber and Steam Fitter 
C) Concrete Builder Plumbing Inspector 
(Contractor and Builder (] Foreman Plumber 
Structural Draftsman Heating and Ventilation 
Structural Engineer Sheet-Metal Worker 
O Electrical Engineer O Steam Engineer 
OElectrical Contractor Marine Engineer 
Electric Wiring O Refrigeration Engineer 
CH Electric Lighting COR. R. Positions 
OFlectric Car Running ©) Highway Engineer 
L)Telegraph Engineer (Chemistry 
(Telephone Work O Pharmacy 
Mechanical Engineer (Coal Mining Engineer 
(Mechanical Draftsman [] Navigation ([] Assayer 
(Machine Shop Practice (J Iron and Steel Worker 
() Toolmaker CO) Textile Overseer or Supt. 
 Patternmaker O Cotton Manufacturing 

Civil Engineer (J Woolen Manufacturing 

Surveying and Mapping LJAgriculture ([ Fruit Growing 
O Bridge Engineer Poultry Farming 
O) Gas Engine Operating Mathematics ([] Radio 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


Business Management (J Business Correspondence 
(Industrial Management (Show Card and Sign 
O)Personnel Management |. Lettering 

(I) Traffic Management. (istenography and Typing 
OC) Accounting and C. P. A, 0] English 


._ Coaching OO Civil Service 
OCost Accounting ORailway Mail Clerk 
0 Bookkeeping Mail Carrier 
O Secretarial Work (Grade School Subjects 
OSpanish (1 French 1) High School Subjects 
OSalesmanship Omustrating (Cartooning 
O Advertising OLumber Dealer 
NAMO....cscscosesccorsccssoscrccccessncsssancsesssssesssstesesssessccscsnscssesssseoees 
Street 
AGALOBS sisssssscsasesesscecessssvectoosadsacnssassvesscasesserseseriseasascsoveeaes ones 
Clty csscasassssstcscssesssvenscassensbsscsve STO iiss ccscosrnsseeussiacsssssiaconsess 
OCCUPATION. ...50..:0sesissccassecassavscssasesecseccoedaaaveesaeveacenoescasessuan ston 


If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the 
International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, 
Montreal, Canada 


Teresa "Little Flower’ Rin 


To Any Cathelic 
sending name and address, we will 
mail this untarnishable, platinum 
effect Little Flower Ring, with mod- 
eled raised figure of Saint Teresa, Abso- 
tutely Free, without one cent of expense. 


DALE MFG. CO., Dept.A-17, PROVIDENCE, R. I. 


Saint 


(@ 


NEW SCIENTIFIC WONDER __ 


3 for 25¢ 

BOYS Ye tly see thru Clothes, Wood, Stone, any object. See 
Bones in Flesh, FREE—PKG. RADIO PICTURE FILMS. ‘Takes pictures 
without.camera. .“You'll like 'em.” 1 pkg. with each 25c order. 


MARVEL MFG. CO., Dept. 30, NEW HAVEN, CONN. 
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he hadn’t given his name or a card. 

I went to the office with panic in my 
heart. Suppose—suppose it was Jeff? 
Of course he had read that awful story. 
He would be more disgusted, shamed by 
me, than ever. Probably now he had 
come to talk to me about a divorce. My 
knees went weak. I knew I couldn’t go 
through another scene like the one I had 
endured a year ago in the hotel room at 
Bradville. 

But when I turned the knob fearfully 
and walked into the little office, I started 
back in astonishment. I could not believe 
my eves. For there, beside the desk, 
stood what seemed to me a ghost out of 
the distant past—Dan Rennie! 

I thought I must be going mad—it was 
impossible that Dan Rennie could be 
standing there, smiling and dapper as 
ever, holding out his hand. 

‘Ah, Cherry, I’m afraid I come as a 
tremendous shock to you,” he said agree- 
ably, and his smile broadened. ‘Come, 
sit down at once. You look as if you had 
seen a ghost.” 

I obeyed him mechanically, sitting 
down helplessly while he talked on in the 
pleasant, cultivated voice I had completely 
forgotten, but which had once brought 
such joy and romance to my little-girl 
heart. 

“This looks like something out of a 
movie, I know, but it’s really very simple. 
I’ve been in California and stopped in 
Kansas City on business. Got the 
Blanton newspaper, to read the oil field 
news, and there on the front page was 
your picture. You can’t imagine the 
turn it gave me. And the story—I sup- 
pose it was the usual sob sister blurb?” 

" I nodded dully. “It was a horrible 
story,” I said. ‘But why did you come?” 


a HY?” he looked at me quizzically. 

‘““Well, perhaps for old times’ sake 
—perhaps out of curiosity. I really can do 
a good deal of business around Blanton— 
I’m doing quite a bit in oil stocks these 
days. I don’t deny it was your charming 
picture that lured me hither, though, 
Cherry my dear. And, of course, I'll see 
a lot of you while I’m here.” 

He fixed me with that warm, quizzical 
gaze of his and I sat silent, wide-eved, 
under his stare, wondering what was to 
come next. Jeff’s escapade, that awful 
newspaper story, had already broken 
into my quiet, peaceful routine. Now 
what complications, what new troubles 
was Dan Rennie bringing to me out of the 
tragic past? For in his eyes I saw dawn- 
ing that same tense, hot regard for me 
that had driven me, two long years ago, 
away from New York. 

“Gad, Cherry! I used to think you 
were the prettiest little devil in New 
York—but you’ve grown into a tearing 
beauty,” he said finally. ‘“‘Why, you’ve 
really grown up, that’s it! You’ve gained 
poise and dignity—a little sad, bored, 
perhaps, but that makes you more inter- 
esting. I’ve often wondered what had 
become of you. I see you've lived, 
learned something about life, at last. 
You’re fascinating.” 

His compliments fel on dull ears. 
Two years ago he had thrilled me beyond 
words when he called me beautiful, but 
then I was a giddy little flapper. He was 
the first man of the world I had known, 
and his cynical knowledge and experience 


had held me hopelessly infatuated. Now 
I looked up at him and wondered how I 
Hoe ever imagined myself in love with 

im. 

Why, he must be well on toward forty! 
His eyes were a little weary; his face 
showed signs of dissipation. He was 
handsome, perfectly dressed and groomed, 
his figure was slim and lazily clegant. 
Then I thought of Jeff’s lithe, athletic 
body, slender but strong as steel, his dark, 
eager, young eyes and glowing face, and 
Dan’s attractions left me cold 

“Oh, please don’t waste your time 
flattering me, Dan,” I said in a tired 
voice. “If you really have business here, 
I suppose you’ll stay. But there’s no use 
in our trying to be friends. That’s all 
finished, and we won’t gain a thing, either 
of us, by seeing each other again.” 

“There are two opinions about that, 
Cherry dear,’ he answered lazily. “I’m 
a hard egg to get rid of, you know!” 

I told him about the baby; declared 
that I had no time for men or dates of 
any kind. He seemed surprised, im- 
pressed by the thought of me as a mother. 
But it didn’t hold him off, as it had Jack 
Elwood. 

“Maternal devotion is a lovely thing, 
indeed,” he said, smiling his crooked 
little smile. ‘‘I should love to see you 
working at it, what a picture! But all 
the more reason for a little dinner down- 
town now and then—a night off. All 
work and no play will make Cherry a dull 
girl!” 

Finally, seeing it was no use to argue, 
I left him, repeating my determination 
not to see him again. 

But my coldness had no effect, unless 
it was to interest him more; to urge him 
on. Every night he was waiting when 
the store closed and there was no way of 
avoiding him. I steadfastly refused to 
dine with him; to let him take me home 
in a taxi. But every night he walked 
with me to my corner and put me on my 
bus. Almost every noon he was on hand, 
waiting for Della and me. 


] REEUSED to go to lunch with him, 
but he simply joined us and went along 
to the little sandwich shop we patronized. 
He would manage to pay for our lunches 
and kept us engaged in gay talk through- 
out the meal. Della thought he was 
a prince. 

“Boy! If that big-town sheik would 
just pass you up and try for me!” she 
said longingly. 

The other girls saw him waiting for me 
every night at the store and set the stamp 
of their approval on him. 

“How can you resist that city slicker?” 
they demanded They kidded me about 
him ceaselessly and kept urging me to go 
out with him, until sometimes it seemed 
I would be wearied into accepting his 
invitations 

But I held out I held no resentment 
against Dan for the way he had disil- 
lusioned me two years ago—that was 
too far in the past, and unimportant com- 
pared with my experiences since then. 
But no man could rouse me to an interest 
in life except Jeff. I was utterly in- 
different to other men. 

Then, one night after work, Dan fol- 
lowed me on the bus. I could not 
prevent him and he insisted that he was 
going home with me. ‘The bus was 
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crowded and we stood crushed side by 
side, all the way to my corner. There 
was no chance for me to voice my angry 
protests. 

In spite of all I could say, he came up 
the steps with me and when I opened the 
front door with my !atchkey, he calmly 
walked in. Mrs. Berkey was in the living 
room, and I could only introduce Dan to 
her as an od friend from New York. 
With a queer pang, I recalled how poor 
Daisy had introduced him to me as an 
“old friend.’”?” Had he been associated 
with tragedy in her past, as he was now 
with mine? 

The baby was in his play-pen on the 
floor, for he could sit up alone now, and 
amused himself by rolling over and over 
on its soft, quilted floor like a funny little 
puppy. He was so sweet I had to rush 
over and take him in my arms. Dan 
stood watching me without a word. 

Strangely enough, Mrs. Berkey seemed 
to like Dan. With her shrewd gift of 
judging people, I had thought she would 
disapprove of him at once. He had been 
unscrupulous in his dealings with me in 
the past; even his business had not been 
really on the level, he had as much as 
admitted. But she seemed to accept him, 
and invited him to stay to dinner. 

I was very quiet throughout the meal 
and let Dan entertain Mr. and Mrs. 
Berkey—which he did easily and charm- 
ingly. 

“I’ve been trying to get this girl to go 
to dinner with me ever since I came to 
town, but she won’t come an inch,” he 
told them. ‘‘What do you think of that, 
Mrs. Berkey? Isn’t she acting a little 
silly?” 


“\ X THY, yes—I should say she was,” 

she said slowly, eying me. I can’t 
see what harm a dinner or a show now and 
then, would do her. She sticks too close 
here at home, reading unti all hours of 
the night. ’Tisn’t good for such a young 
girl.” 

“Young girl!’ I thought. I was barely 
twenty years old, but I felt like a middle- 
aged woman in experience. 

Between them they kept up a volley of 
argument and advice unti' I finally 
yielded and agreed to stay downtown for 
dinner with Dan the next night. When 
he had left, I turned to Mrs Berkey 
reproachfully. 

“How could you take his side; advise 
me to go, when you know how J feel?” I 
asked her. 

“Because I know you need a change,” 
she answered briskly, ‘‘You’re getting 
thin, and you’ve ‘ost most of your color. 
You may think you look stylish and pale 
and interesting, but it isn’t healthy. You 
need to get out once in a while. What 
are you afraid of? He can’t hurt you 
No man that looks at you the way he did 
when you took up the baby wil’ do you 
harm. He’s all right!” 

I was surprised at that, remembering 
how ‘Dan had tried to induce me to be- 
come his mistress two years ago! But I 
took her advice, and without much 
interest in the prospect, I met Dan for 
dinner the next night We went to the 
restaurant of the Wellston, the second 
argest hote’ in town, for I never could 
bear to go near the Blanton, where I had 
spent my honeymoon. 

Dan ordered a perfect dinner, and I 
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couldn’t help finding some pleasure in the 
big, softly lighted dining room, the music, 
the smartly dressed people, all out for a 
good time. And, used as I was to Mrs. 
Berkey’s plain but wholesome cooking, I 
found the delicacies Dan ordered de- 
licious. 

“Well, you see it hasn’t hurt you a bit 
to come, after all,’ Dan said to me, as we 
lingered over our coffee. “Even good 
Mrs. Berkey had to advise you to get out 
and do things for your health’s sake.” 

“Ves—but Mrs. Berkey didn’t know. 
If she’d known everything about you and 
me, she’d have advised me to keep away 
from you and probably have sent you 
packing out of her house,’ I said coolly. 

“Oh, Cherry, can’t you ever forgive 
and forget? You were such a fascinating 
little devil—and you knew it, too! 
You’ve always gone to my head—prob- 
ably you always will—but that doesn’t 
need to stop our being friends. You’ve 
had a hard time out here, my dear, and 
you don’t feel kindly disposed to men, 
especially me. But you may as well use 
me—accept my friendship and my invi- 
tations. I won’t expect anything in 
return.” 


“NJOTHING at all?” I asked cynically. 
“How you must have changed!” 

“Certainly I’ve changed,” he replied 
in decided tones. ‘“‘I’ve changed my ideas 
about lots of things in the past two years. 
Why,” he smiled at me, “‘even my busi- 
ness is on the level now. I struck it rich 
in that deal two years ago, and I’ve been 
sitting pretty ever since. I can afford to 
be strictly honest now, and I’ve got some 
legtimate oil deals on here in Blanton. 
Quite a respectable fellow!’ 

He told me then about some of his 
ventures and adventures. The time 
passed quickly and I went home in a more 
pleasant mood. I had to admit to myself 
that it had been a welcome change from 
my endless, dull routine. Dan was an 
interesting companion; as long as we were 
just friends I could go out with him once 
in a while. 

TI went to dinner with him, to the 
movies and the musical shows that came 
in town. He came out to the house often, 
sitting with me and the Berkeys, making 
himself quite at home. I could see a real 
change in him and gradually I began to 
think of him in a matter-of-fact way, as a 
real friend. He entertained me with 
descriptions of New York, the new cafés 
and theaters, the many changes that had 
taken place since I had left there. He 
told me about the shows he had seen 
before staring on this western trip. His 
gossipy talk amused and rested me. 

At Christmas he brought gifts, an 
exquisite case of perfumes and cosmetics 
for me, flowers and candy for Mrs. 
Berkey, a woolly white lamb and a 
miniature Christmas tree, with all the 
trimmings, for the baby. We decorated 
it together, and my heart warmed with 
joy when the baby gazed round-eyed at 
the lighted candles, the bright tinsel balls, 
and gurgled and crowed with delight. 

It was only Dan’s cheery presence 
that made Christmas endurable, for I 
was heavy-hearted because the baby’s 
first Christmas had come and we were as 
completely separated from his father as 
ever. I could hardly believe that this 
was Dan Rennie, whom I had always 


thought of in terms of heart-break, dis- 
illusionment and tragedy, who was now 
the one friend I had to cheer me in my 
sorrow. 

I tried to thank him for his goodness 
as he was leaving Christmas night. 

“Sh! Mustn’t talk like that,” he said 
carelessly. ‘‘Now, if you really want to 
please me,.do me a little favor—lI’ll 
let you.” 

“Of course, Dan. What is it?” 

“Well, next week is New Year’s Eve. 
You ought to know, Cherry dear, how a 
stray New Yorker feels a million miles 
from home on New Year’s Eve. Just 
imagine what I’m missing—Broadway 
on the biggest night of the year. I want 
you to celebrate with me just this once, 
Cherry. It will make me feel almost as 
if I were home again.” 

I hesitated, for I had vowed that I 
would never enter the dancing places in 
Blanton where Jeff and his ‘“‘society 
buds” might be in the habit of going. 
The tinsel revelry of night clubs had no 
place in my life now, it was part of wild 
Cherry Duane’s dead past. But Dan 
kept urging and pleading with me and I 
finally yielded—for just this. once. 

Blanton wasn’t quite large enough or 
metropolitan enough for real night clubs 
to flourish there. The best place was a 
downtown café which had become popular 
with the wealthy class, and almost ex- 
clusive, because of its high prices. The 
management advertised an all-night cele- 
bration and show, and Dan decided that 
was the best the city afforded. 


] WASNT at all thrilled over Dan’s 

plans, but I thought Iowed it to him to 
look well, so I lingered over my toilet 
that night. As I dressed slowly I let a 
cynical smile play over my lips, mocking 
the image in my mirror. 
the times Cherry Duane had dressed 


breathlessly to meet some man, powder- ° 


To think of all ; 


ing and perfuming herself, rouging her . 


lips, flufing out her dark, unruly hair! 
Foolish Cherry Duane, thrilling over the 
pretty clothes, the flirtations and tri- 
umphs in store for her! What changes 
the few years had wrought! 

I had let my hair grow and wore it in 
loose, soft waves close to my head and 
drawn into a low knot behind. My 
peachy skin had lost much of its color, 
it was pale with a creamy ivory pallor, 
against which my scarlet lips and dark 
eyes showed in contrast. I decided on a 
dinner dress simply cut, of black velvet, 
the lines of which were marvelous. It 
made me look taller and slimmer, and 
almost queenly with my bare arms and 
neck. 

Dan had kept insisting I was more of a 
beauty now than I used to be. I thought 
harum-scarum Cherry with her vivid 
color and fly-away curls must have been 
much prettier—but I knew that tonight 
I looked more dignified, more like a lady 
than I had when Jeff first met me. If 
only he had trusted me, believed in me, 
perhaps I might have improved myself 
so as to have made him proud of me some 
day. 

Dan came for me in a taxi, and we got 
to the ‘“‘Blue Moon” not too long before 
midnight. The show and real celebration 
wouldn t begin until then, Dan said. 

“Not much like our favorite hang-outs 
back in New York, is it?” he remarked, 
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FREE book, ‘'The Art of Story Writing.”’ Also our special course in Eng- 
lish. No obligation! 
HOOSIER INSTITUTE 
Short Story Dept. 1982, Fort Wayne, Indiana 


MORE PAY with = 
QUAKER FREE OUTFIT 


Earn big money right from the 
start. Let Quaker help you. Won- 
derful free Sample outfit gets 


orders everywhere. Men’s Shirts, 


Ties, Underwear, Hosiery. Un- 
matchable values. Unique selling 
features. Ironclad guarantee. You 
can’t fail with Quaker. Write for 
your Free outfit NOW. 


- QUAKER SHIRT CORPORATION 


Dept. F-2 1107 Broadway, N. Y. 


as we entered the place, 1 had to agree, 
for the Blue Moon was a poor imitation 
of the big city’s night clubs. Still, it had 
a festive air, with gay holiday decorations, 
softly shaded lights and a colored jazz 
orchestra crooning out the marvelous 
blues of the South. 

I didn’t want to discuss those dinners 
and dances we'd had together in famous 
hotels and night clubs in New York— 
when I had worn the lovely ivory satin 
frock that Dan had given me, so I burst 
into effusive praises of the Blue Moon’s 
attempt at metropolitan whoopee. 

I really did get a tiny thrill of pleasure 
as we took our places at a “ringside” 
table, and I felt the stares of everv one 
fixed on us. Dan was very handsome 
and correct in his dinner clothes, and I 
knew I need have no fear as to my own 
black velvet—Jeff and I had picked it out 
at one of Blanton’s most exclusive shops. 

Several couples were dancing, and Dan 
teased me so that I had to give in and 
dance with him. It was the first time 
for more than a year that I had danced, 
and I just couldn’t help loving it. Danc- 
ing was as natural as breathing to me. 
To go without it so long meant that I 
wasn’t fully alive. I was flushed and 
smiling when we went back to the table. 
Dan ordered drinks and hors d’oeuvres. 
We could take our time about supper, 
he said; we’d have all night to eat it. 


UDDENLY a sound close by me made 

my heart stand still—a familiar laugh, 
loud and boyish. Involuntarily I put my 
hand to my breast, holding myself 
tensely erect. Then I turned slowly to 
look toward the next table where the 
laugh had come from. I gazed straight 
into the eyes of Jefi—my husband! Jeff, 
dark-skinned, stunning as ever, although 
his handsome face had a worn look and 
his eyes were tired. He must have been 
staring at me when he laughed like that. 
What was he thinking? What should 
I do? 

Dan sat down. I took my seat oppo- 
site him. Then I saw that Jeff was lean- 
ing close to a girl, a young girl with 
golden, wavy hair, he had his arm flung 
across her shoulders. Jeff! A pain that 
left me breathless shot through my heart. 
I had read about his “‘society buds,’’ had 
imagined him in a gay, fast set, but the 
sight of him close to this girl, touching 
her, drove me mad with jealousy and 
hurt. 

Suddenly Jeff arose, and lifting his 
glass in the air, cried, ‘‘Ladies! Gentle- 
men! A toast—I give you a toast to the 
most beautiful woman in the world— 
my white squaw!’ He flourished the 
glass, drained it, made an elaborate bow 
in my direction. The others at his table 
looked shocked at first, then decided to 
take it as a joke. They drained their 
glasses too, cheered and turned smilingly 
toward our table. 

I wanted to rush over and snatch his 
arm away, to send her about her business, 
order her to keep away from my man— 
my husband! 


What will Cherry’s fierce love and 
Jeff's jealous taunts lead to now? The 
conclusion of this moving story of a baffled 
love will be found in the 

March TRUE STORY Magazine 
On Sale at All News Stands February 5th 


SenttoYous™ 
for Only 


Think of it—only $1.00 brings 

the world’s most famous Under- 
wood Typewriter for 10 days Free 
Trial. Pay only 10c a day on easy 
monthly payment plan. This is the 
full size standard Underwood with 
4-row keyboard, manufactured to 
sell for $100. 


Famous No. 4 Underwood 


This late model Underwood, specially priced at only $39.90 
cash, is the lowest price ever quoted, has modern improve- 
ments including 4-row keyboard, two-color ribbon, back- 
spacer, ribbon reverse, tabulator, release, shift lock and 
many other improvements. Beautifully refinished and 
Looks and operates like brand new. 


10 Day FREE Trial 


Send coupon for 10 day Free 
Trial—if you decide to keep 
it pay only $3 a month until 
special price of only $44.90 
(term price) is paid. Limited 
offer—act at once. 


renewed. 


FREE! FREE! 


Complete (Home Study) 


Course of the Famous Van 
Sant Speed Typewriting 
System - - fully illustrated 
easily learned, 


ee ee ee ee ee ee, 
INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE 
231 West Monroe St., Chicago, Ill., Dept. 230 


Tenclose $1 deposit. Send Underwood No. 4 at once for 10 day Free 
Trial. If I am not perfectly satisfied I can return it Express Collect 
and get my deposit back. If I keep it I will pay $3 a month until I 
have paid $44.90 in full. 


Make money taking pictures. Photo- 


graphs in big demand. Commerical 
Photography also pays big money. 
Learn quickly at home in spare time. 
No experience necessary. Write today 
for new free book, tunities 175 
at Modern Photography. American 


School of Photography,Dept. 1542 
H 3604 Michigan Aves Chicaso. 


you can 
have the 


VOICE 
you want 


100% 
Improvement 


Guaranteed 


Send today for free Voice Book telling about amaz- 
ing New SILENT Method of Voice ‘Training Increase your 
range, your tone qualities. Banish huskiness and hoarseness. 
Learn to sing with greater ease. 100 9/0 improvement guar- 
anteed—or money back. Write today for free booklet—one of 
the greatest booklets on voice training ever written. 
PERFECT VOICE INSTITUTE, Dept. 39.12 
1922 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago 


’ 
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The thrift dentifrice with the 


what it saves 


There are a great many things you 
can buy with that $3 you save by 
using Listerine Tooth Paste at 25¢, 
rather than dentifrices in the 50¢ class. 
A tie is merely a suggestion. Hand- 
kerchiefs, hosiery, haberdashery are 
other possibilities. 


Buy a good tie or two with 


wonderful 
after-effect 


Pic you will- 


ing to makea trifling experiment 
that will delight you and save 
you considerable money? 


Then switch to Listerine Tooth 
Paste and give it a thorough 
trial. Compare it with any paste 
at any price. You will quickly 
make these important discov- 
eries :— 

—That it whitens teeth re- 
markably—sometimes within a 
few days. 


—That it removes blemishes 
and discolorations that ordinary 
dentifrices fail to affect. 


—That, because of its fine tex- 
ture it penetrates tiny crevices 
between the teeth and routs out 
matter causing decay. 


—That it leaves your mouth 
with that exhilarating after- 
effect you associate with Lister- 
ine itself. 


—That it cuts your tooth paste 
bill approximately in half. 


There can be no greater testi- 
mony of outstanding merit of 
Listerine Tooth Paste than its 
rise from obscurity four years 
ago to a commanding posi- 
tion among the leaders today. 
Lambert Pharmacal Company, 
St. Louis, Mo., U.S. A. 


LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE 


Edna Wallace Hopper 
as she looks today 


“ O make the most of her appear- 
ance, a woman must change her 
face ... at least once a week,” 

declares Miss Edna Wallace Hopper, 
the famous stage beauty who at sixty 
looks like sixteen. “A woman can 
easily change her face by changing 
her coiffure. 


Wave and “Reatranging one’s hair- 
Sheen dress is delightfully sim- 
ple if you first dampen 

the hair with Wave and Sheen. With 
its aid, you can curl, wave or fluff your 
hair as you please—and when your 
hair is dry, your coiffure will be as you 
wished it. Wave and Sheen leaves the 
hair soft as down, natural in appearance, 
and with a new vibrant luster that you 
may never have dreamed it possessed. 


Special Gift Offer 
To those who wish to try Facial Youth 
(and send ten cents to help defray cost 
of mailing), we will send absolutely free 
a generous sample of Wave and Sheen. 


let Miss Hopper 
show you how 
you can 


change your face 


“ANOTHER way of changing your 
face is by seemingly exchanging. an 
old complexion for a new one... by 
the daily use of Facial Youth, a new 
penetrative liquid cleanser. Cream or 
soap simply cannot remove all the im- 
purities that clog up the pores of the 
face. Blemishes, eruptions, dull or 
muddy complexians result. Facial 
Youth penetrates, dissolves, Facial 
and removes these clogged 
accumulations, keeps the Youth 
pores open, and makes possible that 
cellular health on which complexion 
beauty depends. It helps to release the 
natural beauty that comes from within. 


“Use both Wave and Sheen and Facial 
Youth—and you will be delighted at 
the transformation they will work.” 


FREE TRIAL=Wave and Sheen 


Edna Wallace Hopper, 
536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago. 


Please send free trial-size supply of Wave and Sheen. To 
cover cost of Facial Youth which you are also to send, 
Iam enclosing 10c. 
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“COMING EVENTS CAST 
THEIR SHADOWS BEFORE” 
{Thomas Campbell,1777-1844) 


“It’s toasted” wnasinion-wow. 


© 1929, The American Tobacco Co., Manufacturers 


